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Her  lorer  sinks— phe  sheds  no  ill-tirned  tear ; 
Her  chief  is  slain— she  fills  his  fatal  post. 

«  ChUde  i:an>M,* 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


Instead  of  an  excuse^  the  Publishers  have  to  offer  a  congratulfti 
don  to  the  Public  upon  being  enabled,  by  the  lapse  of  copyrights, 
to  add  most  of  the  Poetical  Works  of  Byron  to  their  cheap,  but 
elegant  series  of  our  most  esteemed  poets.  This  volume  contains 
all  Lord  Byron's  Poems  of  which  the  copyright  is  free,  with  the 
exception  of  Don  Juan,  from  which  extraordinary  work,  as  it  is 
their  wish  that  their  books  should  be  welcomed  in  every  family 
circle,  they  have  only  presented  carefully-selected  beautiful 
passages,  with  which  English  readers  are  so  well  acquainted,  that 
they  would  naturally  look  for  them. 
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LIFE  OF   LORD   BYRON. 


"He  is  now  at  rest  1 
And  praise  and  blame  fall  on  his  ears  alike. 
Now  doll  in  death.    Yes,  Byron,  thou  art  gone  f 
Gone  like  a  star  that  tiirongh  the  flnn«nent 
Shot  and  was  lost,  in  its  ecoentrie  caanm. 
Dazzling,  perplexing." 

Rogers* 


Is  the  time  yet  oome  for  a  just  and  reliable  Ufe  of  Byron  to  bo 
written  ?  May  the  veil  be  lifted  from  tbo  htaw  of  truth  withoufc 
nuddng  revealmentB  that  would  amioy>  if  not  injure,  itill  living 
aotois  in  his  short  but  eventful  drama  f  Not  yet  The  piinoipal 
heroine  of  that  drama  still  exists,  and,  amidirti  oontumely,  harsh 
interpretations,  and  doubts,  contending  with  a  nation's  partiality 
for  one  of  its  greatest  geniuses,  she  has  borne  her  f^ulties  so 
meekly,  and  her  wrongs  so  unobtrusively,  that  the  respect  of 
silence  is  due  to  the  repose  of  the  sunset  of  a  life  whose  meridian 
was  so  disturbed  by  storms. 

The  first  thing  that  strikes  a  writer  who  would  produce  a  life  of 
Byron,  however  short,  is  his  universally-acknowledged  genius — a 
genius  so  exalted,  so  various,  and,  in  every  view,  so  extraordinary, 
that  we  say  with  his  friend,  the  poet  whose  Hnes  I  have  adopted  as 
my  motto,  it  is  dazzling,  perplexing  /  Genius  is  that  aptitude  for 
a  particular  object  of  the  human  mind  which,  like  the  rays  con- 
centrated in  the  focus  of  the  burning  glass,  produces  intense  effect 
where  it  is  directed.  Mankind  vary  in  this  feculty  as  wonderfully 
as  they  do  in  their  features,  and  wisely  has  Providence  so  ordered 
it,  for  thus  this  divine  emanation  becomes  universally  beneficial. 
But  as,  whilst  acknowledging  gratefully  the  common  and  least 
showy  blessings  that  surround  us  on  the  earth,  our  love  and  admi- 
ration are  principally  given  to  its  sublime  sunsets,  its  mildly 
beautiful  moonlights,  its  glittering  stars,  its  more  near  and  dear 
sweet  flowers,  so  have  the  efforts  of  genius,   rrbich.  \xa.N^  "Vioea 
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principally  directed  to  the  enjoyments  of  life^  ever  engrossed  t 
warmest  of  our  sympathies.  Among  these,  as  if  by  general  accoi 
Poetry  stands  highest;  it  is  considered  to  contain  more  diyi 
inspiration  than  any  other  £umlty  of  the  mind,  and  the  grc 
Poets  of  t})e  world  are  more  glorified  by  it  than  its  warriors,  : 
statesmen,  or  its  philosophers :  it  is  not  my  business  either 
question  or  admit  the  justice  of  this,  but  so  it  is. 

Byron  was,  then,  a  man  of  extraordinary  genius,  and  was 
Poet ;  this  was  the  talent  intrusted  to  him ;  let  us  see  how,  in 
short  but  fitful  career,  he  employed  it.    As  it  never,  for  a  momei 
was  absent  firom  his  own  thoughts,  and  as  he  never  allows  I 
millions  of  readers  to  forget  it,  he  was  not  only  of  God's  nobilit 
but  man's ;  his  family,  both  by  father  and  mother,  was  of  hi( 
rank.    He  is  said  to  be  descended  &om  one  of  the  Norman  a 
venturers  who  came   over  with  William;   some   ancestors   di 
tinguished  themselves  in  the  Crusades,  others  in  the  Wars  of  tl 
Boses.    Sir  John  Byron  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  a  favourite 
that  capricious  tyrant,  Henry  VIII.,  at  a  time  when  the  dissoluti< 
of  the  monasteries  placed  rich  gifls  in  the  hands  of  the  monard 
and  to  him  the  fomily  owed  the  possession  of  Newstead  Abbe; 
which  the  poet's  fiune  has  converted  into  a  shrine  sacred  to  geniu 
In  the  troubles  of  the  reign  of  Charles  I.,  the  Byrons  were  coi 
spicuous  for  their  loyalty,  there  having  been  no  less  than  eigl 
brothers  of  the  family  in  the  field  at  once.    The  monarch's  grat 
tude  raised  them  from  a  knightly  to  a  noble  house,  and  the 
became   Barons   Byron,    of  Rochdale.     They  were   moderate) 
wealthy,  but  Charles  could  bestow   honours   more  easily  tha 
estates,  and  the  extravagances  and  eccentricities  of  several  of  tl 
poet's  ancestors  did  not  leave  him  a  very  rich  inheritance.    H 
descent  was  no  less  noble  on  the  mother's  side  ;  indeed,  she  sai 
more  so,  as  she  boasted  she  was  of  the  old  stock  of  the  Gordoni 
which  claimed  priority  even  over  the  branch  now  holding  the  dua 
title  in  that  &mily.    His  mother  was  an  heiress,  which  appears  i 
have  been  her  only  attraction  in  the  eyes  of  the  gay  Captain  Byroi 
for  theirs  proved  a  most  unhappy  marriage,  embittered  and  en 
broiled  by  the  debts  and  extravagance  of  the  husband,  and  tfa 
violent,  passionate  disposition  of  the  wife.    It  was  one  of  thos 
strange  circumstances  upon  which  Lord  Byron  delighted  to  dwel 
as  denoting  him  of  a  peculiar  race,  that  his  father,  his  great-und 
whom  he  succeeded,  and  himself,  were  all  separated  fix>m  thei 
wives :  all,  indeed,  were  eccentric,  and  under  the  dominion  of  the! 
passions.     Sometimes  living  together,  sometimes  apart,  Byron' 
parents  never  afforded  him  the  remembrance  of  a  happy,  peacefc 
home;  and  the  death  of  his  father,  when  he  was  only  in  the  thin 
j^ear  of  hia  age,  left  him  under  the  ooutToY  oi  «k  motVvuT  &a  littl 
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^sahfled  to  bring  up  a  boy  of  a  wayward  and  spirited  disposition 
18  she  possibly  could  be.  Jt  is  so  completely  an  established  Uai, 
that  all  superior  men  have  had  superior  mothers,  that  even  to 
remark  upon  it  is  trite ;  but  it  is  no  less  true,  that  mothers  who  are 
not  remarkable  for  capacities  or  virtues,  have  a  great  influence 
upon  their  sons,  particularly  when  circumstances  make  the  son  an 
object  of  more  than  common  interest.  Now,  George  Byron  was 
an  only  child,  and  there  was,  moreover,  only  one  life  between  him 
and  a  baronial  title  and  estates,  and  this,  with  a  proud  woman  like 
Mrs.  Byron,  led  to  injudicious  indulgences  and  vauntings  which 
the  furies  of  her  violent  temper  could  not  counteract.  Amidst 
quarrels,  beatings,  the  flight  of  all  sorts  of  missiles,  and  the  most 
coarse  intemperate  language,  he  was  never  allowed  to  forget  he 
was  of  the  old  stock  of  the  (Gordons  of  Gight,  and  of  that  of  the 
Barons  of  Newstead.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  disposition 
which  was  the  foundation  of  most  of  his  aberrations  was  due  to 
the  misfortune  of  his  having  a  mother  whose  conduct  made  her  tho 
object  of  his  ridicule,  and  who  never  commanded  his  respect. 

George  (Gordon  Byron  was  bom  in  Holies  Street,  London,  on  the 
22nd  of  January,.  1788.  In  1790,  his  mother  took  him  to  Aberdeen, 
where  he  was  brought  up  as  injudiciously  as  was  to  be  expected 
from  such  a  mother  in  straitened  circumstances.  Owing,  as  ho 
afterwards  used  to  declare,  to  the  temper  of  his  mother,  he  received 
an  injury  at  his  birth,  by  which  one  of  his  feet  became  deformed, 
and  rendered  him  lame  for  life.  We  have  no  space  for  any  account 
of  the  little  anecdotes  related  of  his'  early  boyhood,  nor,  indeed,  do 
we  attach  much  consequence  to  such ;  for,  although  there  may  be 
some  foundation  for  them,  whenever  the  man  proves  remarkable, 
all  related  of  the  boy  is  so  highly  coloured,  that  we  have  no  regret 
in  consigning  his  verses  to  the  Old  Woman  and  the  Moon,  to  the 
same  apochryphal  chapter  as  Johnson's  Epitaph  to  the  Duck.  All 
that  is  told  makes  him  appear  exactly  what  he  afterwards  proved 
to  be — passionate,  self-willed,  spirited,  shrewd,  with  occasional  but 
rare  glimpses  of  feeling — indeed,  he  had  nothing  to  bestow  feeling 
or  affection  upon.  He  became  quite  a  Scotch  boy,  in  manners  and 
language,  receiving  no  notice  or  encouragement  from  his  great- 
uncle,  even  when  the  death  of  the  relation  who  stood  between  him 
and  the  title,  had  made  him  the  presumptive  heir :  the  old  baron 
only  spoke  of  him  as  "the  little  boy  at  Aberdeen.**  In  1798,  when 
he  was  in  his  eleventh  year,  his  great-uncle  died,  and  he  succeeded 
to  the  family  titles  and  estates,  upon  which  he  was  made  a  ward  of 
Chancery,  and  removed  from  Aberdeen  to  Newstead  Abbey.  His 
accession  of  rank  made  his  lameness  a  matter  of  increased  cou- 
•equence,  and  be  wof* placed  in  the  bands  oi  an  empiric  at  Netting- 
haw,  who  only  iaOicted  pai::  upon  him,    without    any  beneftt. 
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FindiDg  no  good  reiult  from  this,  he  wu  takflo  to  London,  for  fhfl 
advioe  of  Dr.  Baillie ;  but  all  proved  in  Tain. 

Hia  education,  whioh  had  amounted  to  nothing  at  Aberdett,  mow 
became  a  aerioua  subject^  and  he  was  placed  under  Dr.  Okmiie^  ol 
Dulwioh ;  but  all  the  worthy  dootor*s  efibrta  were  renderad  aborttfo 
by  the  misoonduot  of  his  mother ;  no  regularity  in  his  attimdanos, 
no  penistency  in  his  studies  required,  he  found,  if  he  made  an  olgeel 
of  the  boy's  oontinuanoe  with  him,  that  he  ahould  be  the  slave  of 
both  eon  and  mother.  There  are  some  little  pleasing  aneodotes  fli 
this  period  related  by  the  doctor,  but  I  really  can  only  ccnMign 
them  to  the  apochryphal  chapter  before  mentioned.  Here,  how- 
ever, his  guardian.  Lord  Carlisle,  interfered,  and  he  was  senfc  to 
Harrow. 

Some  account  for  his  character  in  one  way,  aome  in  another :  one 
says  it  was  created  by  becoming  a  lord  at  ao  early  an  age ;  anothnr, 
more  weakly,  attributes  it  to  a  disappointed  passion — ^but^  it  is  my 
opinion,  it  was  stamped  by  his  being  sent  to  Harrow.  Had  he 
been  placed  with  one  of  the  many  worthy  and  learned  men  whO| 
with  a  limited  number  of  pupils,  undertake  the  eduoatian  of  the 
morals  and  the  heart,  as  well  as  of  the  intellect,  at  a  distance  from 
London,  and  out  of  Uie  reach  of  his  mother^s  influence^  he  mdf^ 
have  become  a  good,  useful  member  of  society,  as  well  as  an  orna- 
ment to  it.  He  was  plunged  into  the  vortex  of  a  great  pnUio 
school,  without  a  single  home  affection  to  counteract  the  pemioioiia 
effects  of  asBociating  with  boys  becoming  men,  proud  of  their 
initiatory  steps  in  vice,  and  of  their  q>here  in  life,  which  renderad 
them,  in  their  young  opinions,  above  controL  It  is  true  his  mind 
was  cultivated,  and  his  genius  here  imped  its  wings,  but  it  was 
at  the  expense  of  his  moral  character.  Nothing  can  be  wone  than 
educating  boys  in  large  masses,  where  there  is  great  dii^iaritj  in 
ages ;  and  where  the  youngest,  on  entering,  become  the  Blaves  of 
the  elders,  and  the  spectators  and  auditors  of  all  they  do  and  agr. 
The  fog  treasures  all  the  lessons  burnt  into  his  memory,  to  praetiae 
them  when  his  turn  comes.  At  Harrow,  however,  he  was  bettor 
off  than  he  would  have  been  at  Westminster ;  there  was  a  gentle- 
manly tone  preserved  in  his  errors.  He  was  not  only  under  an 
able  master,  but  he  was  contemporary  with  several  boys  who  hara 
turned  out  eminent  men.  He  made  up  for  lost  time  by  rapid  im- 
provement, but,  lik0  all  great  poets,  he  was  rather  a  desuttoiy 
reader  than  an  ardent  votary  of  any  particular  branch  of  know- 
ledge. The  quantity  he  read,  after  he  had  acquired  a  love  of 
reading,  is  astonishing,  particularly  when  we  see  how,  according 
to  his  own  aocoimt,  he  passed  his  school  leisure,  "in  rowings 
rebelling,  breaking  bounds,  and  misahief  of  every  kind,"    Om 
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gnai  adTanteg«  wai  gained— the  great  pabUo  aohool  wai  above  the 
fontrol  of  his  mother. 

In  the  third  year  after  going  to  Harrow^  he  passed  his  vacation 
at  Nottingham,  about  ten  miles  from  Newstead,  and,  in  a  visit  to 
Aanesley,  the  residence  of  a  neighbonring  gentleman,  formed  a 
boyish  attachment,  which  he  was  afterwards  accustomed  to  assert, 
had  a  great  influence  on  his  life.  Miss  Mary  Chaworth's  £Eimily 
name  was  associated  with  that  of  Byron  in  a  way  to  create  a 
romantic  feeling  in  a  mind  like  his.  The  great-unde  whom  he 
■Qoceeded,  seems  to  have  been- a  violent  man,  completely  the  slave 
of  his  passions  and  caprices ;  and  he  had,  in  oonsequenee  of  a 
fix^ish  quarrel  about  the  quantity  of  game  on  their  relative  estates, 
killed  the  grandfather  of  that  young  lady  Sn  a  duel.  It  is  strange 
that  so  many  accounts  have  said  that  the  gentleman  who  fbll  in 
this  fata]  affair  was  Miss  Chaworth's  &ther ;  even  so  respectable  a 
work  as  **  Chambers's  Cyclopndia  of  English  literature"  has  it  so. 
The  duel  took  place  at  least  twenty  years  before  Kiss  Chaworth 
was  bom.  Upon  this  episode  I  must  beg  to  say  a  few  wordif. 
When  these  young  persons  met  at  this  period,  Byron  was  a  fskt, 
somewhat  uncouth  boy  of  sixteen,  brusque  in  his  manners  and  hot 
in  disposition.  Miss  Chaworth  was  a  handsome  yoimg  lady  of 
eighteen,  formed  for  the  world,  moving  in  it,  with  her  hand  and 
auctions  engaged  to  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Musters.  From 
ais  in&ncy,  Byron  had  given  way  to  the  impulses  of  his  wishes,  and 
continued  to  do  so  through  the  whole  of  his  life,  without  any 
reference  to  the  feelings  of  others.  Although  aware  of  Miss 
Chaworth's  position,  he  seems  rather  to  have  cherished  than 
checked  the  passion  he  conceived  for  her,  and  which  she,  with 
characteristic  mildness,  received  as  a  transient  boyish  £Euicy,  and' 
while  candidly  revealing  the  state  of  her  own  affections,  offered 
him  her  friendship.  There  is  nothing  in  the  tenor  of  his  life  and 
actions  to  lead  us  to  place  faith  in  the  depth  of  this  juvenile  at- 
tachment ;  it  was  poetical  to  recur  to  it  occasionally,  but  it  was 
likewise  inconsiderate  towards  the  object  of  it»  and  no  proof  of  its 
truth :  he  who  truly  loves,  places  her  happiness  above  the  gratificar 
tion  of  showing  he  can  write  affecting  verses.  Miss  Chaworth's  mar- 
riage proved  to  be  anything  but  a  happy  one :  and  the  unenviable 
notoriety  which  Byron's  attachment  procured  her,  I  am  assured, 
made  a  bad  husband  worse.  From  the  first,  she  had  treated  him 
with  single-hearted  candour,  and  he  had  nothing  to  complain  of 
but  his  own  weakness  or  selfishness.  As  to  his  disappointment 
Having  any  effect  upon  his  after-career,  it  is  preposterous  to 
Imagine ;  there  is  not  a  single  trait  of  character  to  show  that  he 
•onld  ever  have  settled  down  into  happy  domestic  li& ;  if  he  had 
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married  Miss  Chaworth,  she  would  have  experienced  the  same  fiito 
as  Lady  Byron's,  without,  perhaps,  that  lady's  meacx  and  firmnesi 
to  froe  herself  from  a  life  of  misery.  The  "  Dream"  is  a  beaatiftal 
poem,  but  that  is  all ;  and  the  reader  must  not  be  led  by  it  to 
suppose  that  the  lady's  sorrows  proceeded  from  her  having  refiued 
the  love  of  one  who  had  rendered  himself  famous.  She,  with  a 
family,  had  too  many  real  griofe  to  be  affected  by  anything  so 
factitious  as  his  persistent  poetical  whining,  more  the  effects  of 
wounded  vanity  than  of  disappointed  love.  We  can  only  accounl 
for  the  importance  Moore  attaches  to  this  affiiir,  by  the  oiroom- 
stance  of  his  being  himself  a  poet. 

As  regarded  his  education,  his  residence  at  Harrow  of  five  years 
produced  as  much  benefit  as  could  be  expected ;  he  acquired  quite 
scholarship  enough  for  an  original  poet,  or  to  qualify  him  for  the 
position  his  rank  entitled  him  to  take.  The  pride  of  birtli,  so 
carefully  instilled  by  his  mother,  acted  here  as  strongly  as  it  did 
in  his  aflor-li& ;  he  had  his  pets  among  tho  untitled  and  the  weak, 
but  his  principal  associates  were  the  noble  by  descent  and  daring  in 
action ;  he  could  patronize  poor  little  Peel,  but  he  formed  no  con- 
nection with  him  to  last  beyond  school-fellowship.  From  Harrow 
he  went  to  Cambridge,  where  he  managed,  in  the  easy  way  known 
to  the  noble,  to  take  a  degree,  but  certainly  benefited  but  little 
otherwise.  He  distinguished  himself,  however,  by  many  eccen- 
tricities, among  which  may  be  reckoned  his  strange  animal  par- 
tialities. He  kept  a  bear ;  and  his  canine  fitvourites  were  of  the 
bull-dog  breed,  or  others  of  a  large  and  formidable  strength  and 
size.  Considering  his  lameness,  he  was  a  pretty  good  cricketer^  < 
and  was  expert  in  boxing,  single -stick,  and  other  athletic  exercises. 
But  his  physical  deficiency  did  not  extend  to  the  water ;  he  was  an 
excellent  swimmer,  and  could  handle  an  oar  manfully.  He  speaks 
frequently  of  his  riding,  but  he  never  was  a  good  horseman  ;  and 
that  cannot  be  attributed  to  his  deformed  foot,  for  the  Lord  Bany- 
more,  sumamed  Cripplegate,  was  much  more  lame,  in  the  same 
way,  than  Lord  Byron,  and  he  was  a  first-rate  rider,  though  a 
heavy  man.  The  Marquis  of  Anglesea,  though  he  left  a  leg 
beneath  a  monument  at  Waterloo,  continued,  as  he  had  been,,  ono 
of  the  best  gentlemen  riders  in  Europe. 

His  position  was  a  dangerous  one  for  a  young  man  of  his  temper- 
ament. Endowed  by  nature  with  an  exceedingly  handsome  fiioe 
and  person,  a  warm  constitution,  and  a  boundless  imagination, 
instead  of  laying  down  for  himself  a  plan  of  honourable  exertion 
and  self-government,  that  might  have  enabled  him  to  relieve  hia 
estates  from  their  encumbrances,  and  support  the  peerage  with 
dignity,  he  gave  himself  up  to  the  unchecked  control  of  his  passions* 
Unfortunately,  ho  had  no  family  check ;  his  mothor  he  despiaed 
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and  not  without  cause ;  whilst  Lord  Carlisle,  his  only  relative  who 
might,  from  his  own  position,  have  interfered  with  any  chance  oi 
success,  did  not  seem  to  think  him  worth  notice.  He  was  a  peei^ 
though  not  rich  ;  when  he  came  of  age  he  would  be  possessed  of 
estates;  and  such  a  young  man  can  generally  find  usurers  bold  and 
calculating  enough  to  furnish  him  for  a  time  with  the  means  of 
indulgence.  From  the  time  he  went  to  Cambridge,  he  plunged 
recklessly  into  dissipations,  which  gave  a  tone  and  colour  to  all  he 
afterwards  wrote.  He  had,  unfortunately,  no  home;  I  say  sq, 
although  convinced  he  would  never  have  been  a  domesticated  man  ^ 
but  if  he  had  had  any  one  he  loved  to  direct  his  enexgies  in  a  right 
course,  his  genius  might  have  been  a  far  greater  public  blessing 
than  it  has  proved.  But  this  person  must  have  been  some  one  he 
lield  in  awe,  whom  he  respected  more  than  he  loved ;  the  equal 
pitssion  of  husband  and  wife  would  never  have  effected  good.  His 
passions  alwajrs  took  their  birth  from  impulses,  consequently  they 
were  sensual  and  evanescent.  We  fre^^uently  indulge  in  historical 
calculations  of  what  would  have  happened  if  such  and  such  things 
had  not  taken  place — ^what  might  Byron  have  proved  if  his  father 
had  been  a  Chatham  to  give  an  impetus  to  his  genius? 

The  nature  of  his  early  readings,  he  says,  however,  made  him  a 
poet,  and  his  position  gave  a  colouring  to  his  writings.  Before  he 
left  Cambridge,  he  had  composed  many  pieces  of  various  merits, 
some  little  more  than  school-boy  rhymes,  others  denoting  the  "fire 
that  burned  within  him,"  and  he  became  ambitious  to  see  himsell 
in  print ;  but,  at  the  solicitations  of  a  friend,  submitted  to  the  cruel 
sacrifice  of  burning  his  darling  offspring,  after  they  were  in  type. 
In  his  twentieth  year,  he,  however,  published  the  collection  entitled 
"Hours  of  Idleness,"  began  an  epic  poem,  called  "Bos worth 
Field,"  and  wrote  part  of  a  novel :  and  this  amidst  dissipation  of 
the  wildest  and  least  refined  nature.  With  scanty  means,  and 
imcountenanced  by  any  leaders  of  rank  and  fashion,  he  did  not  now 
enjoy  the  entrSe  into  families  of  distinction,  which  his  fame  after- 
wards procm-ed  him;  so  that  his  pleasures  were  of  a  gross,  unsocial 
nature.  But  this  was  part  of  his  poetical  education ;  his  wildest 
excesses  furnished  materials  for  his  great  poems,  both  as  to  fiicts 
and  reflections :  "  Almost  all  Don  Juan,"  he  said,  "  is  real  life, 
either  my  own  or  other  people's." 

Had  Byron  not  been  a  lord,  his  juvenile  poetical  effusions 
would,  most  likely,  have  been  allowed  to  glide  unnoticed  down  the 
stream  of  olli\'ion  ;  but  the  intrusion  of  a  peer  into  the  republic  of 
lettei-s,  was  as  bold  as  that  of  a  parvenu  savant  into  the  society  of 
peers,  and  a  great  Northern  critic  undertook  to  whip  the  rhjrming 
fancy  out  of  the  noble  young  poet.  This  is  not  the  only  mistake  of 
the  kind  critics  have  made— Keats  they  arc  said  to  Iciwft^a^^^m 
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the  whipping ;  bttt  they  only  roosed  the  patridan  blood  of  Bynm^: 
Instead  of  finding  an  humble  victim^  they  caught  u  Tartar;. 
When  anything  offended  him^  he  was  a  prey  to  rage  of  the  moair 
appalling  nature,  but,  contrary  to  the  generality  of  paflskmnte 
people,  his  anger  was  deep-rooted,  and  sought  yent  in  aotifm. 
Soon  after  the  aippearance  of  the  critique  in  the  JSdMwyh 
Review,  he  took  op  his  residence  at  Newstead,  and  set  abottt  t2i» 
composition  of  '« English  Bards  and  Scotch  Beyxewers."  One  of* 
the  most  surprising  peculiarities  of  his  poetical  writings,  is  that 
they  were  produced  whilst  he  was  in  a  state  of  excitement  of  th«: 
strongest  kind,  and  of  a  nature  apparently  oiyposed  to  oompositioii. 
His  mode  of  life  at  Newstead  has,  no  doubt,  been  exaggerated,  as 
was  almost  all  he  ever  did.  He  entertained  an  idea  that  a  Byron 
must  be  eccentric,  and  his  orgies  were  maiiced  by  peculiarity  as 
much  as  by  excess.  The  crew  of  which  he  was  the  Comus,'  were 
clothed  as  monks ;  they  quaffed  their  wine  from  a  cop  made  of  a 
skull,  and  in  their  conversation,  morals,  and  habits,  they  took  an 
unboundedly  free  and  unusual  latitude.  This  society,  notwith- 
standing the  talents  of  several  of  its  members,  always  appeared  to 
me  to  be  a  poor  copy  of  the  same  sort  of  party  over  whi(^  Ja<dc 
Wilkes  had  presided  half  a  century  before.  The  worst  result  of 
this  was,  that  it  hardened  his  nature  prematurely  ;  he  made  the 
most  of  his  obliquities,  and  boasted  of  his  profligacy. 

On  the  22nd  of  January,  1809,  he  came  of  age ;  on  the  13th  of 
March  he  took  his  seat  in  the  House  of  Lords,  and  on  the  16th  of 
the  same  month  published  his  celebrated  reply  to  the  Edinburgh 
Jleview,  in  "  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers."  This  reply 
Touchstone  would,  no  doubt,  have  characterized  as  ''  a  counter- 
check quarrelsome  :"  it  angered  great  part  of  the  literary  world ; 
but  it,  at  the  same,  proved  the  ability  of  the  young  poet,  and  that 
he  was  too  good  a  master  of  the  fence  of  satire  to  be  again 
attacked  with  impunity.  His  coming  of  age  was  celebrated  at 
Newstead  Abbey  in  the  old  English  baronial  fashion  ;  a  roasted  ox, 
floods  of  ale,  &c.,  being  bestowed  upon  the  tenantry,  and  offered 
to  all  oomers.  His  appearance  in  the  House  of  Lords,  though  an 
aflkir  of  consequence  to  him,  excited  but  little  attention  in  that 
acogust  assembly;  they  did  not  dream  of  the  genius  that  was 
come  among  them,  and  his  connection  was  so  limited  that  his 
unfriended  position  affected  him  deeply.  Even  his  relation.  Lord 
Carlisle,  offered  him  no  countenance,  and  the  Chancellor  was  so 
dilatory  and  indifferent  in  preparing  the  necessary  papers,  that 
when  ho  apologised  for  the  delay,  Byron  could  not  restrain  the 
eynical  reply  that  rose  spontaneously  to  his  lips : — *'  Your  Lord- 
ship," said  he,  "is  like  Tom  Thumb— you  have  done  your  datf, 
but  you  have  done  no  more." 
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With  strong  and  never  regnlated  passions^  great  pridt  of  birthj 
a  Ml  sense  of  his  abilities,  and  little  but  debts  and  destitution 
before  him,  he  was  so  depressed  in  spirits  that  a  profound  cynioisna 
took  possession  of  his  mind,  and  jfrom  that  hour  was  the  prevailinst 
feature  of  his  character.  Mr.  Moore,  in  his  Memoirs,  talks  a  great 
deal  of  what  I  think  nonsense  about  a  disappointed  heart  and 
-waste  affections ;  Lord  Byron  was  not  the  man  to  be  crushed  bj 
such  poetical  feelings.  He  was,  perhaps,  as  rain  a  man  as  ever 
lired,  he  was  eztravagantly  sensitive,  deeply  alive  to  neglect,  and 
looking  for  too  much  admiration  before  he  had  earned  it.  Wil^ 
the  pride  of  a  poet,  Moore  says,  "  Luckily  he  became  a  poet  and 
not  a  legislator."  Had  his  poetry  proved  such  as  to  have  been  a 
blessing  to  his  fellow-men,  instead  of  only  dazzling  and  astonishing 
them,  I  should  have  agreed  with  him ;  as  it  is,  I  cannot  but  think 
cnte  good  law  would  wei^  very  heavily  in  the  balance  against  It. 
A  man  who  is  a  bom  British  peer  is  bom  to  honourable  duties^ 
and  the  chance  possessor  of  that  elevated  rank,  has  no  right  to 
boast  of  it  when  he  neglects  them.  He  could  not  say  with  hii 
fiEivourite  Pope : 

*<  I  left  no  calling  for  this  idle  trade. 
No  duty  broke." 

'With  his  vast  talents,  and  the  position  he  was  placed  in,  he  should 
have  shaken  off  his  annoyances  and  diflBculties  "  like  dewdrops 
&om  the  lion's  mane,"  and  have  become  a  great,  good  man,  as  well 
as  a  splendid  genius.  It  cannot  be  denied  that  many  circum- 
stances conspired  to  give  the  bias  to  his  genius,  and  the  tone  to 
his  character;  the  poetical  mind  is  too  apt  to  let  the  idiosnycrasy 
of  the  man  associate  itself  with  the  flights  of  imagination,  which 
is  sure  to  engender  vanity,  egotism,  disappointment,  and  cynicism. 
The  poet  fancies  his  mission  so  exalted,  that  all  the  world  should 
pay  it  homage,  whereas  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  out  of  every 
thousand  of  his  fellow-men  care  not  a  straw  for  him  or  his  verse. 
While  struggling  with  the  difficulties  created  by  high  rank,  pride 
of  birth,  ungovernable  passions,  and  a  slender  income,  the  severe 
criticism  of  the  Edinburgh  Review  seems  to  have  decided  his 
&te  :  he  answered  that  review,  his  answer  proved  his  ability  and 
was  very  much  admired ;  he  had  found  he  possessed  a  weapon 
which  could  wound  the  world  which  he  iiilsely  thought  his  enemy, 
and  firom  that  hour  to  the  day  of  his  death,  he  became  a  cynic  and 
a  satirist ;  the  joyous  spirit  which  had  given  zest  to  his  debauche- 
ries was  changed  to  gibing  mockery,  and  everybody  and  every- 
thing was  viewed  through  the  distorted  medimn  of  selfishness, 
embittered  by  poverty  and  cynicism,  rendered  a\x[iOi!^  iKK^w* 
humanly  keen  hy  extraordinary  genius. 
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Such  was  tho  tone  of  mind  in  wluch  Lord  Byi'on  left  England  hi 
the  summer  of  the  year  he  came  of  age^  to  tr9,y6l,  more  with  the 
hope  of  getting  ride  of  home,  that  is  of  his  comitry,  than  with  the 
view  of  acquiring  knowledge.  But  such  a  penetrating,  observant 
mind  could  not  avoid  accumulating  additions  to  his  stores  at  every 
step,  and'  few  great  writers  have  enjoyed  such  extraordinary 
opportunities.  No  poetry  of  a  high  rank  was  ever  so  completely 
founded  upon  facts  as  Byron's ;  it  is  true  his  brilliant  fancy  threw 
those  facts  out  in  new  and  striking  lights,  or  covered  them  with 
beautiful  ornaments,  but  all  were  drawn  from  himself,  his  friends, 
the  scenes  he  had  actually  beheld,  or  the  books  he  had  read. 
This  gives  a  solidity,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  word,  to  all  he  wrote, 
because  it  makes  it  all  intelligible.  Nothing  could  be  more 
different  than  his  genius  and  that  of  Shelley,  in  this  respect. 
Shelley  was  possessed  of  an  inventive,  unbounded  £uicy ;  if  there 
is  a  reality  in  his  poetry,  it  lies  too  deep  for  common  observers,  and 
whilst  idolized  by  a  few,  he  will  never  be  generally  understood  or 
appreciated  as  he  perhaps  deserves. 

Consistently  with  this  self-painting,  the  poem  with  which  his 
mind  must  have  been  busy  dm*ing  his  first  travels,  is  entirely  self- 
reflective,  that  is  to  say,  his  own  actual  adventures,  wanderings 
and  thoughts.  And  what  an  astonishing  grasp  of  faculties  does 
"  Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage"  display!  "To  a  Poet,"  says 
Johnson,  in  Rasselas,  **  nothing  can  be  useless.  Whatever  is 
beautiful  and  whatever  is  dreadful  must  be  familiar  to  his  imagina- 
tion :  he  must  be  conversant  with  all  that  is  awfully  vast  or 
elegantly  little."  After  this  direction  is  "Childe  Harold"  written, 
but  with  a  much  wider  scope  ;  the  vices,  the  follies,  the  fallacies, 
the  eccentricities  of  mankind  are  rendered  subject  to  the  muse  as 
well  as  the  poetical  elements,  and  all  tinged  by  the  cynical  spirit  of 
the  writer,  like  the  soupgon  of  vinegar  which  gave  piquancy  to 
many  of  Soyer's  favourite  dishes. 

If  confined  to  the  Old  World,  Byron's  travels  were  as  judiciously 
directed  as  possible.  In  his  first  wanderings  he  seems  to  have 
been  in  search  of  the  beautiful  and  the  classic,  which  was  natural 
for  a  yoimg  man  educated,  as  it  is  the  fashion  at  our  high  schools 
and  colleges,  upon  the  writings  left  us  by  Greece  and  Rome.  His 
first  place  of  halt  was  Lisbon,  whose  beautiful  bay  must  have  been 
strongly  provocative  of  a  love  of  travel,  whilst  the  degradation  of 
the  inhabitants  of  the  country  furnished  ample  matter  for  the 
indulgence  of  his  cynical  mood.  From  Lisbon  he  went  to  Seville  and 
Cadiz,  still  observing  all,  and  never  forgetting  to  throw  woman,  the 
principal  object  of  his  thoughts  through  life,  into  the  foreground  of 
every  picture  he  took.  He  then  visited  Malta,  Prevessa,  Salaro, 
4rta,  Joannini,  Zeltza,  and  Tepaleen,  where  he  was  introduced  ta 
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All  Paslia.  Gratified  with  his  interview,  ho  returned  to  Joannini, 
and  there  began  to  transfer  to  paper  the  impressions  of  his  pil. 
grimage,  in  the  poem  which  will  prove  his  principal  claim  to  t 
niche  in  the  Temple  of  Fame. 

I  have  not  space  to  follow  him  through  his  delightful  wanderings 
amidst  classic  regions,  though  perfectlj  entering  into  his  enjoy- 
ment  of  them.  No  place  illustrated  by  great  men  or  important 
events  was  neglected,  and^  in  addition  to  the  great  poem,  which 
must  have  been  always  prominent  in  his  mind,  the  muse  was 
frequently  called  upon  to  commemorate  striking  scenes  and 
incidental  or  interesting  persons.  From  his  self-acknowledged 
libertine  character,  every  female  he  writes  verses  upon  is  supposed 
to  have  been  a  mistress ;  but,  although  by  no  means  disposed  to  be 
the  champion  of  his  continence,  I  am  convinced  there  are  many 
exceptions  to  this,  and  that  to  the  above-mentioned  foolish 
boasting  may  be  added  a  considerable  quantity  of  the  fiction  of 
poetical  license.  He  remained  six  weeks  at  Athens,  for  the  sake 
of  viewing  all  the  classic  scenes  of  that  interesting  country ;  and 
though  he  addressed  ''Maid  of  Athens,  &c."  to  the  daughter  of 
the  house  in  which  he  was  located,  before  he  quitted  that  city, 
there  is  not  even  a  suspicion  that  he  did  not  leave  her  untainted  by 
the  scant  morality  of  London  and  Cambridge. 

He  seemed  determined  to  leave  no  spot  he  had  ever  read  of  unvi- 
sited ;  from  Athens  he  went  to  Smjrma,  where  he  wrote  the  second 
canto  of  "  Childo  Harold."  He  next  explored  the  ruins  of  Ephesus, 
and  from  thence  proceeded  to  Constantinople.  As  a  poet,  he  could 
not  be  so  near  the  great  sceno  of  Homer's  action,  without  making  a 
pilgrimage  to  the  Troad,  which,  in  spite  of  Mr.  Bryant,  confirmed 
him  in  his  Homeiic  faith.  But  ho  was  not  satisfied  with  believing 
in  Homer,  he  wished  to  prove  one  of  the  poetically-registered 
wonders  of  antiquity  practicable,  and,  without  the  hope  of  having 
a  Hero  to  welcome  him  on  his  landing,  he  rivalled  Leander  by 
swimming  from  Sestos  to  Abydos.  Of  this  feat  he  was  always  very 
proud,  as  indeed  he  was  of  everything  that  proved  his  courage, 
agility,  or  strength:  when,  in  his  later  travels,  he  was  compelled,  as 
he  says,  "  to  givo  an  impertinent  fellow  a  good  English  punch  in 
the  guts,"  he  did  not  fall  to  mention  it  in  more  than  one  letter. 
He  made  another  short  sojourn  at  Constantinople,  during  which 
he  enjoyed  an  excursion  through  the  Bosphorus  to  the  Black  Sea 
and  Cyanean  Symplegades ;  he  then  returned  to  Athens,  where, 
afler  a  trip  to  Corinth,  and  a  tour  of  the  Morr;a  to  visit  Velay 
Pasha,  he  seemed  to  hngcr  as  loath  to  depart,  and  took  up  his 
residence  at  the  Franciscan  convent.  While  be^e  ho  wrote  many 
of  the  beautiful  smaller  pieces  rendered  interesting  by  local  cir- 
tumstances  and  personal  associations,  by  which  they  are  to  be 
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traced^  among  which  may  be  particularly  noted  "  The  Ourae  «1 
Ifinerva/'— a  severe,  though  perhaps  well-desenred  castigation  od 
Lord  Elgin,  for  his  depredations  upon  the  sculptural  jremains  d 
Qreece. 

After  an  ahsenee  of  two  yean  he,  in  July  1811,  returned  to 
England,  "  a  wiser,  but  I  fear  not  a  better  man."  Whether  be 
had  been  as  various  and  successful  in  his  amours  as  he  would  lead 
his  readers  to  think,  I  know  not;  but  there  was  always  a  reckless- 
ness of  the  peace  of  others  which  led  him  to  write  verses  to  eveij 
lady  he  admired,  whatever  her  position  might  be.  Those  to  Mrs. 
Musters  (Miss  CSiaworth),  on  his  leaving  England  were,  to  saj  th» 
least,  inconsiderate,  and  showed  no  regard  for  the  happiness  el 
the  person  to  whom  they  were  addressed.  Of  the  same  dlaas  were 
lines  to  '*  Florence"  (Mrs.  Spenser  Smith),  each  piece  beaotifuUj 
proving  to  the  ladies  of  what  little  value  was  his  boasted  love ; 
take  for  instance,  the  last  line  of  the  address  to  "  Mrs.  Musters," 
and  the  verses  to  "  Florence,"  and  the  "  Maid  of  Athens,"  which 
so  quickly  followed !  Neither  in  his  lifj9  nor  his  writings  jdid  Byron 
show  the  least  acquaintance  with  true,  pure  Jove,  or  a  proper 
appreciation  of  the  character  of  woman.  He  has  a  poet's  eye  fye 
beauty,  but  it  is  likewise  the  eye  of  a  sensualist.  His  few  poems 
addi-essed  to  **  Thyrza,"  seem  to  be  the  only  ones  on  whick 
secrecy  placed  its  finger ;  he  never  would  tdl  even  his  most 
intimate  friends  who  she  was.  Some  persons  pretended  that 
there  was  likewise  a  mystery  about  a  period  of  his  travels  in 
Crreece,  in  which  a  tale  of  horror  was  mixed  up,  but  I  can  find 
nothing  to  prove  ther«  was  any  foundation  for  it,  beyond  the 
character  of  his  writings^  and  the  mystification  he  sometimes 
delighted  to  deal  in. 

On  his  return  to  England,  he  proposed  setUing  at  Newstead,  and 
sent  down  some  furniture  to  render  it  more  comfortable.  He  had 
established  his  mother  there  before  his  departure,  reversing,  in  his 
last  letter,  the  position  of  mother  and  son,  by  sending  her  advice 
to  behave  properly  to  her  neighbours,  '*  for  you  know,"  he  adds, 
**  you  are  a  vixen."  Mrs.  Byron  had  for  some  years  enjoyed  a 
pension  from  government  of  £800  a  year;  why  granted  nobody 
could  discover ;  but  it  must  have  been  a  great  relief  to  her  uee^ 
son.  His  c(»ning  home  proved  the  signal  for  her  death ;  for,  when 
the  upholsterer  appeared  with  the  furniture,  she,  fix>m  some  little 
mistake  on  his  part,  flew  into  one  of  those  fits  of  rage  that  usad 
to  amuse  her  son  so  much,  but  which,  in  this  instance,  she  carried 
beyond  a  joke,  as  the  passion  produced  a  fit,  and  the  fit  deaths 
J^  the  mother  of  a  Byron,  he,  of  course,  paid  her  decent  respeol^ 
%Dt  he  was  not  likely  even  to  affect  grief. 

9nce  more  in  London,  he  fell  willingly  into  thSTortex  of  pleaaur^ 
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to  which,  very  shortly  great  inducements  were  added.  On  the 
^th  of  February,  he  made  his  first  speech  in  the  House  of  Lords ; 
it  was  respectable,  but  yet  did  not  hold  out  a  promise  of  much 
oratorioal  ezcellffiioe,  and  he  seldom  spoke  afterwards.  But,  as 
'*  English  Bards"  had  been  closely  connected  with  his  taking  his 
•eat,  so  his  first  speech  was  as  quickly  followed  by  the  greet  event 
«f  his  Ufe,  the  publicatien  of  "  Childe  Harold."  Like  several  other 
poets,  he  preferred  other  comparatively  worthless  works  to  this  his 
be8t»  and  was  with  great  difficulty  prevailed  upon  to  publish  it. 
He  however,  was  persuaded  by  his  distant  relation,  Mr.  DaUas;, 
the  author  of  some  novels,  to  whom  he  gave  the  copyright.  He 
was  floon  made  aware  of  his  error ;  for  the  sensation  created  by  the 
poem  was  immense;  as  he  expresses  it : ''  I  awoke  one  momix^  and 
found  myself  fimious  I"  He  had  no  longer  to  complain  of  the 
world's  neglect,  the  danger  now  was  of  his  being  i^iled  by 
adulation.  To  him  who  three  years  before  could  not  gain  entrance 
to  good  society,  not  only  was  every  door  of  the  great  and  the 
zidi  thrown  open,  but  aU  the  foscinations  of  beauty  and  pleasure 
were  put  in  foroe  to  allure  the  titled  genius  into  their  magic  circle. 
His  uaeocpeoted  success  put  an  end  to  all  ideas  of  retirement ;  no 
man  ever  coveted  admiratkm  more  keenly,  and  he  now  enjoyed  it 
to  satiety.  The  very  persons  he  had  so  freely  vituperated  in  his 
satire,  felt  their  anger  melt  away  beneath  the  rays  of  his  genius, 
and  eagerly  sought  his  friendship.  It  is  impossible  to  trace  the 
various  reconciliations  without  a  smile.  Moore,  whom  he  had 
sharply  censured  under  the  name  of  Little,  began  with  something 
approaching  to  hostility,  but  he  was  easily  mollified,  and  became 
the  noble  poet's  Fidus  Achates.  I  do  not  say  he  became  his  friend, 
in  the  exalted  and  scarcely  in  the  wordly  meaning  of  the  word ;  in 
a  letter  to  Moore,  after  they  had  long  been  on  the  most  intimate 
relations,  he  says:  "  I  don't  know  what  to  say  about  friendship,  I 
nerer  was  in  firiendship  but  once,  in  my  nineteenth  year,  and  then 
it  gave  me  as  much  trouble  as  love.  I  am  afraid,  as  Whitbread's 
are  said  to  the  king,  who  wanted  to  knight  him,  I  am  too  old ; 
but,  nevertheless,  no  one  wishes  you  more  friends,  fame,  and 
fehcity,  than  yours,  &c.''  Moore  felt  this  cold-blooded,  flippant 
declaration  deeply,  and  made  no  reply  for  some  time.  Li  fact, 
Byron  only  told  the  truth ;  he  could  be  kind  and  generous  as  a 
patron  or  protector,  but  his  friendships  were  like  his  loves — selfish 
and  not  proof  against  absence.  His  letters  are  exceedingly  pleasant 
reading,  but  we  feel  assured  that  Moore  has  suppressed  many  that 
would  have  betrayed  double  dealing,  and  the  bulk  of  them 
are  addressed  to  persons  who  could  be  of  use  to  him.  The 
romantic  fiiendship  he  declared  for  Lord  Clare  was  like  his  love 
krjdaiy  Puff  and  Hiss  Chawortl^  nothing  but  the  dream  of  a 
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youthful  ^cy,  tliafc  only  rose  to  his  mind  when  in  a  more  than 
usually  morbid  Btate^  and  never  influenced  a  single  action  of  hk 
fife. 

To  attempt  to  remark  upon  "  Childe  Harold/'  or  the  numeroui 
poems  that  now  poured  from  his  copious  genius  like  a  flood,  were 
a  work  of  supererogation ;  Eagland,  Europe,  the  world  are  ac- 
quainted with  their  beauties,  their  peculiarities  and  their  fitults. 
Well  do  I  recollect  when  the  question  of  every  intellectual  person 
you  met  was :  "  Have  you  seen  the  G,  I,  A,  0,  U,  R ! "  for  no 
one  could  pronounce  the  word,  and  therefore  spelt  itw  Byron 
proved  that  no  poet  since  Shakespeare  had  so  deep  an  insight  into 
so  many  and  various  objects  for  poetry :  the  deepest  passions, — 
the  most  evanescent  trifles, — the  profoundest  feelings, — ^themcst 
heartless  cynicisms, — all  flowed  chaotically  from  his  pen,  the  most 
astounding  discords  jostling  against  each  other,  and  harmonizing 
into  a  beautiful  whole.  But  wonder  was  the  predominant  feeling 
his  works  created,  for  they  wanted  the  divine  principle  of  goodness; 
they  made  man  proud  of  his  fellow-man's  intellect,  but  they  left 
him  no  better,  and  gave  birth  to  no  love.  Through  the  whole  of 
his  writings,  from  "English  Bards  to  the  last  Canto  of  "Don 
Juan,"  there  is  one  prominent  character  in  the  scene.  I  know  not 
whether  he  wished  it;  if  he  did,  he  failed  in  concealing  the  original 
from  which  he  drew ;  according  to  the  time,  the  place,  and  the 
circumstances,  "  Harold,"  the  "  Giaour,"  the  "  Corsair,"  "  Lara^" 
"  Manfred,"  ay,  even  "  Cain,"  are  all  ktmse^.  Almost  the  only 
exception  to  this  is  the  "  Prisoner  of  Chillon,"  and  it  is  therefore, 
in  my  opinion,  the  more  beautiful.  When  his  domestic  diffisrenoes 
were  so  blameably  brought  before  the  world,  this  was  very  much 
against  him ;  Byron  was  inseparably  connected  with  his  heroes— 
and  a  man  with  *'  one  virtue  and  a  thousand  crimes,"  was  not 
deemed  likely  to  make  a  good  husband,  particularly  when  that 
single  virtue  itself  looked  very  like  a  vice. 

Amidst  dissipation,  amours,  poetry,  boxing,  and  most  in- 
congruous pursuits,  he  seems  to  have  given  free  course  to  his 
pleasures  for  a  year  ;  then  hiik  increasing  difficulties  forced  upon  him 
the  necessity  for  a  wealthy  marriage  or  more  foreign  travel.  He 
planned  a  voyage  to  Abyssinia,  but,  in  the  mean  time  made  pro- 
posals for  the  hand  of  Miss  Milbanke,  an  heiress,  and  a  peeress  in 
prospective,  but  was  rejected.  For  a  length  of  time,  his  prids 
prevented  his  deriving  any  pec  >»niary  advantage  from  his  writings, 
and  his  early  copyrights  were  given  away ;  but  when  his  scruples 
were  once  overcome  by  the  kind  representations  of  Mr.  Murray, 
&e  eminent  publisher,  he  seems  to  have  had  no  objection  to  all 
Ukat  could  be  obtained  from  thom,  and  strikes  us,  in  his  letters,  as 
'30  bad  hand  at  driving  a  bargain.    But  that  time  had  not  yet 


UFB  OF  BTBON.  xxr 

•nived,  and^  with  no  diminution  in  his  pleasures,  his  debts  and 
wants  increased.  Another  year  passed  away^  as  the  preceding 
one  had  done ;  dissipation  seemed  to  have  no  power  to  dull  the 
powers  of  his  mind^  or  clog  the  wings  of  his  fancy,  some  of  his 
most  x>opnlar  pieces  being  produced  at  this  time.  As  ApU-alUr, 
he  resolved  again  to  enlist  Hymen  in  his  favour ;  and  when  we  see 
the  manner  in  which  his  inauspicious  marriage  was  concocted,  we 
cannot  at  aU  wonder  at  the  result.  He  consulted  with  a  fiiend 
whether  he  should  make  proposals  to  a  lady  he  had  not  then 
addressed  on  the  subject,  or  whether  he  ^ould  repeat  his  offer  to 
Miss  Milbanke,  with  whom,  though  rejected,  he  had  kept  up  a 
friendly  correspondence.  His  Mend,  who  saw  the  incompatibility 
of  a  union  with  Miss  Milbanke,  advised  him  to  write  to  the  newly- 
mentioned  lady,  which  he  accordingly  did,  and  was  by  her  like- 
wise rejected.  He  then  fell  back  upon  Miss  Milbanke,  and  wrote 
each  "  a  pretty  letter  "  that  his  friend's  objections  were  overruled, 
tnd  the  important  missive  was  sent.  The  text  of  the  Memoirs 
ipm  xa  no  means  of  telling  the  sex  of  this  friend,  but  from  the 
"pretty  letter,"  I  should  think  it  was  a  lady— perhaps  Lady 
Melbomme.  Whether  dazzled  by  his  increasing  fiBtme,  or  affected 
by  the  *' pretty  letter,"  no  one  can  tell,  but  anybody  can  see  that 
IGss  Milbanko  acted  quite  as  imprudently  as  Lord  Byron,  in 
entering  into  aunion  the  dangers  of  which  must  have  been  so  apparent. 
Lord  Byron  was  capable  of  entertaining  for  a  time  what  he  called 
love,  but  then  it  must  be  with  a  nature  looking  up  to  him,  holding 
bim  as  an  object  worthy  of  almost  worship^this  might  be  a 
natore  soft  as  we  are  led  to  suppose  the  Countess  Guiccioli  was, 
or  fiery  as  that  of  Marianna  or  the  Fomarina — ^but  not  like  Miss 
Milbanke's,  metaphysical,  mathematical,  and  reflective.  Miss 
Milbanke  was  good,  pious,  learned,  and  highly  intellectual — Byron 
was  dissipated,  to  use  the  mildest  word,  a  sceptic,  a  man  of  fiery 
;jenius,  and  boasting  in  his  wilfulness — such  a  match  was  like  the 
bringing  togetherof  fire' and  water,  and  it  is  surprising  that  the 
lad/s  mother,  who  is  said  to  have  exercised  so  much  influence 
after  it  had  taken  place,  did  not  prevent  it.  After  an  absence 
from  each  other  of  ten  months,  on  the  2nd  of  January,  1815,  thoy 
were  married.  A  wit  has  said  that  the  marriage  which  ends  a 
comedy,  is  frequently  the  commencement  of  a  tragedy,  and  truly 
Mch  should  I  suspect  this  to  have  been.  Mr.  Moore,  though, 
throughout  his  work,  more  a  friendly  advocate  than  a  biographer, 
confesses  that  there  was  not  a  particle  of  love  on  either  side.  If 
■Qch  was  the  case,  we  are  totally  at  a  loss  to  fathom  the  lady's 
object;  Lord  Byron's,  notwithstandifl^  hi3  professions  to  tho 
tontrzry,  majr  be  more  easily  guessed. 
Bat  mUe  immediate  advantage  accrued;  so  far,  iv\deed,  to  tho 


contrary,  tLe  news  of  his  wealthy  marriage  brought  lus  credil 
upon  him,  and  he  hod  eight  executions  in  his  house  within  a  yt 
8omo  few  months  before,  he  had  expressed  a  determination  noi 
write  any  morei,  and  to  endeavour  to  suppress  what  he  had  ahrei 
published ;  but  for  a  man  who  had  inhaled  the  incense  of  populai 
in  such  copious  draughts  this  was  impossible,  and  he  soon  appea 
to  write  more  than  ever.  Eie  likewise  very  imprudently  mis 
himself  up  with  the  affairs  of  Druxy  Lane  Theatre ;  which, 
addition  to  the  dangers  of  les  coulisses  to  such  a  man,  could  not^ 
any  way,  be  productive  of  good. 

One  short  year  put  an  end  to  his  ill-assorted  marriage.    Ho« 
had  been  passed  bythe  parties  with  respect  to  each  other  no  c 
can  tell.    Byron  always  peraisted  in  saying  he  did  not  know  w 
Lady  Byron    required  to  bo  separated  &om  him,  but  I  shot 
think  nobody  believed  him.    Had  that  been  the  case,  he  was  b 
the  man  to  have  got  out  of  the  tempest  quietly ;  with  his  enmi 
to  the  lady's  mother  and  his  want  of  love  for  herself,  he  was 
have  battled  the  difference  out  in  the  fiaoe  of  the  world  instead 
pouring  out  his  grie&  in  poetry,  or  brooding  over  them  in  baoiil 
ment.    Lady  Byron  acted  consistently  with  her  diaracter.    S 
imparted  her  complaints  to  her  parents,  and  consulted  the  be 
legal  advisers,  in  Sir  Samuel  Bomilly  and  J)r.  Lushmgton.    Tl 
latter,  at  first  strongly  advised   reconciliation,  but   when   p 
completely  in  possession  of  the  case  by  Lady  Byron,  said  thi 
must  be  for  ever  impossible.    KomiUy  and  Lushington  are  mo 
than  common  names  to  give  sanction  to  an  opinion  of  right  < 
wrong,  and  the  lady's  dignified  silence  and  exemplary  life  ha^ 
I  ahould  think,  stamped  her  decision  as  correct.    It  is  of  no  uf 
to  set  the  mind  thinking  whether  his  conduct  was  that  of  a  madma 
or  only  that  of  a  slave  to  his  passions ;  the  truth  is  never  likelyi 
be  known;  Lady  Byron,  after  this  long  interval,  has  too  muo 
good  sense  to  awaken  and  gratify  a  morbid  curiosity  by  aq 
revealment.    Although,  I  have  no  doubt,  my  opinion  may  Ii 
opposed  to  that  of  a  vast  number,  I  feel  glad  that  the  Memoh 
;   intrusted  to  Moore  were  destroyed.    Mark  the  vindictive  feeling 
)   the  unjust  feeling  entertained  by  Byron  for  all  concerned  in  ii^ 
•    a&ur,  and  then  let  us  say  whether  an  account  published  after  h) 
death  could  be  relied  on.    His  triumph  at  the  lamented  death  c 
Sir  Samuel  Bomilly  is  disgracefiil  to  his  memory ;  he  said  it  wa 
a  retribution  for  his  advocacy  of  Lady  Byron. 

Leaving,  then,  his  infEUit  daughter  in  the  care  of  her  mothei; 

within  three  months  after  the  separation,  he  quitted  his  nativi 

oountry  for  ever.     People  who  blindly  worship  genius,  withou 

properly  reflecting  how  it  has  been  employed,  affect  to  rejoice  a 

itur  baaiahment,  as  they  think  to  it  axe  d^id  Uud  briUiant  effiiaioni 
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lie  poured  out  during  the  jshort  remainder  of  his  career ;  but 
whilst  admitOiig  the  splendour,  the  TOraatility,  the  pixxfimdity,  of 
his  genius,  I  cannot  but  think  that  it  might  have  been  better 
direoted.  Such  powers  are  given  to  so  few,  that  the  possessor 
ought  to  prove  a  certain  blessing  to  his  species— the  clever,  the 
iasaling,  the  perplexing,  however  wonderful,  do  not  constitute  all 
Jte  have  a  lighjt,  to  expect  £rom  God's  nobilitj. 

liord  Byron,  at  first,  as  he  had  done  with  respect  to  his  writings, 
refused  to  benefit  bj  his  wife's  fortune,  but  did  not  persevere  in 
the  resolution.  He  had  been  on  the  eve  of  selling  Newstead,  and 
had  received  forfeiture  from  the  proposed  purchaser ;  but  he  had 
not  affected  the  sale  at  his  departure.  He  took  a  difiarent  oourse 
from  Jiis  first  voyage;  travelling  through  Flandera,  and  up  the 
Bhini!,  he  chose  Switzerland  as  his  first  resting-plaoe.  With  his 
usual  felicity,  he  made  his  joumeyings  among  the  Alps  subservieat 
to  his  muse,  and  he  here  colleoted  the  machinery  and  scenery  of 
his  sublime  dramatic  poem  of  "Manfred,"  the  haro  of  the  i»eee  he 
JmmI  not  to  travel  fer  in  search  oil  Byron  is  so^wwmtialJy  a  painter 
from  realities,  that  this  conscieacO'Strii^en  metaphysician  would 
jJmost  lead  us  to  attach  consequence  to  horrid  tales  th^  were  in 
droulation  relatare  to  a  part  of  bis  scjoum  in  Oreece ;  but  no, — 
^th  all  his  errors,  he  was  an  Engllrfiman,  and  I  will  not  think 
ihem  even  possible. 

In  SwitEerland  he  renewed  his  intimacy  with  Madame  de  StaiSl, 
who  was  more  kind  to  him  than  she  had  been  in  London.  The 
author  of  *'Delphine  "  and  "  Corinne  "  was  too  well  versed  in  the 
theory,  if  not  the  practice  of  love,  to  be  deceived  by  Byron's 
pretences  to  the  passion.  "  She  attacked  me  furiously  last  night," 
ttid  he;  ''she  said  I  had  no  right  to  make  love — ^that  I  had 
used  *  *  *  barbarously — that  I  had  no  feeling,  and  was  totally 
insmsible  to  la  helle  pastion,  and  had  been  all  my  life.**  Thk 
might  be  sharp,  bixt  it  was  nevertheless  true.  But  now,  in  her 
own  territory  of  Copet,  and  the  poet  being  in  a  sort  of  banishment, 
she  was  not  only  a  hospitable  hostess,  but  a  friend.  He  became 
acquainted  with  Shelley  at  Geneva,  and  notwithstanding  the 
diffBrence  of  tHeir  genius,  formed  something  like  a  friendship  for 
him.  ShfiUey  was  of  a  knightly  femily,  had  great  talents,  and 
was  sceptical  and  peculiar  in  his  opinions.  This  all  "jumped  with 
Byron's  humour,"  but,  to  judge  from  his  letters,  they  were  never 
very  intimate  friends. '  ^elley's  genius  was  of  too  delicate  and 
fanciful  a  nature  to  eonsort  completely  with  the  bold,  dashing, 
eccentric  q)irit  of  Byron — as  I  before  said,  in  Shelley  all  was 
imagination,  as  in  Byron  all  was  real.  As  an  excuse  for  this,  the 
latter  was  accustomed  to  say :  "  There  should  alwa3rs  be  some 
faaadation  of  iact  for  the  most  airy  fabric,  and  pure  invesatMBL  W 
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Dut  the  talent  of  a  liar."  Whilst  here  he  wrote  "  Lines  on  hea 
Lady  Byron  was  ill,"  which  are  much  more  cruel  than  even 
celebrated  "  Farewell,"  and  began  "  Manfred." 

In  October  be  left  Switzerland  for  Italy,  a  country  in  whicl 
seemed  more  at  home  than  in  any  other,  and  shortly  took  \ 
kind  of  settled  residence  at  Venice.     He  entered  upon  his  initia 
in  Italian  manners  by  falling  in  love  with  Marianna,  the  wifi 
the  person  in  whose  house  he  lodged.     He  wrote  to  Rogers  **\ 
Venice  was  a  famous  place  for  women,"  which,  indeed,  he  seei 
to  think,  for  his  dissipations  were  such  as  to  bring  him  down  1 
serious  illness.    But  the  inexhaustible  stores  of  his  mind  -^ 
never  left  to  rust— the  third  canto  of  "Childe  Harold"  was  finish 
"Manfred"  had  a  third  act  added,  a  fourth  canto  of  "Chi 
Harold  "  was  begun,  and  "  Beppo  "  was  written.    After  produe 
"Mazeppa,"  his  genius  took  its  most  eccentric,  and,  perhaps,  ra 
surprising  flight,  and  he  began  "  Don  Juan."    Of  this  astonish 
production  it  is  difficult  to  speak, — ^its  elements  are  soeztraordina 
BO  diversified,  and  yet  each  so  perfect  in  its  way — ^the  sublime,  i 
ridiculous,  the  pathetic,  the  humorous,  the  sarcastic,  the  benevole 
the  moral,  and  the  obscene,  seem  to  chase  each  other  along  evi 
line,  "  with  artless  heed  and  giddy  cunning,"  till  the  brain  of  i 
reader  becomes  bewildered  in  the  pursuit.    And  yet,  every  frie 
to  the  poet,  every  friend  to  morality,  must  wish  that  "Don  Jua 
had  never  been  written — ^the  greater  the  genius  displayed,  1 
more  insidious  the  danger. 

Another  amour  soon  engaged  him.  He  accidentally  met  ym 
a  low-bom  woman,  the  wife  of  a  miller,  with  whom  he  becai 
in^uated.  This  was  one  of  his  magnificent  Juno-like  charme 
and  the  contests  between  her  and  her  rival  seem  to  have  amns 
him  highly :  what  the  reader  of  his  life  must  think  on  seeing  t 
English  Peer  of  the  highest  genius  so  amused  is  another  thin 
All  this  time  his  pen  was  as  active  as  ever,  and  though  ho  sffeob 
to  hate  the  very  name  of  England,  no  event  happened  there  witho 
ecgaging  his  attention  so  far  as  to  set  it  to  work ;  his  lette 
contradict  themselves  in  this  respect.  Poor  Southey  seems  to  ha 
ever  remained  a  favourite  butt;  the  "Vision  of  Judgment "  w, 
severe,  but  was  almost  warranted  by  the  absurdity  of  the  Laureate 
original. 

In  1820,  he  had  the  good  fortune  to  become  acquainted  with  tl 
Countess  Guiccioli,  the  wife  of  an  elderly  nobleman,  and  tl 
daughter  of  a  Cotmt  Gamba.  I  say  good  fortune,  as  this  conncctioi 
in  a  great  degree,  weaned  him  from  the  course  of  low  libertinia 
into  which  he  had  fallen.  The  husband  became  jealous,  the  youo 
wife  extravagantly  in  love  with  her  celebrated  foreign  lover,  an 
her  &mily  slightly  anxious  about  their  honour.    But  matters  wa 
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Mnaged  as  they  do  these  things  in  Italy ;  all  parties,  at  length, 
Mmed  tolerably  satisfied,  except  the  poor  husband,  who  was 
mnpelled  to  pay  his  wife  a  certain  income,  although  deprived  of 
tier,  and  quite  conscious  that  she  and  the  noble  poet  were  happy 
btiieir  loves.  A  great  deal  more  has  been  said  about  Byron's 
tttachment  to  this  lady  than  I  think  it  deserves.  With  the  true 
."Don  Juan"  spirit,  when  he  was  struck  with  her  beauty,  diffi- 
eolties  only  enhanced  the  pleasure  of  the  pursuit ;  but  when  those 
difficulties  were  overcome,  his  conduct,  his  letters,  and  his  asso- 
eiations  prove  that  his  love  was  no  more,  or  at  most  little  more, 
thanoneof  the  hundred  evanescent  flames  that  had  been  kindled  in 
Us  inflammable  breast.  He  had  been  rather  cooler  in  his  pursuit  of 
pleasare,  and  the  countess,  as  a  lady,  associated  rather  more  with 
\k  mental  occupations  and  gentlemanly  feelings  than  the  low  women 
vith  whom  he  had  of  late  been  connected.  But  that  was  all.  He 
spears,  after  the  first,  to  be  always  ready  to  leave  her,  and  it  is 
ker  attachment  to  him  that  produces  the  appearance  of  constancy 
CQ  his  part.  He  was  anxious  to  get  an  eminent  portrait-painter 
«ver— but  it  was  to  paint  two  portraits  ;  not  only  that  of  the  fair, 
betntifu],  lady-like  countess,  but  that  of  his  vixen  love,  the  magni- 
ieent  Italian,  the  miller's  wife.  As  the  melancholy  close  ap- 
proaches, there  is  no  mention  of  this  lady,  and  if  it  be  true  that 
the  ruling  passion  is  strong  in  death,  the  evidence  is  conclusive — 
for,  in  no  account  is  there  any  proof  of  her  having  engaged  one  of 
his  last  thoughts  ;  the  names  of  his  sister  and  his  daughter  were 
murmured  from  his  dying  lips,  but  not  that  of  the  devoted  Guiccioli. 
Madame  de  Stael  was  right ;  Byron  had  never  an  idea  of  pure 
exalted  love.  Of  all  his  multifarious  heroines,  there  is  not  one  to 
exdte  the  sympathies  of  a  well-directed  mind.  Haid^o  has  been 
|Ht>nounced  innocent,  but  it  is  the  innocence  of  ignorance,  and, 
from  the  finding  of  the  half-naked  boy  to  the  last  scene  of  her 
episode,  it  is  nothing  but  animal  passion. 

About  this  period  occui'red  one  of  those  abortive  attempts  which 
the  Italians  occasionally  make  to  regain  their  liberty;  attempts 
10  ill  planned  and  feebly  carried  out,  that  they  only  serve  to  rivet 
tbdr  chains  the  tighter.  In  fact,  since  Italy  became  a  nation  of 
artists,  it  has  ceased  to  be  a  nation  of  freemen ;  and  such  will  be 
the  case  with  all  countries  ;  when  wealth  and  luxury  lead  to  im- 
ioB  encouragement  of  the  arts,  the  manly  virtues,  in  every  empire, 
hare  speedily  died  away.  Very  wrongly  as  well  as  imprudently. 
Lord  BvTon  took  not  only  an  interest,  but  a  part  in  this  ill-con- 
certed rising.  However  strong  his  sympathies  may  be  with  what 
he  considers  a  suffering  people,  a  man  allowed  to  live  in  a  foreign 
country  can  never  be  justified  in  interfering  in  its  revolutions. 
BjTOQ  managed  to  keep  out  of  the  hands  of  the  Austrians,  but 
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when,  as  Madame  Gkdooioli  iaid,  "  the  ItaUaas  had  prored  tWa 

selves  only  fit  to  compose  operas,"  his  lody-loTe  and  her  ftither  mi 
brother  were  forced  to  leave  Ravemm.  Byron  waa  induced  t 
follow  them  very  unwillingly.  Before  cioitting  a  place  to  whieh  hi 
had  beoome  attached,  he  sent  for  Shelley,  who  obeyed  the  voice  o 
ftiendship.  They  then  went  together,  and  resided  near  each  oOa 
at  G^oa.  Here  he  was  joined,  I  believe  on  invitation,  by  Lsljgl 
Hunt  and  his  fiuaily,  to  whom  he  had  been  introdneod  by  MboRi 
when  Hunt  was  soiforing  under  royal  pereeeution.  This  WM  0 
association  that  could  not  lead  to  good.  Hunt  had  made  hiraari 
a  name  by  his  talents,  and  was,  perhaps  justly,  vain  of  it.  Byioi 
had  very  for  superior  talents,  and  was,  at  the  same  tlmi^  ndb^ 
bom  and  aristocratically  bred— ^he  habits,  the  prejudieei^  Iba  rm^ 
abilities  of  the  two  men  clashed  when  they  eame  in  oontady  SBJ 
neither  of  them  gained  honour  by  the  association.  Byron  diasp 
pointed  the  hopes  of  a  man  struggling  with  an  adverse  world,  sm 
Hunt,  by  the  publication  of  a  book  on  the  subject^  proved  himaoi 
ungratefol  for  what  benefits  he  had  received.  In  conjunction  wid 
Hunt's  brother,  John,  they  started  a  periodical,  called  fh 
"  Liberal ; "  but  it  came  to  nothing.  Byron  was  not  the  man  U 
work  in  partnership  with  anybody. 

While  residing  here,  the  melancholy  death  of  Shelley  took  phc^ 
a  circumstance  as  worldly-wide  known  as  the  genius  of  the  man 
Much  as  I  admire  his  writingB,  I  have  not  space  to  eomment  vpm 
them  or  him :  a  few  garbled  remarks  would  be  unworthy  of  tih 
subject. 

I  have  not  judged  it  necessary  to  mention  Lord  Byron's  wotla 
regularly  as  they  came  out>  because  the  very  naming  of  them  moi 
lead  to  a  notice  of  their  merits,  and  that  would  fill  a  Tolm&e 
whereas  my  task  is  bounded  to  a  few  pages.  But  if  we  look  at  fh 
list  of  his  writings  and  contemplate  their  bulk,  and  then  xeflad 
that  they  were  all  written  in  eighteen  years,  between  eighteen  aai 
thirty-six,  we  are  almost  as  much  astonished  at  their  number  ai 
their  brilliancy.  I  am  led  to  make  this  remark  by  the  prodigali^ 
with  which  he  seems  to  have  poured  out  one  great  produotki 
after  another,  while  resident  in  Italy.  Neither  dissipation,  love 
conspiracy,  friendships  nor  enmities,  seem  to  have  checked  tb 
stream,  but  rather  to  have  Increased  its  abundance. 

He  had  sold  Newstead,  and  the  death  of  Lady  Noel  added  eon- 
siderably  to  his  income,  which  was  now  ample.  I  will  not  Tentan 
upon  any  discussion  of  her  ladyship's  conduct  in  the  nnfortanaA 
separation ;  but,  if  we  consider  Byron's  writings  on  the  ocoaafam 
and  his  firequent  coarse  verbal  and  written  allusions  to  the  mother  o 
his  wife— and  that  lady's  resentment,  which  carried,  her  so  for  « 
to  leave  instructions  in  her  will,  that  Lord  Byron's  daughter  wei 
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not  to  be  allowed  to  see  her  Other's  portrait  for  many  years— we  an 
brought  to  the  conviction  that  ^ere  was  more  petty  spite  f^m 
dignified  anger  on  both  sides. 

But  now  a  fresh  and  a  concluding  change  came  over  his  dream 
of  a  life.  Deeply  imbued  with  a  love  of  classic  literafeore, 
admiring  Greece  as  a  country  which  he  had  traversed  with  the  eye 
and  feelings  of  a  poet,  he  foigot,  in  his  enthusiasm,  that  there  was 
not  a  man  in  Greece  able  to  write  a  line  of  that  wMch  had  created 
his  lore,  or  one  inspired  by  the  smallest  spark  of  that  worship  of 
liberty  whidi  had  created  an  I^aminondas  or  led  to  the  s^« 
sacrifice  of  a  Leonidas,  and  he  plunged  headlong  into  a  visionary 
sciieme  fbr  the  rescuing  of  Greece  from  the  hands  of  the  Turk. 
His  residence  in  Greece,  and  his  poetry  connected  with  it,  had 
rendered  him  familiar  to  the  Greeks ;  their  hopes  magnified  the 
extent  of  his  wealth,  and  they  hailed  the  promise  of  his  coming 
among  them  as  an  omen  of  certain  success.  The  Greek  committee 
for  xnromoting  the  insurrection,  established  in  Loadoii,  too,  forgetting 
it  was  a  very  different  thing  to  make  a  poetical  Corsair  attack  upon 
the  Pasha  Seyd,  and  to  restore  liberty  to  a  country  that  had  been 
ensla-ved  four  hundred  yeanr,  appointed  him  to  a  high  command, 
which  no  circumstance  of  his  antecedent  life  could  have  led  tiiem 
to  think  he  was  qualified  for.  A  Washingrton  would  not  hanro 
bestowed  attention  upon  the  splendid  hdmets  with  the  Byron 
crest,  or  have  wasted  his  time  in  pistol-practice ;  ho  would  have 
known  that  his  own  personal  achievements  could  be  of  but  little 
importance  in  a  great  national  revolution.  Beyond  furnishing 
money,  and  making  his  sojourn  with  one  or  another  of  the  various 
parties  into  which  this  imeute  was  divided  a  subject  of  constant 
quarrel  and  intrigue,  I  cannot  see  any  e£fects  produced  by 
Byron's  going  into  Greece.  Of  aU  the  plots  the  world  has  pro- 
duced, and  some  of  them  have  been  extraordinary  in  their 
iU-constmction,  this  was  one  of  the  worst  digested,  and  most 
confusedly  carried  out.  That  bane  of  all  man's  great  projects, 
self-interest,  prevailed  even  more  strongly  than  it  usually  does  in 
such  cases ;  and,  from  his  supposed  inexhaustible  wealth.  Lord 
Byron  was  the  bone  all  contended  for. 

What  may  have  been  his  ambitious  anticipations  in  going  to 
Greece  no  one  c&n  say,  though  most  may  divine ;  but  he  soon  found 
that  his  calculations  were  wrong ;  the  people  he  had  to  deal  with 
were  quite  untractable,  and  he  said  in  bitterness,  "  I  was  a  fool  to 
come  here ;"  they  only  wanted  his  money.  As,  however,  he  had 
embarked  in  the  cause,  he  knew  he  was  too  conspicuous  in  the 
eyes  of  that  world  which  it  had  been  his  object  to  defy,  to  retreat 
without  disgrace,  and  he  was  about  to  command  an  attack  upoiv 
Lepanto,  when  he  was  oyertaken  by  disease  and  deoblK    TV\& 
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eauses  of  this  melancholy  catastrophe  were  many.  Missolong 
to  which  he  had  been  confined  by  stress  of  weather,  is  a  dism 
unhealthy  swamp ;  his  mind  was  incessantly  harassed  by  findi 
himself  involved  in  an  afBEdr  out  of  which  his  talents  could  i 
extricate  him;  his  dissipated  life  had  weakened  his  constitution ; 
the  15th  of  February,  he  had  a  convulsion  fit — and  as  he  was  lit 
amenable  to  the  advice  of  either  friends  or  physicians,  th< 
altogether  rendered  a  cold,  which  at  another  time  might  ht 
been  got  over,  formidable.  His  last  illness  was  only  ten  days 
duration,  and  is  a  scene  of  confusion,  discomfort,  and  privatic 
melancholy  to  contemplate,  as  the  departure  of  such  a  man.  1 
evidently  did  not  expect  death,  and  there  is  little  in  the  account 
his  last  moments  for  the  religionist  or  the  philosopher  to  theori 
upon.  Every  one  was  taken  by  surprise ;  every  one  was  absorb 
in  his  own  interests.  Fletcher,  his  servant,  and  Count  Gaml 
the  brother  of  the  Countess  Guiccioli,  were  the  only  perso 
deeply  affected  by  the  loss.  Lord  Byron,  as  I  have  said,  form 
strong  attachments  for  those  beneath  him  and  dependent  up 
him,  and  was,  consequently,  beloved  by  his  servants. 

In  his  Timon>like  feeling  for  England,  he  had  desired  to 
buried  anywhere  but  in  his  own  country ;  but  this  was,  wisely,  n 
acted  upon.  His  remains  were  brought  to  England,  and  consign* 
to  the  £tmily  vault  in  the  village  of  Hucknall,  a  spot  so  similar 
Missolonghi,  that  the  pilgrim  to  the  tomb  of  genius  who  has  se< 
both  cannot  help  being  struck  with  the  dreary  resemblance. 

In  this  sketch,  which  must  be  unsatis&ctory  from  its  shortnet 
I  have  ventured  so  many  remarks  upon  Lord  Byron's  charaet 
and  writings,  that,  unless  I  had  much  more  room  at  my  comman 
I  can  add  nothing  else.  As  a  man  most  highly  gifted,  and  ; 
writings  of  transcendent  genius,  Byron  and  his  works  must  ev< 
i*emain  subjects  of  pride  to  his  country  ;  whether,  if  the  life  of  tl 
man  might  have  been  purer,  and,  if  it  had,  whether  the  wori 
would  have  been  more  brilliant  and  beneficial,  must  be  left  to  tl 
speculations  of  the  moralist ;  the  biographer  has  only  to  deda 
that  there  has  been  no  genius  so  universal  since  Shakspeare,  ai 
that  no  one  man's  writings  belonging  to  modem  times  have  be< 
more  generally  read. 

W.E. 
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fH8  BIGHT  HOKOUBABLB  FKEPBUGK,  SASL  OF  GABUSLi; 

Mxuaa  ov  fn  qakom,  no.  >fo« 

fn  noovo  Bjnnov  ov  zmnm  poncs  is  ttrntmana, 

BX  mtf  OBUOBD  WISD  um 

ivraonovAn  znnsBfiv, 
■         '  THE  AUTHOR. 

PBEFACK 

Tv  talnnitUngr  to  the  public  eye  the  foUowhig  collection,  I  have  not  only 
to  eombat  the  difBculties  that  writers  of  verse  generally  encounter,  but 
maj  incnr  the  charge  of  presumption  for  obtruding  myself  on  the  world, 
when,  without  doubt,  I  might  be,  at  my  age,  more  usefully  employed. 

These  productions  are  the  fruits  of  the  lighter  hours  of  a  young  man 
who  has  lately  completed  his  nineteenth  year.  As  they  bear  the  internal 
evidence  of  a  boyish  mind,  this  is,  perhaps,  unnecessary  information. 
Sone  few  were  written  during  the  disadvantages  of  illness  and  depression 
of  spirits;  under  the  former  influence,  '*  Childish  Rbcollbctions,"  in 
pacticular,  were  composed.  This  consideration,  though  it  cannot  excite 
the  Tcrice  of  praise,  may  at  least  arrest  the  arm  of  censure.  A  considera- 
ble pcntion  of  these  poems  has  been  privately  printed,  at  the  request  and 
far  the  perusal  of  my  friends.  I  am  sensible  that  the  partial  and  frequently 
injudicious  admiration  of  a  social  circle  is  not  the  criterion  by  which 
poetical  genios  is  to  be  estimated,  yet  '*  to  do  greatly,*'  we  must  "  dare 
greatly  ;**  and  1  have  hazarded  my  reputation  and  feelings  in  publishing 
this  volume.  "  I  have  passed  the  Rubicon,"  and  must  stand  or  fall  by 
the  **  cast  of  the  die.**  In  the  latter  event,  I  shall  submit  without  a 
mormur ;  for,  though  not  without  solicitude  for  the  fate  of  these  effusions, 
my  expectations  are  by  no  means  sanguine.  It  is  probable  that  I  may 
hare  dared  much  and  done  little  j  for,  in  the  words  of  Cowper,  '*  it  is  one 
thing  to  write  what  may  please  our  friends,  who,  because  they  are  such, 
tre  apt  to  be  a  little  biassed  in  our  favour,^  and  another  to  write  what  may 
please  everybody  j  because  they  who  have  no  connection,  or  even  know. 
Wge  of  the  author,  will  be  sure  to  find  fault  if  they  can."  To  the  truth 
(Kthis,  however,  I  do  not  wholly  subscribe;  on  the  contrary,  I  feel  con- 
Tinced  that  these  trifles  will  not  be  treated  with  injustice.  Their  merit, 
tfthey  possess  any,  will  be  liberally  allowed;  their  numerous  faults,  on 
tbe  other  hand,  cannot  expect  that  favour  which  has  been  denied  to 
«then  of  raatorer  years,  decided  character,  and  far  greater  ability. 
B 
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I  have  not  aimed  at  exclusive  originality,  still  less  have  I  stud 
particular  model  for  imitation:  some  translations  are  given,  ol 
many  are  paraphrastic.  In  the  original  pieces,  there  may  appear  t 
coincidence  \7ith  authors  whose  works  I  have  been  accustomed  t 
but  I  have  not  been  guilty  of  intentional  plagiarism.  To  produce  a 
entirely  new,  in  an  age  so  fertile  in  rhyme,  would  be  a  Hercules 
as  every  subject  has  already  been  treated  to  its  utmost  extent. 
however,  is  not  my  primary  vocation;  to  divert  the  dull  mom 
indisposition,  or  the  monotony  of  a  vacant  hour,  urged  me  ••  to  thi 
little  can  be  expected  from  so  unpromising  a  muse.  My  wreath, 
as  it  must  be,  is  all  I  shall  derive  from  these  productions ;  and 
never  attempt  to  replace  its  fading  leaves,  or  pluck  a  single  ad 
sprig  from  groves  where  I  am,  at  best,  an  intruder.  Though  accu! 
in  my  younger  days,  to  rove  a  careless  mountaineer  on  the  Highl 
Scotland,  I  have  not,  of  late  years,  had  the  benefit  of  such  pure  ai 
elevated  a  residence,  as  might  enable  me  to  enter  the  lists  with  [ 
bards,  who  have  ei^joyed  both  these  advantages.  But  they  derivt 
derable  fame,  and  a  few  not  less  profit,  from  their  productions ; 
shall  expiate  my  rashness  as  an  hiterloper,  certainly  without  th< 
and  in  all  probability  with  a  very  slight  share  of  the  former.  1 1 
others  "  virftm  volitare  per  ora."  I  look  to  the  few  who  will  he 
patience  *•  dulce  est  desipere  in  loco."  To  the  former  worthies  I 
without  repining,  the  hope  of  immortality,  and  content  myself  \ 
not  very  magnificent  prospect  of  ranking  amongst  "  the  mob  of 
men  who  write ;" — my  readers  must  determine  whether  I  dare  say 
ease,"  or  the  honour  of  a  posthumous  page  in  *•  The  Catalogue  c 
and  Noble  Authors,"— a  work  to  which  the  Peerage  is  under  infin: 
gations ;  inasmuch  as  many  names  of  considerable  length,  soui 
antiquity,  are  thereby  rescued  from  the  obscurity  which  unluckl 
shadows  several  voluminous  productions  of  their  illustrious  bearei 

With  slight  hopes,  and  some  fears,  I  publish  this  first  and  last  a 
To  the  dictates  oi  young  ambition  may  be  ascribed  many  actioi 
criminal  and  equally  absurd.  To  a  few  of  my  own  age,  the  contei 
affmrdamnsement:  I  trust  they  will,  at  least,  be  found  hdrmlea 
highly  improbable,  from  my  situation  and  pursuits  hereafter,  that  1 
ever  obtrude  myscdf  a  second  tune  on  the  public  j  nor,  even  in  t 
doubtfol  event  of  present  indulgence,  shall  I  be  tempted  to  co: 
future  trespass  of  the  same  nature.  The  opinion  of  Dr.  Johnson 
Poems  of  a  noble  relation  of  mine,*  "  That  when  a  man  of  rank  a] 
in  tiie  diaracter  of  an  author,  he  deserved  to  have  his  merit  banc 
allowed,"  can  have  little  weight  with  verbal,  and  still  less  with  pe 
censors  j  but  were  it  otherwise,  I  should  be  loath  to  avail  mysel 
privilege,  and  would  rather  incur  the  bitterest  censure  of  ano] 
criticism,  than  triumph  in  honours  granted  solely  to  a  title. 

•  Inie  BHd  of  OuUde,  whoae  works  have  long  received  the  meed  of  public  ept 
«1iidi,  hj  Oalr  intriniio  worth,  they  were  weU  entitled. 
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UN  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  LADY/  t 

COUSIN  TO  THS  AUTHOR,  AND  VKRT  DKAR  TO  HIU. 

Hush'd  are  the  winds^  and  still  the  evening  gloom^ 
Not  e'en  a  zephyr  wanders  through  the  grove. 

Whilst  I  return,  to  view  my  Margaret's  tomb. 
And  scatter  flowers  on  the  dust  I  love. 

Within  this  narrow  q&H  reolines  her  clay. 
That  clay,  where  once  «aoh  animation  beam'd ; 

The  King  of  Terrors  seized  her  as  his  prey ; 
Not  worth,  nor  beauty,  have  her  life  redeem'd. 

Oh !  could  that  Ehig  of  Terrors  pity  feel, 
Or  Heaven  reverse  the  dread  deorees  of  fiito ! 

Not  here  the  mourner  would  his  grief  reveal. 
Not  here  the  muse  her  viitues  would  relate. 

But  wherefore  weep  !  Her  matchless  spirit  soars 
Beyond  where  splendid  shines  the  orb  of  day  ; 

And  weeping  angels  lead  her  to  those  bowers 
Where  endless  pleasures  virtue's  deeds  repay. 

And  shall  presumptuous  mortals  Heaven  arraign, 
And,  madly,  godlike  Providence  accuse  ? 

Ah  !  no,  &r  fly  from  me  attempts  so  vain ; — 
I'll  ne'er  submission  to  my  God  refuse. 

Yet  is  remembrance  of  those  virtues  dear. 
Yet  fresh  the  memory  of  that  beauteous  face ; 

Still  they  call  forth  my  warm  aflfection's  tear. 
Still  in  my  heart  retain  their  wonted  place. 


TO  E- 


Let  Polly  smile,  to  view  the  names 

Of  thee  and  me  in  friendship  twined ; 
Yet  Virtue  will  have  greater  claims 

To  love,  than  ramk  with  vice  combined. 

•  The  author  eUlms  the  Indulgence  of  the  reader  more  for  this  piece,  ttan,  Pe>**P«. 
diy  other  in  the  eoUection  ;  hut  ae  it  wm  written  at  an  earlier  period  than  the  resi  Cbeltis 
ompoMd  at  the  age  of  foturteen),  aad  bis  Orst  mukj,  be  preferred  aabmittlng  it  to  tYi« 
Ddnlgcnee  of  his  trieadt  in  Ita  praaent  gUtte,  to  nukking  either  addition  or  alteration. 

{  ThadmngiiterofAdminUPiirker,  who  died  at  the  l^ge  of  Atteen, 
B  2 
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And  though  unequal  is  thy  fate, 
Since  title  deck'd  my  higher  birth ! 

Yet  envy  not  this  gaudy  state ; 
Thine  is  the  pride  of  modest  worth. 

Our  souls  at  least  congenial  meet, 
Nor  can  thy  lot  my  rank  disgrace ; 

Our  intercourse  is  not  less  sweet, 
Since  worth  of  rank  supplies  the  place. 


K'overpVr,  V. 


TO  D- 


In  thee,  I  fondly  hoped  to  clasp 
A  friend,  whom  death  alone  could  sever ; 

Till  envy,  with  malignant  grasp, 
Detach'd  thee  from  my  breast  for  ever. 

True,  she  has  forced  thee  from  my  breast. 
Yet,  in  my  heart  thou  keep'st  thy  seat ; 

There,  there  thine  image  stiU  must  rest. 
Until  that  heart  shall  cease  to  beat. 

And  when  the  grave  restores  her  dead. 

When  life  again  to  dust  is  given, 
On  thy  dear  breast  TU  lay  my  head — 

Without  thee,  where  would  be  my  heaven  ? 

Febi-uary,  1' 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 

*Js.erlip  wplv  /x^v  lAa/iirer  ivi  C^iioTciv  ^^ov .— Laerttob. 

Oh,  Friend  1  for  ever  loved,  for  ever  dear  1 
What  fruitless  tears  have  bathed  thy  honour'd  biov  ! 
What  sighs  re-echo'd  to  thy  parting  breath. 
Whilst  thou  wast  struggling  in  the  pangs  of  death  • 
Could  tears  retard  the  tyrant  in  his  course  ; 
Could  sighs  avert  his  dart's  relentless  force. 
Could  youth  and  virtue  claim  a  short  delay. 
Or  beauty  charm  the  spectre  from  his  prey ; 
Thou  still  hadst  lived  to  bless  my  aching  sight. 
Thy  comrade's  honour  and  thy  friend's  delight. 
If  yet  thy  gentle  spiiit  hover  nigh 
The  spot  where  now  thy  mouldering  ashes  lie. 
Here  wilt  thou  read,  recorded  on  my  heart, 
A  grief  too  deep  to  tnist  the  sculptor's  art. 
No  marble  marks  thy  couch  of  lowly  sleep, 
But  living  statues  there  are  seen  to  weep  ; 
Affliction's  bcmblance  bends  not  o'er  thy  tomb. 
Affliction's  self  deplores  thy  youthftil  doom. 
What  though  thy  sire  lament  Ma  failitig  line, 
4.  ^ther'ti  sorrows  cannot  eqaa\  mm^V 


\ 


HOtTBB  OF  1DLENES3. 


Thoqg^  non©j  lite  thee,  lib  dying-  hour  will  clio^r. 
Tot  0^0  r  ofiTspi'in^  sooUiq  his  mxgnish.  here ; 
.  Bat,  who  with  me  ^hall  hold  thy  former  jiiru^e  1 
Thine  ienag«j  what  dsw  friendship  oan  enaoB  T 
Ah !  noDG  I — R  fatber^a  teai^  will  QsimG  bo  flovr,. 
^Hme  will  nsstm^fe  au  itiAitit  bro therms  woe  ; 
To  all,  save  one,  is  <5oiisolatiou  knowD,         ^^^^^ 
While  solitary  friindBhip  mghs  fdonei  ^^^^| 


WUKN|  to  tlioir  airy  hall,  my  fatliors'  voicsa 
BlivUl  c^l  my  spirit,  joyful  in  thoir  dioico ; 
Wiien,  poised  upon  the  gnlej  my  foi'm  &liaU  riiJo,  ' 
Ofj  dni'k  m  mi^t,  d^ceDd  the  mountimQ'B  sido ; 
Oh.T  may  my  aluide  behold  no  seulptttroil  tirns 
To  mark  tlie  sp&t  where  oaxih  to  etu'th  retunia  ! 
Ko  lengtheD^^d  scroll,  no  prake-encumbcr'd  atonu  ^ 
My  epiinph  sliall  be  my  name  cdotia  : 
If  £/ia(  with  honour  fail  to  crown  my  clay, 
Oh  1  may  no  other  famo  my  deeds  ropay  i 
That,  ooly  that,  shall  sirtgle  out  the  spot ;      _ 
By  that  nomembcr'd,  ur  with  that  forgot^     '_ 


ON  LEAVING  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY. 

"  Why  doit  thou  bnlld  the  hall,  son  of  the  winged  days  ?   Thou  loolcest  from  thy  towoT 
t«^:  ret  a  few  yeazs,  and  the  hlaet  of  the  desert  comes,  it  howls  in  thy  empty  coiirt." 

Thbouoh  thy  battlements,  Newstead,  the  hollow  winds  whistle  j 
Thou,  the  hall  of  my  &thers,  art  gone  to  decay : 

In  thy  once  smiUng  garden,  the  hemlock  and  thistle 
Have  choked  up  the  rose  which  late  bloom'd  iu  the  way. 

Of  the  mail-covered  Barons,  who  proudly  to  battle 
Led  theur  vassals  from  Europe  to  Palestine's  plain, 

The  escutcheon  and  shield,  which  with  every  blast  rattle. 
Are  the  only  sad  vestiges  now  that  remain. 

^0  more  doth  old  Robert,  with  harp-stringing  numbers, 
Baise  a  flame  in  the  breast  for  the  war-laureir  wreath ; 

Near  Askalon's  towers  John  of  Horistan  slumbers ; 
Unnerved  is  the  hand  of  his  minstrel  by  death. 

Ptal  and  Hubert,  too,  sleep  in  the  valley  of  Ci*essy ; 

For  the  safety  of  Edn^W  and  England  they  foU : 
Xt  latlienr/  the  tears  of  your  country  redress  ye  • 
Mow foa  fought,  how  you  died,  still  her  annals'oan  tell. 


6  btron's  poems. 

Oil  Marston,  with  Rupert,  'gainst  traitors  contending,* 
Four  brothers  enricn'd  with  their  blood  the  bleak  field ; 

For  the  rights  of  a  monarch  their  country  defending. 
Till  death  their  attachment  to  royalty  seal'd. 

Shades  of  heroes,  fiirewell  1  your  descendant,  departing 
From  the  seat  of  his  auceetora,  bids  you  adieu  I 

Abroad)  or  at  home,  your  remembrance  imparting 
New  courage,  he'll  think  upon  glory  and  you. 

Though  a  tear  dim  his  eye  at  this  sad  separation, 
'Tis  nature,  not  fear,  that  excites  his  regret ; 

Far  distant  he  goes,  with  the  same  emulation, — 
The  fame  of  his  fathera  he  ne'er  can  forget. 

That  fame,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he  cherish ; 

He  vows  that  he  ne'er  will  disgrace  your  renown  : 
Like  you  will  he  liye,  or  like  you  will  he  perish : 

When  decay'd,  may  he  mingle  his  dust  with  your  own  ! 

1803. 


LINES 

written  in  "  letters  to  an  italian  nun  and  an  enolisn 
gentleman:  by  j.  j.  rousseau:  pounded  on  pacts." 

**  Away,  Kwtkj,  your  flattering  arti 
May  now  betray  some  simple  hearU ; 
And  you  will  smile  at  their  believing. 
And  they  shall  weep  at  your  docciving.** 

ANSWER  TO  THE  FOREGOING,  ADDRESSED  TO  MISS  . 

Dear  simple  ^rl,  those  flattering  arts. 

From  which  thou'dst  guard  frail  female  heart*?; 

Exist  but  in  imagination, — 

Mere  phantoms  of  thine  own  creation ; 

For  he  who  views  that  witching  grace. 

That  perfect  form,  that  lovely  race. 

With  eyes  admiring,  oh !  beueve  me. 

He  never  wishes  to  deceive  thee : 

Once  in  thy  polish'd  mirror  glance, 

Thou'lt  there  descry  that  elegance 

Which  from  our  sex  demands  suA  praises, 

But  envy  in  the  other  raises : 

Then  ho  who  tells  thee  of  thy  beauty, 

Believe  me,  only  does  his  duty : 

Ah !  fly  not  from  the  candid  youth ; 

It  is  not  flattery, — ^'tis  truth. 

July,  1804. 

•  Tlie  battle  of  Marstosi  Moor,  where  the  adherentB  of  CBuurles  L  war^  dataaied.  Buper^ 
son  of  the  Elector  Palatine,  and  nephew  to  Charles  I.  He  afterwards  commanded  the  liu« 
In  tlM  reign  of  Oh&rlei  II. 


f 


ABEIiJrg  A1>DEESS  TO  HIS  SOUL  WHEIT 

Ah  I  Esntlej  fleotiug^  wftr'riiig  spritflj 
Friend  and  asaociaLo  of  tliia  cliiy  ! 

To  what  uijJtttowii  region  bomc. 
Wilt  thon  now  wing  thy  distnTit  iijght ) 
No  mor©  with  wootad  humour  gay. 

But  pallidj  oheerless,  and  forlorn. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATtlLTiUS. 

AD  LESSIAOf. 

Equal  to  Jove  tlmt  youtti  tiimt  l>9 — 

Greater  tlian  Joi?e  hG  seems  to  me— 

Who,  froo  from  Jonlousy'a  akittnSj 

Bocnrely  views  thy  meitchlees  charms, 

T!iat  ehecik,  which  ever  dimpling  glows, 

Thnt  moutbj  from  whoncys  such  m.ualc  flIowB, 

To  him,  alike  are  alw&ya  known, 

Ecserv^  fr>r  bimj  and  him  alone. 

Ak!  Le^bi . '  ■ '.■.■il/'i  'ii.i  ■:T^■'^tl^  to  mSi 

T  cannti!  ;'  ^  ■■  !.  ■.  ':  thee ; 

But,  at  the  sight,  my  senses  fly ; 

I  needs  must  gaze,  but  gazing,  die : 

Whilst  trembling  with  a  thousand  feais, 

Parch'd  to  the  throat  my  tongue  adheres. 

My  pulse  beats  quick,  mv  breath  heaves  diorty 

My  limbs  deny  their  slight  support, 

Cold  dews  my  pallid  face  o'erspread^ 

With  deadly  languor  droops  m^  head, 

My  ears  with  tingling  echoes  nng; 

And  life  itself  is  on  the  wing  ^ 

My  eyes  refuse  the  cheering  light, 

Their  orbs  are  veil'd  ii^  staness  mght ; 

Such  pangs  my  nature  unks  beneath. 

And  feels  a  temporary  death. 

Hoqwi  eomeaqne  corporis, 
Qtub  ntino  abibis  In  1( 


FRilidiila,  rigida,  nndnlSy 
Xee,  ntK^ei,  daUsJooott 


BTBON'S  F0EM8. 

TRANSLATION  OF  THE  EPITAPH  ON  VIRGIL 
TIBULLUS. 

BT  IK)MITIUS  HABSUS. 

Hb  who  sublime  in  epic  numbers  roU'd, 
And  he  who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  love. 

By  Death's  unequal  hand  alike  controll'd/ 
I'it  comrades  m  Elysian  regions  move  1 


IMITATION  OF  TIBULLUS. 

"  Bolplda  >d  Oorinthmn.''— Li&.  i. 

Cruel  Ceiinthus  !  does  the  fell  disease 
Which  racks  my  breast  your  fickle  bosom  ploaf 
Alas  !  I  wish'd  but  to  o'ercome  the  pain, 
That  I  might  live  for  love  and  you  aurain  : 
But  now  I  scarcely  shall  bewail  my  fate ; 
By  death  alone  I  can  avoid  your  hate. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 

Ye  Cupids,  droop  each  little  head. 
Nor  let  your  wings  with  joy  be  spread. 
My  Lesbia's  favourite  bird  is  dead. 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eyes  she  loYcd  : 
For  he  was  gentle,  and  so  true. 
Obedient  to  her  call  he  flew  ; 
No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  knew. 

But  lightly  o*er  her  bosom  moved : 

And  softly  fluttoring  here  and  there. 
He  never  sought  to  cleave  the  air, 
But  chirrup*d  oft,  and,  firee  from  care, 

Tuned  to  her  ear  his  grateful  strain. 
Now  having  pass'd  the  gloomy  bourne 
From  whence  he  never  can  return. 
His  death  and  Lesbians  grief  I  mourn. 

Who  sighs,  alas  1  but  sighs  in  vain. 

Oh  1  curst  be  thou,  devouring  graye  ! 
Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crave. 
From  whom  no  earthly  power  can  saw  ; 

For  thou  hast  ta'en  the  bird  away  : 
From  thee,  my  Lesbia's  eyes  o'ei'flow. 
Her  swollen  cheeks  with  weeping  glow  ; 
Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  her  woe. 

Receptacle  of  lifeV  decay. 

'  rue  bAnd  ot  Death  is  said  to  b«  unjxisi  ox  xniKiailt  MNVctil  WM  coodi: 
Uian  TibvtUm  •(  his  decease. 


HOUBS  07  IDLENESS. 
IMITATED  FROM  CATULLUS. 


Oh  !  might  I  kiss  those  eyes  of  fire, 
A  million  scarce  would  (quench  desire : 
Still  would  I  steep  my  hps  in  bliss. 
And  dwell  an  age  on  every  kiss : 
Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be ; 
Still  would  I  kiss  and  cHng  to  thee : 
Nought  should  my  kiss  from  thine  dissever ; 
Still  would  we  kiss,  and  kiss  for  ever ; 
E'en  though  the  numbers  did  exceed 
The  yellow  harvest's  countless  seed. 
To  part  would  be  a  vain  endeavour : 
Could  I  desist  ? — ^ah  !  never — never  I 


TRANSLATION  FROM  HORACE. 

The  man  of  firm  and  noblo  soul 
No  factious  clamours  can  control ; 
No  threafning  tyrant's  darkling  brow 

Can  swerve  nim  from  his  just  intent : 
Gales  the  warring  waves  which  plough. 

By  Auster  on  the  billows  spent. 
To  curb  the  Adriatic  main. 
Would  awe  his  fix'd  determined  mind  in  vain. 

Ay,  and  the  red  right  arm  of  Jove, 
Hiu'tling  his  lightnings  from  above. 
With  all  his  terrors  there  unfurl'd, 

He  would,  unmoved,  imawed  behold. 
The  flames  of  an  expiring  world. 

Again  in  crashing  chaos  roll'd, 
In  vast  promiscuous  ruin  hurl'd. 
Might  light  his  glorious  funeral  pile : 
Still  dauntless  'midst  the  wreck  of  earth  he'd  smile. 


FROM  ANACREON. 

I  WISH  to  time  my  quivering  lyre 
To  deeds  of  fame  and  notes  of  fire ; 
To  echo,  from  its  rising  swell, 
How  heroes  fought  and  nations  fell. 
When  Atreus*  sons  advanced  to  war, 
Or  Tyrian  Cadmus  roved  afar ; 
But  still,  to  martial  strains  unknown, 
My  lyre  recurs  to  love  alone  : 
Fired  with  the  hope  of  future  fame^ 
I  seek  some  nobler  hero's  name  .* 


10  btbon's  poems. 

The  dying  chords  are  strung  anew, 
To  war,  to  war,  my  harp  is  due  : 
With  glowing  strings,  tne  epic  strain 
To  Jove's  great  son  I  raise  again ; 
Alcides  and  his  glorious  deecb, 
Beneath  whose  arm  the  Hydra  bleedSi 
All,  all  in  vain ;  my  wayward  lyre 
Wfitkes  silver  notes  of  soft  desire. 
Adieu,  ye  chiefs  renown'd  in  arms  1 
Adieu,  th4  clang  of  war's  alarms  \ 
To  other  deeds  my  soul  is  strung. 
And  sweeter  notes  shall  now  be  sung ; 
My  harp  shall  all  its  powers  reveal. 
To  tell  the  tale  my  heart  must  feel : 
Love,  Love  alone,  my  lyre  shall  claim^ 
In  songs  of  bliss  and  sighs  of  flame. 


FROM  ANACREON. 

'TWAS  now  the  hour  when  Night  had  driveii 

^er  car  half  round  von  sable  heaven  j 

BoStes,  only,  seem'd  to  roll 

His  arctic  charge  around  the  pole ; 

While  mortals,  lost  in  gentle  sleep, 

Forgot  to  smile,  or  ceased  to  weep : 

At  this  lone  hour,  the  Paphian  boy. 

Descending  from  the  realms  of  joy. 

Quick  to  my  gate  directs  his  course. 

And  knocks  with  all  his  little  force, 

My  visions  fled,  aJarm'd  I  rose, — 

"  What  stranger  breaks  my  blest  repose  f *^ 

"  Alas !"  replies  the  wily  child. 

In  feiltering  accei^ts  sweetly  mild, 

"  A  hapless  infant  here  I  roam, 

Far  from  my  dear  maternal  home. 

Oh  !  shield  me  from  the  vnntry  blast  1 

The  nightly  storm  is  jpouring  &st. 

No  prowling  robber  Imgers  here, 

A  wandering  baby  who  can  fear  V* 

I  heard  his  seeming  artless  tale, 

I  heard  his  sighs  upon  the  gale : 

My  breast  was  never  pity's  foe. 

But  felt  for  all  the  bao/s  woe. 

I  drew  the  bar,  and  by  the  light. 

Young  Love,  the  infant,  met  my  sight ; 

His  bow  across  his  shoulders  flung, 

And  thence  his  fiital  quiver  hung 

(Ah!  Uttle  did  I  think  the  dart 

Would  rankle  soon  within  my  heart). 

With  care  I  tend  my  weary  guest, 

Hia  little  fingers  cbill  my  bvMsb  ; 


Hh  glossy  curb,  tis  aauro  wing, 

Which  droop  with  nightly  sbowerSj  I  wriog  j 

Bjb  shivcrinL^^  lifuba  tlte  ombcrs  warm  ^ 

And  now  reviviflg  fi-oia  the  storrOj 

Bcnrce  hftd  ho  folt  his  wonted  joflow. 

Than  awiEt  he  fieized  lus  slender  bow  ^^— 

'*  I  fiun  rotjld  know,  my  gentlo  host," 

He  cvied,  '^  if  this  its  fitreagth  haa  loet  ^ 

I  four,  rclaxM  vrith  midnig^bt  dG^<% 

The  strings  theif  former  aid  refuse," 

With  poison  tipt,  his  arrow  flios, 

Ikiep  in  my  tortured  heart  it  lieA ; 

Then  loud  the  joyous  urchin  inugh^d : — 

"  Jly  bow  can  still  impel  tho  shaft ; 

'Tis  tirmly  fii'd,  thy  sighs  rtsveal  It  j 

8ay,  courteouB  host^  causb  thou  not  feef  it  1 ' 


FROM  THE  PPlOMETHEUS  YINCTUS  OF  jESCHYLUS, 

Gheat  Jove,  to  whoso  alniighty  tlirono 
Both  gtids  and  moiLoIs  honiR^e  pay, 

Ke'cr  may  my  soul  thy  power  disown, 
Thy  draa4l  behests  ne'er  disobey. 

Oft  ahall  tin^  saorod  victim  frtU 

In  sea-girt  Ocean's  mossy  hall ; 

My  voic^e  shall  raise  do  impious  stnun, 
'Gainst  him  who  rules  the  sky  and  EiJ;uro  mcun. 

How  different  now  thy  joyless  fe.te^ 

Since  first  Hesione  thy  bride. 
When  placed  aloft  in  godlike  state. 
The  blushing  beauty  by  thy  side. 
Thou  sat'st,  wnile  reverend  Ocean  smiled. 
And  mirthful  strains  the  hours  beguiled ; 
The  Nymphs  and  Tritons  danced  around. 
Nor  yet  tiiy  doom  was  fix'd,  nor  Joyo  relentless  firown'd 

Haxxow,  Dec  1, 180  X 


TO  EMMA. 

Since  now  the  )iour  is  come  at  last. 
When  you  roust  quit  your  ampous  lover ; 

Since  now  our  dream  of  bliss  is  past. 
One  pong,  my  girl,  and  all  is  over. 

Alas  !  thiU'  pang  will  be  severe, 
Which  bids  us  part  to  meet  no  more ; 

Which  tears  mo  mr  from  one  so  dear. 
Departing  for  a  distant  shore. 

Well !  we  have  pass'd  some  happy  hoiirs. 
And  ioy  will  mingle  with  our  tears ; 

When  thmkinff  on  these  ancient  towen^ 
Tbe  shelter  of  our  in&nt  years  ; 
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Where  from  tliis  Gothic  casement's  height^ 
We  view'd  the  lake,  the  park,  the  dell ; 

And  still,  though  tears  obstruct  our  sight, 
We  lingering  look  a  last  farewell. 

O'er  fields  through  which  we  used  to  run. 
And  spend  the  hours  in  childish  play ; 

O'er  shades  where,  when  our  race  was  done^ 
Beposing  on  my  breast  you  lay ; 

Whilst  I,  admiring,  too  remiss. 
Forgot  to  scare  the  hovering  flies, 

Yot  envied  every  fly  the  kiss 
It  dared  to  give  your  slumbering  eyes : 

Sco  still  the  little  painted  bark. 
In  which  I  row*a  you  o'er  the  lako ; 

Sco  there,  high  waving  o'er  the  park, 
The  elm  I  clamber'd  for  your  sake. 

These  times  are  past — our  joj'S  are  gono, 
You  leave  me,  leave  this  happy  vale ; 

Those  scones  I  mast  retrace  alone  : 
Without  tiiee,  what  will  they  avail  ? 

Who  can  conceive,  who  has  not  proved. 
The  anguish  of  a  last  embraco  ? 

When,  torn  from  all  you  fondly  loved. 
You  bid  a  long  adieu  to  peace. 

Chis  is  the  deepest  of  our  woes, 
For  this  these  tears  our  cheeks  bedew ; 

This  is  of  love  the  final  close. 
Oh,  God  1  the  fondest,  last  adieu  1 


TO  M.  S.  G. 

Whene'eb  I  view  those  lips  of  thine. 
Their  hue  invites  my  fervent  kiss ; 

Yet  I  forego  that  bliss  divine, 
Alas!  it  were unhallow'd  bliss. 

Whene'er  I  dream  of  that  ^ure  breast, 
How  could  I  dwell  upon  its  snows  1 

Yet  is  the  daring  wish  repress'd ; 
For  that— would  banish  its  repose. 

A  glance  from  thy  soul-searching  eye 
Can  raise  with  hope,  depress  with  fear  | 

Yot  I  conceal  my  love, — and  why  I 
I  would  not  force  a  painful  tear. 

I  ne'er  have  told  mv  love,  yet  thou 
Hast  seen  my  ardent  flame  too  well ; 

And  shall  I  plead  my  passion  now, 
To  make  tny  bosom  s  YieaveTi  a\u>\V^ 


Thtm  let  the  aecsrefc  fire  coqsuiq^, 

Lat  it  DODSUiik^^  thoti  ahalti  not  know  i 

With  ioy  I  com-t  a  ccTtain  doom, 
Bsithcir  thsji  spread  its  guilty  glow. 

I  will  not  ease  my  tortunod  heart, 
By  driving  dove-oyed  pea^e  from  fehma  ; 

Rather  th^n  such  a  stiDg  impart^ 
Each  thought  presumptuous  I  rosi^. 

Yea  I  jii3ld  those  lipa  for  which  I'd  brava 
More  thai]  I  Ikere  shall  doro  to  tell ;  ^ 

Thy  innocence  and  mine  to  savo^ — 
I  hid  thee  now  a  last  fiirewoU. 

Yes  I  vield  that  breast,  to  Eeeic  de^pjur, 
And  hope  no  more  thy  soft  cmbi^oe  j 

Wbich  to  obtain  my  stoul  would  daro 
All,  all  reproach— but  thy  disgraco. 

At  If&iiat  fittm  ^uilt  abalt  thou  ho  free, 
Nn  matron  shall  thy  shamo  reprtrro  j 

Though  cureleBS  pange  Tn3y  prey  on  me^ 
No  murtyi'  ahaJt  thou  lie  to  lore. 


TO  CAROLINE. 

Thikk'st  thou  I  saw  thy  beauteous  eyes, 
Sufiused  in  tears,  implore  to  stay ; 

And  heard  uxunoved  thy  plenteous  sighs. 
Which  said  far  more  than  woi-ds  can  say  ? 

Though  keen  the  grief  thy  tears  express'd, 
^  When  love  and  hope  lay  both  o'erthrown  ; 
7ot  stUl,  my  gprl,  this  bleeding  breast 
ThrobVd  with  deep  sorrow  as  thine  own. 

But  when  our  cheeks  with  anguish  glow'd. 
When  thy  sweet  lips  were  join'd  to  mine, 

The  tears  that  from  my  eyelids  flow'd 
Were  lost  in  those  which  fell  firom  thine. 

Thou  couldst  not  feel  my  burning  cheek. 
Thy  gusldng  tears  haa  quench  d  its  fiamo  ; 

And  as  thy  tongue  essay'd  to  speak, 
In  sighs  alone  it  breathed  my  name. 

And  yet,  my  girl,  we  weep  in  vain. 
In  yain  our&ie  In  sighs  deplore  ; 
Jlemembnuioe  onljr  can  remain,— 
Bat  that  will  make  us  weep  the  more. 


II  BTB0N*8  POEHB. 

Agaiiij  thou  best  beloved,  adieu ! 

Ah  i  if  thou  oanst,  o*ercome  regni ; 
Nor  let  thy  mind  past  joye  roTlew ; — 

Our  only  hope  is  to  forget  1 


TO  CAROLINE, 

When  I  hear  you  express  an  affection  so  warnit 
Ne'er  think,  my  beloved,  that  I  do  not  believe ; 

For  your  lip  would  the  soiU  of  suspicion  d^rm. 
And  your  eye  beamis  a  ray  which  can  never  deceive. 

Yet,  still,  this  fond  bosom  regrets,  while  adoring. 
That  love,  like  the  lea^  must  &11  into  the  se£^* ; 

That  age  will  come  on,  when  remembrance,  deploring, 
Contemplates  the  scones  of  her  youth  with  a  tear. 

That  time  must  arrive,  when,  no  longer  retaining  - 
Their  auburn,  those  locks  must  wave  thin  to  the  broczc, 

When  a  few  silver  hairs  of  those  tresses  remaining. 
Prove  nature  a  prey  to  decay  and  disease. 

'Tis  this,  my  beloved,  which  spreads  gloom  o*er  my  features 
Though  I  ne'er  shcdl  presume  to  an^ign  the  decree 

Which  God  has  proclaim'd  as  the  fate  of  His  oroatures, 
In  the  death  which  one  day  will  deprive  you  of  mo. 

Mistake  not,  sweet  sceptic,  the  cause  of  emotion. 
No  doubt  can  the  mind  of  your  lover  invado  ; 

He  worships  each  look  with  such  faithful  devotion, 
A  smile  can  enchant,  or  a  tear  can  dissuade. 

But  as  death,  my  beloved,  soon  or  late  shall  o*ertake  us, 
And  our  breasts,  which  alive  with  such  sympathy  glow. 

Will  sleep  in  the  grave  till  the  blast  shall  awake  us. 
When  calling  the  dead,  in  earth's  bosom  laid  low. 

Oh !  then  let  us  drain,  while  we  may,  draughts  of  pleasure. 
Which  from  passion  like  ours  may  imceasingly  now ; 

Let  us  pass  round  the  cup  of  love's  bliss  in  fuU  measure, 
And  quaff  the  contents  as  our  nectar  below. 

ISOS 


TO  CAROLINE. 

Oh  !  when  shall  the  grave  hide  for  ever  my  sorrows  ? 

Oh  !  when  shall  my  soul  wing  her  flight  from  this  clay  ? 
The  present  is  hell,  and  the  coming  to-morrow 

But  brings,  with  new  torture,  the  curse  of  to-day. 

From  my  eye  flows  no  tear,  from  my  lips  flow  no  curses, 

I  blast  not  the  fiends  who  have  hurl'd  me  from  bliss : 
For  poor  is  the  soul  whicb  bewai^ng  Te\ieai.T8e& 
Its  qnerulouB  grief,  when  in  anguish. '\Ak.Q  \3q^ 


HOUBS  OF  IBLBNSSS.  ;5 

Was  my  eje,  'stead  of  tears,  with  red  fury-flakes  1>righf  ning. 
Would  my  lips  breathe  a  flame  which  no  stream  oould  assuage, 

On  our  foes  should  my  glance  launch  in  vengeance  its  Ughtning^ 
With  transport  my  tongue  give  a  loose  to  its  rage. 

But  now  tears  and  curses,  alike  unavailing. 

Would  add  to  the  souls  of  our  tyrants  delight ; 
Could  they  view  us  our  sad  separation  bewainng, 

Their  merciless  hearts  would  rejoice  at  the  sight. 

Yet  stilly  though  we  bend  with  a  feign'd  resignation, 
l<ife  beams  not  for  us  with  one  ray  that  can  cheer, 

I«ve  and  hope  upon  earth  brin^  no  more  consolation ! 
In  the  grave  is  our  hope,  for  m  life  is  our  fear. 

Oh!  when,  my  adored,  in  the  tomb  will  they  place  mei 
Since,  in  life,  love  and  friendship  for  ever  are  fled  ? 

"again  in  the  mansion  of  death  I  embrace  thee. 
Perhaps  they  will  leave  unmolested  the  dead. 


STANZAS  TO  A  LADY. 

iriTH  THB  FOEKS  OF  CAICOENS. 

This  votive  pledge  of  fond  esteem, 
Perlu^M,  dear  girl  1  for  me  thou'lt  prizo  ; 

It  sings  of  Love's  enchanting  dream, 
A  &me  we  never  can  despise. 

Who  blames  it  but  the  envious  fool, 
The  old  and  disappointed  maid  ; 

Or  pupil  of  the  prudish  school, 
In  single  sorrow  doom'd  to  fade  ? 

Then  read,  dear  girl  1  with  feeling  read, 
For  thou  wilt  ne'er  be  one  of  those  ; 

To  thee  in  vain  I  shall  not  plead 
In  pity  for  the  poet's  woos. 

He  was  in  sooth  a  genuine  bard  ; 

His  was  no  fednt,  fictitious  flame : 
Like  his,  may  love  be  thy  reward. 

But  not  thy  hapless  fate  the  same. 


THB  FIRST  KISS  OF  LOVE. 

*A  Bapfiirot  dk  xop^ci*^ 
"Ep«»To  fiovvov  »ix<»-— Ahacrko*. 

Away  with  your  fictions  of  flimsy  romance  ; 

Those  tissues  of  falsehood  which  folly  has  wove  I 
Give  me  the  mild  beam  of  the  soul-breat2iin^  gJanco, 

Or  the  rapture  yirhlch  dwells  on  the  tirst  kiss  of  love. 
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V«  rbymen,  whose  bosoms  with  phantasy  glow. 
Whose  pastoral  panions  are  made  for  the  grove ; 

From  what  blest  inspiration  vour  sonnets  would  flow. 
Could  you  ever  have  tasted  the  first  kiss  of  love ! 

If  Apollo  should  e'er  his  assistance  refuse. 
Or  the  Nine  be  disposed  from  your  servico  to  rove« 

Invoke  them  no  more,  bid  adieu  to  the  muse. 
And  try  the  effect  of  the  first  kiss  of  love  ! 

I  hate  you,  ye  cold  compositions  of  art ! 

Though  prudes  may  condemn  me,  and  bigots  r^n>vo, 
I  court  the  effusions  that  spring  from  the  heart 

Which  throbs  with  delight  to  the  first  kiss  of  love ! 

Your  shepherds,  your  flocks,  those  fentastical  themes. 
Perhaps  may  amuse,  yet  they  never  can  move. 

Arcadia  displays  but  a  region  of  dreams : 
What  are  visions  like  these  to  the  first  kiss  of  love  ? 

Oh  1  cease  to  aflfinn  that  man,  since  his  bu-th. 
From  Adam  till  now,  has  with  wretchedness  strove : 

Some  portion  of  paradise  still  is  on  earth. 
And  Eden  revives  in  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

When  age  chills  the  blood,  when  our  pleasures  are  past, 
For  years  fleet  away  with  the  wings  of  the  dove. 

The  dearest  remembrance  will  still  be  the  last. 
Our  sweetest  memorial  the  first  kiss  of  love. 


ON  A  CHANGE  OF  MASTERS  AT  A  GREAT  PUBLIC 
SCHOOL. 

Where  are  those  honours,  Ida  !  once  your  own. 
When  Probus  fill'd  your  magisterial  tlm>ne  ? 
As  ancient  Rome,  fast  ^Jling  to  disgrace, 
Hail'd  a  barbarian  in  her  C»sai''s  place ; 
So  you,  degenerate,  share  as  hard  a  fate. 
And  seat  PomposuS  where  your  Probus  sate. 
Of  narrow  brain,  yet  of  a  narrower  soul, 
Pomposus  holds  you  in  his  harsh  control ; 
'Pomposus,  by  no  social  virtue  sway'd. 
With  florid  jargon,  and  with  vain  parade ; 
With  noisy  nonsense,  and  new-fangled  rules, 
Such  as  were  ne'er  before  enforced  in  schools. 
Mistaking  pedantry  for  learning's  laws, 
He  governs,  sanction'd  but  by  self-applause  ; 
With  him  the  same  dire  fate  attending  Rome, 
lll-&ted  Ida !  soon  must  stamp  your  doom : 
Like  her  o'erthrown,  for  ever  lost  to  fame. 
No  trace  of  science  left  you,  but  the  name. 

Jaly,  16M. 


mP      TO  THE  BUKE  OF  DOHSET.*      1 

I>0R3I&T  J  whoso  early  strips  with  mine  Lavo  sti'uv'd, 
Exploring  ©vei*y  patU  of  Ida's  glid^  ; 
Wbi^m  stiH  affection  tauglit  mo  to  dcfbud, 
Aod  mftde  mo  loss  n  tyrant  than  «v  friend^ 
Thougli  the  baraih  imstom  pf  om-  yonthful  bntid 
Bade  (A*e  obey,  and  eave  me  to  command  ;t 
Tliee^  on  whose  bc^na  n  few  abort  years  will  shower 
The  gifl  of  riches  and  tho  pride  of  peis-cr; 
E*en  now  a  nEime  iUnsti^ious  is  thine  ovra, 
Benown'd  in  nvnkj  not  fur  btmciith  tho  tiinono* 
Yet,  Dorset,  let  not  tbia  seduce  thy  bqmI 
To  sbnn  fair  aciencOj  or  evado  control, 
Though  pa^ive  tutcrs,  fearful  t^  dbprniBo^ 
The  titled  child,  wtio&e  future  breath  may  raise, 
View  ducal  errors  witb  indulgent  oyos, 
And  wink  at  faults  they  tremhle  to  chastise. 

When  youthful  panxgitoej  who  bend  the  knco 
To  wealth,  tlieir  golden  idol,  not  to  tbce, 
And  evBti  in  siiaple  boyhood'a  opening  da^vn 
Home  slaTca  aro  foomd  to  Matter  and  to  Ikwn,-^  ^^ 

When  theae  declare,  *'  tbat  pomp  Along  should  wait        ^M 
On  one  by  bbtb  predestineti  te  be  ^reat  j  ^M 

That  bookfi  were  only  meant  for  drudginpj  fook,  ^* 

TLat  gnlliuit  spirits  sn^orn  tbe  cotiiTUOu  mlc:?  ■" 
Believe  them  not ;— they  point  the  path  to  shamej 
And  seek  to  blast  the  honoms  of  thy  name. 
Turn  to  the  few  in  Ida's  early  throng, 
Whose  souls  disdain  not  to  condemn  the  wrong ; 
Or  if,  amidst  the  comrades  of  thy  youth, 
None  dare  to  raise  the  sterner  -voice  of  truth. 
Ask  thine  own  heart ;  'twill  bid  thee,  boy,  forboai- ; 
For  tpeU  I  know  that  virtue  lingers  there. 

Yes !  I  have  marVd  thee  many  a  passing  day. 
But  now  new  scenes  invite  me  far  away ; 
Yes !  I  have  mark'd  wiUiin  that  generous  mind 
A  soul,  if  well  matured,  to  bless  mankind. 
Ah  1  thoush  myself  by  nature  haughty,  wild,  ; 

Whom  Indiscretion  luol'd  her  favourite  child ; 
Though  every  error  stamps  me  for  her  own. 
And  dooms  my  fidl,  I  fain  would  fall  alone ; 
Though  my  proud  heart  no  precept  now  can  tame, 
I  love  the  virtues  which  I  cannot  claim. 

•blookiiif«¥eriii7pi9«ntoidMtaftv«dditional  poomsfor  thii  MOMid  edltton,  1 
•NBd  th»  abof*  liiMkiriiidi  I  had  totally  fingotten,  oompoMd  in  the  saminer  of  1805,  a 
^mitbmm  pwTkwM  to  mjr  depwrtitm  tram  Huroir.  Thoy  wem  addrawed  to  a  joong 
■^■rtllilliMr  of  hl|^  xaBk,-«ho  Bad  hean  myftoqnantoompuiloxi  in  aome  xamUfla  through 
AaacfcKboaDfiac  oMmtry:  howaFsr.  he  nerer  law  the  lines,  and  meet  prohaUy  noTer 
aOL  M,  on  a  npenMl,  I  finnadihan not  wotee  than loine  other  i^ieoea  in  the  oollec- 

9  uppar  fonna 
I*  vannpropi^y , 
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'Tis  not  enough,  with  other  sons  of  power, 
To  gleam  the  lambent  meteor  of  an  hour ; 
To  swell  some  peerage  pa^e  in  feeble  pride, 
With  long-drawn  nam48  that  grace  no  page  beside; 
Then  share  with  titled  crowds  the  common  lot-- 
In  life  just  gazed  at,  in  the  crave  forgot ; 
While  nought  divides  thee  from  the  vulgar  dead. 
Except  the  dull  cold  stone  that  hides  thy  head. 
The  mouldering  'scutcheon,  or  the  herafd*8  roll. 
That  well-embEzon'd  but  neglected  scroll,  . 
Where  lords,  unhonour*d,  in  the  tomb  may  find 
One  spot,  to  leave  a  wortiiless  name  behind. 
There  sleep,  unnoticed  as  the  gloomy  vaults 
That  veil  their  dust,  their  follies,  and  their  &uits^ 
A  race,  with  old  armorial  lists  o'ersproad. 
In  records  destined  never  to  be  read. 
Fain  would  I  view  thee,  with  prophetic  eyes. 
Exalted  more  among  the  good  and  wise, 
A  glorious  and  a  long  career  pursue. 
As  first  in  rank,  the  first  in  talent  too : 
Spurn  every  vice,  each  little  meanness  shun ; 
>iot  Fortime's  minion,  but  her  noblest  son. 

Turn  to  the  annals  of  a  former  day ;  i 

Bright  are  the  deeds  tbino  earlier  sires  display. 
One,  though  a  courtier,  lived  a  man  of  worth. 
And  caird, — ^proud  boast !  the  British  drama  fortli. 
Another  view,  not  less  renown'd  for  wit ; 
Alike  for  courts,  and  camps,  or  senates  fit; 
Bold  in  the  field,  and  favourM  by  the  Nine ; 
In  every  splendid  part  ordain*d  to  shine ; 
Far,  far  diistinguish'd  from  the  glittering  throngs 
The  pride  of  princes,  and  the  boast  of  song. 
Such  were  th^  fathers ;  thus  preserve  their  namo ; 
Not  heir  to  titles  only,  but  to  fame. 
The  hour  draws  nigh,  a  few  brief  days  will  close 
To  me,  this  little  scene  of  joys  and  woes ; 
Each  l^nell  of  Time  now  wai-ns  me  to  resign 
Shades  where  Hope,  Peace,  and  Friendship,  all  were  min« ' 
Hope,  that  could  vary  like  the  rainbow's  hue. 
And  gild  their  pinions  as  the  moments  flew ; 
Peace,  that  reflection  never  frown'd  away. 
By  dreams  of  ill  to  cloud  some  fiiture  day ; 
Friendship,  whose  truth  lot  childhood  only  tell ; 
Alas !  they  love  not  long,  who  love  so  well. 
To  these  aidieu  1  nor  let  me  linger  o'er 
Boenes  hail'd,  as  exiles  hail  their  native  shore. 
Receding  slowly  through  the  dark-blue  deep. 
Beheld  by  eyes  that  mourn,  yet  cannot  weep. 

Dorset,  farewell  1  I  will  not  ask  one  part 
Of  sad  remembrance  in  so  young  a  heart ; 
The  coming  morrow  from  ihy  youthftd  min^ 
Wm  sweep  my  name,  nor  leave  a  trace  behind. 
And  jfti,  perhi^)8,  in  some  maA^ures  yoKc, 
Since  chance  has  thrown  \ib  in  t^he  &fi»\S-Baac(iA  «.'^«?%^ 


StQoe  iho  Bamd  sonatdj  T^y,  th^  sama  debatOt 
May  ono  da^  cL-t-im  our  auflr^ige  hr  the  attit^ 
We  heDCO  laay  mcot,  and  poiss  each  otbqr  by. 
With  fidnt  i^gard,  of  cold  und  distant  ey^. 
For  tDO,  in  ftiture,  neither  &j0iicl  nor  ftWj 
A  strjLnger  to  thyEclf,  thy  weal  or  wo&. 
With  th^  no  more  jigaiu  I  liope  to  trace 
Tht  rcooUectJon  of  our  osu-ly  tojcg  ; 
Ko  ntone,  as  ono9>  in  social  hours  roi'oio^^ 
Or  hear,  unlesB  in  crowds,  thy  well-known  yoica  J 
Btittj  if  tho  wishes  of  ft  heart  UDtaiJght 
To  veil  thoae  fEelinga  whicih  periiihami^e  lb  ough^^ 
If  these — but  let  me  ocaso  th@  lo^ngth&n^d  straiii^ 
Oh  I  if  th^e  wishes  are  not  broathetl  m  Tain, 
The  miardlan  somph  who  directs  thy  fato 
Will  leave  tboe  g^lorious,  as  he  found  theo  gr^t. 


FRAGMENT, 
VUTTSN  JmOHThT  AITTKB  THE  MABElAalS  D7  MISfi  QEAVfOTl.'SBt 

Hjlls  of  Annesley  I  bleat  and  bairgn. 
Whore  my  ihoug-htlosa  childhood  strayed. 

How  tho  northern  tempBEta,  warring, 
Howl  ahore  thy  tufi^ed  shade  ! 

Now  no  more,  thfi  hotin  bwtdlingi 

Former  &yomite  haimts  I  see  ; 
Now  no  more  my  Mairy  Eonilkig 

Makes  ye  Beem  a  hea,v«&  tA  BMt 


GRAirrA. ,  A  mamn. 

Oh  !  eoold  Le  Sage's  demon's  gfh* 

Be  realized  at  my  desire^ 
This  night  my  trembling  form  he'd  lift 

To  pkice  it  on  St.  fiat's  spire. 

Then  would,  nnroof  d,  old  Oranta'8  h&ni 
Pedantio  inmates  full  display ; 

Fellows  who  dream  on  lawn  or  stalis, , 
The  prio6  of  venal  totes  to  pay. 

Then  would  I  tiew  each  itvid  wigbty 
Petty  and  Palmerston  surrey ; 

Who  eannuB  them  with  an  tb<^  ittlght^ 
Agdbisi  the  neaEt  flleoto><9  ds/; 

-^~fiitfi»j<ftii»  Mfid  tuuvoA  the  bomm  for  lasp^eOoa, 
p2 
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Lol  candidates  and  voters  lie  ^ 

All  lull'd  in  sleep^  a  goodly  number : 

A  race  renown*d  for  piety, 
Whose  conscience  won  t  disturb  their  gliimbcr^ 

Jjord  H ,  indeed,  may  not  demur ; 

Fellows  are  sage  reflecting  men : 
They  know  preferment  can  occur 

But  very  seldom,— now  and  then. 

They  know  the  Chancellor  has  got 

Some  pretty  livings  in  disposal : 
Each  hopes  that  one  may  be  his  lot. 

And  therefore  smiles  on  his  proposal. 

Now  from  the  soporific  scene 
I'll  turn  mine  eye,  as  night  grows  lator^ 

To  view,  unheeded  and  unseen. 
The  studious  sons  of  Alma  Mater. 

There,  in  apartments  small  and  damp, 

The  canmdate  for  college  prizes 
Sits  poring  by  the  midni^t  lamp ; 

Goes  late  to  bed,  yet  early  rises. 

He  surely  well  deserves  to  gain  them, 
With  all  the  honours  of  ms  college. 

Who,  striving  hardly  to  obtain  them. 
Thus  seeks  unprofitable  knowledge : 

Who  sacrifices  hours  of  rest 

To  scan  precisely  metres  Attio ; 
Or  agitates  his  anxious  breaat 

In  solving  problems  mathematio. 

Who  reads  &lse  quantities  in  Sealo,* 
Or  puzzles  o'er  the  deep  triangle ; 

Deprived  of  many  a  wholesome  meal ; 
Id.  barbarous  Latin  doom'd  to  wrangle  :t 

Benouncing  every  pleasing  page 

From  authors  of  historic  use ; 
Preferring  to  the  lettered  sago. 

The  square  of  the  hypothenuso.:}:  .  ;^ 

Still,  harmless  are  these  occupations. 
That  hurt  none  but  the  hapless  student^ 

Compared  with  other  recreations. 
Which  bring  together  the  imprudent ; 

.MM  pnidlntion  on  If reA  metra  CiMpiafu  etaiUtenbie  talent  and  tngei 
*JoU[htb9txpec^  ia  so  difflcnlt  a  work,  b  not  remarkable  fbr  accuracy. 
/  32a  lAtfn  of  the  school*  lioftheoemifMjpeeiM,  and  not  very  intaliW><^ 


Hot  so  tho  motlifjdistic  ctbw. 

Who  plafia  of  r^rotniatiCMi  laj ; 
In  humble  attitude  they  buBj 

And  Ibr  th&  sins  of  otEerB  pray : 

Porrettitig  that  tlidr  pride  of  spirit, 

Their  exnliatiaii  in  their  triolj 
ikstr^ta  most  liu-gely  from  the  merit 

Of  oil  thfdr  boB^tea  geif-doni^, 

Tia  mora  ;— from  these  I  turn  my  Eight* 
What  fierce  is  this  whitdi  meets  the  g^q  ? 

A  nmxiarouB  erowdj  array'd  in  wliitflj 
AcrosB  the  green  in  nmuh^ra  fly. 

Loud  rii3^  in  air  the  chapel  hell : 
*Ti9  bush'd — what  sounds  are  these  I  hear  f 

The  organ's  soft  selestia]  fiwell 
Eolla  deeplj  on  the  liat'ning  e^^uf . 

To  this  IS  joinM  the  sacred  sonc, 
Tho  royal  minstrel's  hallo w'a  Btnun  ; 

Though  ho  who  hcara  tho  miisie  long 
WiU  never  wish  to  hear  again. 

Oar  choir  would  scarcely  be  ezcosed. 

Even  as  a  band  of  raw  beginners ; 
All  mercy  now  must  be  refused 

To  saoh  a  set  of  croaking  sinners. 

If  David,  when  his  toils  were  ended. 
Had  heard  these  blockheads  sing  before  him, 

To  us  his  psalms  had  ne'er  descendea, — 
In  forious  mood  he  would  have  tore  'em. 

The  luckless  Israelites  when  taken 

By  some  inbaman  tyxtmt's  order. 
Were  ask'd  to  sing,  by  joy  forsaken. 

On  Babylonian  rivor  s  border. 

Oh !  had  they  song  in  notes  like  these. 

Inspired  b  v  stratagem  or  fear, 
Thev  might  have  set  their  hearts  at  ease. 

The  devil  a  soul  had  stay'd  to  hear. 

But  if  I  scribble  longer  now, 
The  deuce  a  soul  will  stay  to  read  ; 

Mypen is bJzza^  mjrmk ia low; 
^Z&  almost  time  to  stop,  indeed. 
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Therefore,  farewell,  old  Granta's  spirei : 

No  more,  like  Cleo£Ets,  I  fly  j 
Ko  more  thy  theme  my  muse  ms^yrai : 

The  reader  '■  tired,  and  «o  am  i< 
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ON  A  DISTANT  VIEW  OF  THE  VHiLAGB  AND  SCHO 
OF  HARBOW-ON-TUS-HILL. 

«  o  I  mlhl  pnoteiltoB  ztf«iai  d  Jupitar  aanoc"— Ydoil. 

Ye  scenes  of  my  childhood,  whose  loved  recolleotioii 
Embitters  the  present,  compared  with  the  past ; 

Where  science  firet  dawn'd  on  the  powers  of  reflection. 
And  friendships  wore  form'd,  too  romantic  to  last ; 

Where  fancy  yet  jo^s  to  trace  the  resemblance  * 
Of  comraaes,  in  friendship  and  mischief  allied ; 

How  welcome  to  me  your  ne'er-£Ehdin£^  remembranoeu 
Which  rests  in  the  bosom,  though  nope  is  denied  t 

Affain  I  revisit  the  hills  where  we  nx>rted. 

The  streams  where  we  swam,  and  the  fields  where  we  foughi 
The  school,  where,  loud  wam'd  by  the  bell,  we  resorted. 

To  pore  o'er  the  precepts  by  pedagogues  taught. 

Again  I  behold  where  for  hours  I  have  ponder'd. 
As  reclining,  at  eve,  on  yon  tombstone  I  lay ; 

Or  round  the  steep  brow  of  the  churchyard  I  wandor'd. 
To  catch  the  last  gleam  of  the  sun's  setting  ray. 

I  once  more  view  the  room,  with  spectators  surroimded. 
Where,  as  Zanga,  I  trod  on  Alonzo  o'erthrown ; 

While,  to  swell  my  young  pride,  such  applauses  resounded, 
I  fancied  that  Mossop  h^self  was  outishone.* 

Or,  as  Lear,  I  pour'd  forth  the  deep  imprecation. 
By  my  daughters,  of  kingdom  and  reason  depiyed ; 

TiU,  fired  by  loud  plaudits  and  self-adulation, 
I  regarded  myself  as  a  Garrick  revived. 

Ye  dreams  of  my  boyhood,  how  much  I  regret  you  I 
Un&ded  your  memory  dwells  in  nxy  breast ; 

Though  sad  and  deserted,  I  ne'er  can  fi)]:get  you ; 
Your  pleasures  may  still  be  in  fitnoy  possess'd. 

To  Ida  full  ofb  may  remembrance  restore  me. 
While  fitte  shall  the  shades  of  the  fiiture  unroll ! 

Since  darkness  o'ershadows  the  prospect  before  me, 
More  dear  is  the  beam  of  the  past  to  my  soul. 

But  if,  through  the  course  of  the  years  which  await  me. 
Some  new  scene  of  pleasure  should  open  to  view, 

I  will  say,  while  with  rapture  the  thought  shall  elate  me 
**  Oh  1  such  were  the  days  which  my  infimoy  knew  I " 
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On  !  did  tbosa  eyes,  liist«Afl  of  firs, 
With  liHghfc  but  mild  i.Hbcticin  shiiift, 

Tliough  tLoj  mig^ht  kiudlb  leasj  dEjglfe, 
Sjj^^  moro  than  mf^Ltal  would  bo  tkme« 

For  tbou  art  fonn*d  to  h&^yeaily  fair. 
However  thosa  orbs  muy  wildJj^  beam, 

Wd  most  admire,  but  atili  dt^pair ; 
That  £elU1  glnn^  forbidg  esiaeni* 

Wton  KatuTC  starap'd  thy  beautaoua  birtb, 
So  much  porfetjtion  in  tJaoe  shonei 

Slia  fear*d  that^  tea  divino  for  earth j, 
The  akkfi  might  cl&im  tboa  for  thoir  owu  ; 

Tberefom,  to  giiard  hct  donroHt  work, 
Ijoat  JUigobs  might  diaputa  the  pm^ 

Bhe  bada  a  ssaret  lightuiug  lurk. 
WithiD  tboso  otioe  celestial  q  jes,^ 

TboBe  mi^ht  tho  boldest  sylph  appall. 
When  gl&ftming  witb  meridian  blaze  j 

Tiiy  beauty  muEt  enmptui*e  all ; 
But  who  can  dare  tbluo  ardont  gaze  i 

'Tis  said  that  Berenice's  hair 
In  stars  adorns  the  Tault  of  hdayen ; 

But  they  would  ne'er  permit  thee  there,  ^^^ 
Thou  wouldst  so  far  outshiiie  the  seyen* 

For  did  those  eyes  as  planets  roll. 
Thy  sister-lights  would  scarce  appear : 

E'en  suns,  which  systems  now  control. 
Would  twinkle  mmly  through  their  gphero.* 


TO  WOMAN. 

Woman  1  experience  might  have  told  me. 

That  all  must  love  thee  who  behold  thee : 

Surely  experience  might  have  taught 

Thy  nrmost  promises  are  nought : 

But,  placed  m  all  thy  charms  before  me. 

All  I  forget,  but  to  adore  thee. 

0  memory  !  thou  choicest  blessing. 

When  join'd  with  hope,  when  still  possessing ; 

But  how  much  cursed  by  every  lover 

When  hope  is  fled,  and  psAsion  'a  over, 

•  **  Two  otihBiklrettttut  In  idl  the  beayen, 
Htviag  mmu  boMtaeat,  doeatnaihatvstm 
IV  twiaklt  in  tbatxaphnm  till  tbejr  TCtais."— gBAi^cxtta 
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Woman,  that  fiur  and  fond  docoiver. 

How  prompt  are  striplings  to  believe  her  1 

How  throbs  the  pulse  when  fii*st  we  view 

The  eye  that  rolu  in  glossy  blue. 

Or  sparkles  black,  or  mildly  throws 

A  b^m  from  under  hazel  brows  ! 

How  quiok  we  credit  every  oath, 

And  hear  her  plight  the  willing  troth : 

Fondly  we  hope  'twill  last  for  aye, — 

When  lo  1  she  changes  in  a  day. 

This  record  will  for  ever  stand, 

"  Woman !  thy  vows  are  traced  in  sand."  * 


TO  M.  S.  G. 

When  I  dream  that  you  love  me,  you'll  surely  forp^ve ; 

Extend  not  your  anger  to  sleep ; 
For  in  visions  alone  your  affection  can  live, — 

I  rise,  and  it  leaves  me  to  weep. 

Tlion,  Morpheus !  envelop  my  faculties  &st, 

Shed  o'er  me  your  lan^or  benign  ; 
Should  the  dream  of  to-night  but  resemble  the  last, 

What  rapture  celestial  is  mine  1 

Thoy  tell  us  that  slumber,  the  sister  of  death, 

&i!ortality's  emblem  is  g^ven : 
To  fate  how  I  long  to  resign  my  frail  breath. 

If  this  be  a  foretaste  of  heaven  I 

Ah  !  frown  not,  sweet  lady,  imbend  your  soft  brow, 

Nor  deem  me  too  happy  in  this  ; 
If  I  sin  in  my  dream,  i  atone  for  it  now. 

Thus  doom'd  but  to  gaze  upon  bliss. 

Though  in  visions,  sweet  lady,  perhaps  you  may  smile, 

Oh !  think  not  my  penance  oeficiont ! 
When  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumbers  beguile, 

To  awake  will  be  torture  sufficient. 


TO  MARY, 

ON  REOEIYINa  HEB  PICTURS. 

This  faint  resemblance  of  thy  charms. 
Though  strong  as  mortal  art  could  giro^ 

My  constant  heart  of  fear  disarms, 
Revives  my  hopes,  and  bids  me  live. 

•  Thli  line  Is  •Imost  a  liter»l  tianalatlon  tnm  a  SmiUsIi  proverbb 


EeT&  J  c^on  iraoa  the  locks  afgold 

Which  round  thy  Bnovfj  forehead  wnyc, 
Tho  cli^ka  which  sprang  from  hefinty'a  mouldy 

TUa  lipa  which  miLde  me  boautir's  elayo^ 

Here  T  cnu  tracft— ahj  no  t  tbat  cyo, 

WhoBo  azure  6oata  iu  liouid  firo^ 
MiUJt  &11  the  painter's  art  defy, 

And  bid  him  from  the  task  rotii-o. 

ETere  I  behold  its  bes.uteous  hue  ; 

Bat  ivb  ore's  the  boam  so  iwoetij  Bttnymg, 
Which  gave  a  lustre  to  lis  UuCj 

Like  Luna  o'er  the  oceau  pl&yiug  I 

.  Sweet  copy  !  liar  mow  dear  to  nie, 
Lifeless,  imfeelic^  as  tbou  titt, 
Thnu  ftll  the  living  torms  coald  be*, 
^ve  her  who  placed  tbee  next  my  heart. 

Sbe  placed  it^  sad,  with  needlegs  fcaTj 

Ijsst  dme  might  shake  my  Wavering  sotdj 
llbc^nBeioua  that  her  image  there 

Held  o^ery  sense  in  ijast  controL 

Hirough  honrs,  thrmigb  jeantj  through  time^  *iwi\l  cLeoj  ; 

if y  0 wej  jn  gloomy  mom^iis  ralae ; 
h  life's  last  conflict  ^  twill  appear. 

And  meet  my  fond  e^pirmg  gaze^ 


TO  LESBIA. 

LebbiaI  mnoe  far  from  you  IVe  ranged. 
Our  souls  with  fond  affection  glow  not ; 

You  say  'tis  I,  not  you,  have  changed ; 
I'd  tell  you  why, — ^but  yet  I  know  not. 

Tour  poUsh'd  brow  no  cares  have  cros&'d ; 

Ana,  Lesbia  1  we  are  not  much  older 
Smce,  trembling,  first  my  heart  I  lost, 

Or  told  my  love,  with  nope  grown  bolder. 

Sixteen  was  then  our  utmost  age. 

Two  years  have  lingering  past  away,  love  I 
And  now  new  thoughts  our  minds  engage. 

At  least  I  feel  di^)Of]ed  to  stray,  love  ! 

Tls  I  that  am  alone  to  blame, 
I,  that  am  guUty'  of  love's  treason ; 

Since  your  sweet  breast  is  still  the  same. 
Caprice  must  be  my  only  reason. 

1  do  not,  love !  suspect  your  truth. 
With  jealous  doubt  my  bosom  heaves  not ; 

Warm  i^^as  the  passion  of  my  youth. 
One  trace  of  dark  deceit  it  leaves  not. 
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Ko,  no,  my  flame  was  not  pretended ; 

For,  oh  1  I  loved  you  most  sincerely ; 
And—though  our  dream  at  last  is  enacvl-^ 

Af y  bosom  still  esteems  you  dearly. 

No  more  we  meet  in  yonder  bowers ; 

Absence  has  made  me  prone  to  roving- ; 
But  older,  firmer  hearts  than  ours 

Have  found  monot<H)y  in  loving. 

Your  cheek's  soft  bloom  is  unimpair*d. 
New  beauties  still  are  dJaXty  bright'ning^ 

Your  eye  for  conquest  beams  prepared. 
The  forge  of  love's  resistless  lightning. 

Arm'd  thus  to  make  their  bosoms  bleed. 
Many  will  throng  to  sigh  like  me,  love  1 

More  constant  they  may  prove,  indeed ; 
Fonder,  alas  1  they  ne'er  can  be,  love  1 


LINES  ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WHO  HAD   BEEN  ALARMED   BY  A  BUIaLBT   FIBBD  BY  THE   AUTHC 
WHILE  DISCHABGINa  HIS  FI8T0IB  TJS  A  GABDBN. 

Doubtless,  sweet  girl !  the  hissing  lead. 
Wafting  destruction  o'er  thy  charms. 

And  hurtUng  o'er  thy  lovely  head,* 
Has  fill'd  that  breast  with  fond  alarms. 

Surely  some  envious  demon's  force, 

Vex'd  to  behold  such  beauty  her*, 
Impell'd  the  bullet's  viewless  course. 

Diverted  from  its  first  career. 

Yes!  in  that  nearly  &tal  hour 
The  ball  obe^d  some  hell-bom  guide ; 

But  Heaven,  with  interposmg  power. 
In  pity  tum'd  the  death  aside. 

Yet,  as  perchance  one  trembling  tear 

Upon  that  thrilling  bosom  fell ; 
Which  I,  th'  unconscious  cause  of  foar. 

Extracted  from  its  glistening  coll : 

Say,  what  dire  penance  can  atone 

For  such  an  outrage  done  to  thee? 
Arraign'd  before  thy  beauty's  throne. 

What  punishment  wilt  thou  decree  1 

«  Thls««idisiigadl>7  0xaj,  In  hit  poem  to  ttie  Eatal  8lBta»  >« 
Iron  tlMi  of  axTOwy  ihowflr 
Bvrtlw  throofl^  the  darken'd  •ir." 


Migbt  I  peribrqa  the  Jiulge'a  pmtt 
TbiS  SGutcaQD  I  should  ^ai'ce  deplore  ; 

It  only  would  rentori^  a  hmxt 
Which  but  belorig'd  to  thea  befgr^p 

Tha  least  atonemsni  I  can  tnake 

la  to  beootDe  no  longor  fr@e  ; 
Henceforth  I  br^th©  but  for  tby  mk% 

Thou  sho^t  ba  oU  in  all  to  mo, 

Eut  tboUj  perhaps,  mayat  now  rejeot 

SuiJh  eipiatbn  of  my  ^iJt : 
Coma,  than,  soma  otber  Txiodo  elcet  i 

Lat  it  ba  daatbj  or  wh(\t  tboti  ^t. 

Choose  theUr  relaiitleaa  1  eld  d  I  aw«ar 

Nought  Khali  thy  droad  deore*  prertfdt  [ 
Yet  hold — one  little  word  forbear  3 
,    Let  it  be  ought  but  banUhmoot. 

I   LOYIS'S    LAST    ADIEU. 

Ths  roMS  of  love  glad  thf  gii^fO/Qf  Hfo, 
ThoQ^  nurtured  'mid  weeds  dreeing  pestilent  dov^ 

mi  time  crops,  the  leasvm  with  unmwcsiful  Jaufy^ 
Or  prunes  them  far  fl¥0r«  In  lore's  li^  94i«tu 

In  vain  with  endearments  we  SQotlie  the  ^  liesrt^ 

In  vain  do  we  vow  Ibr  an  afe  U)  be  troe; 
The  ohanoe  of  an  hour  mav  aornxoand  lis  to  part^ 

Or  death  disunite  us  111  kvft' s  last  adieu  I 

Still  Hope^  breatl^ng  peace  tl^^ns^h  the  grief-swollen  broar^t. 
Will  whisper,  "  Our  m^etiitfr  Vf  yet  mav  ronew  ,'* 

With  this  dream  of  deceit  "kfSpxpt  sorrow  s  repre8B*d| 
Nor  taste  we  the  pdaon  pf  Ioto^b  last  adieu  1 

Oh  I  maik  yon  yon  pair :  in  the  sum^hine  of  youth 
LoTe  twined  round  ^elr  childhood  his  flowers  as  they  grew  ; 

They  flourish  awhile  in  the  season  of  truth, 
TUl  chiU'd  by  the  winter  of  love's  last  adieu  1 

Sweet  lady !  why  thus  doth  a  tear  steal  its  way 
Down  a  cheek  which  outrivals  thy  bosom  in  hue  ? 

Yet  why  do  I  ask  T— to  distraction  a  prey. 
Thy  reason  has  perish'd  with  love's  last  adieu } 

Oh  I  who  is  yon  misanthrope,  diunning  mankii^  ? 

From  dties  to  caves  of  $e  forest  he  flew : 
There,  raving,  he  howls  his  complaint  to  the  wind ; 

TIm  woqa&ing  reyetheratie  ^ve'g  last  adieo  1 


Now  hate  rales  a  heart  which  in  love's  easy  chains 
Once  passion's  tumnltuoiis  blandishments  knew. 

Despair  now  inflames  the  dark  tide  of  his  veins ; 
lie  ponders  in  frenzy  on  love's  last  adieu  1 

IIow  he  envies  the  wretch  with  a  sonl  wrapt  in  steel ! 

His  pleasures  are  scarce,  yet  his  troubles  are  few. 
Who  laughs  at  the  pang  that  he  never  can  feel. 

And  dreads  not  tne  anguish  of  love's  last  adieu  1 

Youth  flies,  life  decays,  even  hope  is  o'ercast ; 

No  more  with  love  s  fi>nner  devotion  we  sue : 
IJo  spreads  his  young  winff,  he  retires  with  the  blast ; 

The  shroud  of  affection  is  bve's  last  adieu  ! 

In  this  life  of  probation  for  rapture  divine, 
Astrea  declares  that  some  penance  is  due ; 

From  him  who  has  worshipp^l  at  love's  gentie  shrine, 
The  atonement  is  ample  m  love's  last  adieu  i 

Who  kneels  to  the  god,  on  his  altar  of  light 
MiTst  mjTrtle  and  cypress  alternately  strew : 

Ills  myrtle,  an  emblem  of  purest  delight ; 
His  cypress  the  garland  of  love's  last  aoieu  t 


DAMiBTAS. 

In  law  an  in&nt,  and  in  years  a  boy,* 

In  mind  a  slave  to  every  vicious  joy  ; 

From  every  sense  of  shame  and  virtue  wean'd ; 

In  lies  an  adept,  in  deceit  a  fiend; 

Versed  in  hypocrisy,  while  yet  a  child ; 

Fickle  as  wmd,  of  inclinations  wild ; 

Woman  his  dupe,  his  heedless  friend  a  tool ; 

Old  in  the  world,  though  scarcely  broke  from  school ; 

Damntas  ran  through  all  the  maze  of  sin. 

And  found  the  goal  when  others  just  beg^ : 

Even  still  conflicting  passions  shake  his  soul. 

And  bid  him  drain  the  dregs  of  pleasure's  bowl ; 

But,  pall'd  with  vice,  he  breaks  his  former  chain. 

And  what  was  once  his  bliss  appears  his  bone. 


TO  MAEION. 

Marion  I  why  that  pensive  brow  I 
What  disgust  to  life  hast  thou  ? 
Change  that  discontented  air ; 
Frowns  become  not  one  so  feir. 
'Tis  not  love  disturbs  thy  rest. 
Love 's  a  stranger  to  thy  breast ; 

•  In  lav,  «?«ry  p«aKm  ii  An  inftat  wbo  hM  not  attained  tbe  ag*  of  twentj^aM 
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Mo  in  dimpling  smilca  appears. 
Or  mourns  in  Hwootly  tjratd  tears, 
Or  bends  tho  btigxdd  49j?'olid  down, 
But  shutiE  the  cold  forbidding  frown. 
Then  roaumo  thy  formor  fire, — 
Soma  wiJl  lovflj  und  all  ttdtnir^  ; 
Whilo  ihat  icy  aspect  cbilla  us, 
Kought  but  eool  indifTereGce  tb rills  tvi* 
WoAild^t  tbou  wnndoring  benrts  beguile,     d 
Bmiie  at  lea&t^  ot  seem  to  smilo.  ^ 

Eyes  like  tldne  were  never  meant 
To  hide  tboir  orbs  in  iMrk  restraint ; 
Bpite  of  all  tUou  fkin  wouldst  5ny, 
Btill  m  tniBJit  b«£btn&  tbey  pky. 
Tby  lips — but  here  my  modest  muse 
Hot  imprube  chaste  must  n^cdjs  risftjsQ  : 
Slw  bhikb^t  ctirt'aioa,  frowns — iu  sIioi1„  ^be 
Broods  lest  tbe  subject  sbould  trAin^port  mo  ; 
And  flying  off  in  eearcU  of  roa^on. 
Brings  prudence  back  in  proper  season  ; 
All  1  shall  the rafore  aay  (wbato'er 
I  tbitik,  b  neither  here  nor  there)  I 

la,  that  auoh  lipst  of  looks  <^ideariag;  ^ 

Were  form'd  for  better  thinj^fs  than  anoering ; 
Of  emoothing'  compliments  divested, 
Advim  at  loaflt'a  difcinttTeBtBd ; 
Such  is  my  artless  song  to  thee^ 
From  all  the  flow  of  flatterv  free ; 
Gomisel  like  mine  is  like  a  brothel's. 
My  heart  is  giyen  to  some  others ; 
That  is  to  say,  unskiU*d  to  cosen, 
It  shares  itself  among  a  dozen. 
Marion,  adiea  1  oh,  pr^ythee  slight  not 
This  warning,  thougn  it  ma^  delight  not ; 
And,  lest  my  prooepts  be  displeasing 
^To  those  who  think  romonstrance  teasing, 
*At  once  Til  tell  thee  om>  opinion 
Concerning  woman's  soft  dominion : 
Howe'er  we  gase  with  admiration 
On  eyes  of  bme  or  lips  carnation, 
Howe'er  the  flowinglodks  attract  un^ 
Howe'er  those  beauties  may  distract  us^ 
S^  fickle,  we  are  prone  to  rove, 
These  cannot  fix  our  souls  to  love : 
It  is  not  too  severe  a  stricture 
To  say  they  form  a  pretty  picturo ; 
But  wouldst  thou  see  the  secrot  chain 
Which  binds  us  in  your  humble  traio» 
To  hail  YOU  queens  of  aU  creation, 
&now^  (a  a  word,  'tis  Andultioh. 
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TO  A  LADY, 

WHO  PBESENTED  TO  THE  AX7TH0B  ▲  LOOK  OV  HAIB  BBAIDEO 
WITH  HIS  OWN,  AND  AFPOINTSD  ▲  NtGBT  IN  DBCEMBEB  TO 
MEET  HIM  IN  THE  OABDEN. 

These  looks,  which  fondly  thus  entwine, 
In  firmer  chains  oar  hearts  confine. 
Than  all  th'  unmeaning  proteetetioDS 
Which  swell  with  nonsense  lore  orfttiont. 
Our  love  is  fix'd,  I  think  we'TB  prored  It^ 
Nor  time,  nor  place,  nor  art  have  mofed  it ; 
Then  wherefore  should  we  si^h  and  irhiae. 
With  groundless  jealousy  repme, 
With  silly  whims,  and  fimoies  frantio^ 
Merely  to  make  our  love  romanUe  f 
Why  should  you  weep  like  Lydia  T 
And  f^  with  self-created  aniguish  ! 
Or  doom  the  lover  you  have  ohosen, 
On  winter  nights  to  s!^  half-froeen ; 
In  leafless  slmdes  to  sue  for  pardon. 
Only  hecause  the  scene 's  a  garden  T 
For  gardens  seem,  by  one  consent, 
Since  Shakspeare  set  the  precedent. 
Since  Juliet  first  declared  her  paSBioB> 
To  form  the  place  of  asagnation.* 
Oh!  would  some  modem  muse  inspire, 
And  seat  her  by  a  sea-coal  fire ; 
Or  had  the  bard  at  Christmas  written 
And  laid  the  scene  of  love  in  Britain, 
He  surely,  in  commiseration. 
Had  changed  the  place  of  declaration. 
In  Italy  Tve  no  objecticm : 
Warm  nights  are  proper  for  reflection ; 
But  here  our  climate  is  so  rigid. 
That  love  itself  is  rather  fri^d  J 
Think  on  our  chilly  situation. 
And  /»urb  this  rage  for  imitation ; 
Then  let  us  meet,  as  oft  we've  done. 
Beneath  the  influence  of  the  sun ; 
Or,  if  at  midnight  I  must  meet  you. 
Within  your  mansion  let  me  greet  you : 
lliere  we  can  love  for  hours  together, 
Muc^  better,  in  such  snowy  weather. 
Than  i^aoed  in  all  th'  Areadian  groves 
That  ever  witnessed  rural  loves ; 

•  in  the  aboTe  UUla  plaoe,  «h«  Mithftr  hM  hem  tmoMd  tar  waamtandld i-Mden «l 
Introducing  the  nam«  of  m  lady  tmrn  whom  he  was  noxao  hundred  mUee  distant  at  the  tim* 
this  was  written ;  and  poor  Juliet,  who  has  slept  so  long  In  "  l^  tomb  of  aU  tb* 
Gapnlets."  has  been  eonTerted,  with  a  trifling  alteration  of  har  iMwe,  into  an  Bo^Uak 
damsel,  walking  in  a  garden  of  their  own  creation,  during  the  month  of  I>ee0mb*r,  ia 
a  village  where  the  author  never  passed  a  winter.  Such  has  been  the  candour  of  sni— 
ingenious  critlos.  We  would  advise  these  Hiera)  commentatoif  ou  tafte  «nd  «rbiWr«  «# 
decorum  to  rend  SAaJHpMtrt. 


BOUBS  OF 


N6zt  nlglit  ni  bo  oontenfe  fi»  flMM ; 
No  n^e  ra  glt»  a  10089  to  liQg^terj 


OSOAB  OF  AI<VA,t 


How  iwMdif  diinoo  iluroiH^  Mom  sUm 


Tho  luqp  of  iMttVwi  Oft  Xom'o  dkoco  ; 
Whero  Jdmrn  hooiy  iomts  xbe^ 
And  iMor  Ibodia  of  onumo  iMnk 

Bui  oftflQ  hto  jaa  ioIBbs  mooa 
On  Aim's  omoom  of  lunr  plo/d  ; 

And  Tiow'dat  mwiiigliVo  dlmii  noon 
Hot  oidafli  fngknotag  BMil  omqr'd: 


And  on  tho  orimMn'd  fookobonooth, 

Whioh  MMrl  d'or  «oflMi'o  iollMi  flinr, 
lUo  in  tiM  Mottat^d  nrnks  of  doMih, 

Sho  oKfT  tiio  §M|ilDg  wanlor  loir ; 

While  UMoiy  on  oy*  iviiloh  M^or  ogtlB 

Could  maik  tlie  rising  orb  of  day, 
Tum'd  feebly  from  thec^ory  plain. 

Beheld  In  death  her  mding  ray. 

Onoe  to  those  eves  the  lamp  of  Loto^ 
They  bless'd  ner  dear  inropitioiis  light ; 

But  now  she  glimmered  from  above, 
A  sad,  funereal  torch  of  night. 

Faded  is'  Alva's  noble  rsoe. 

And  gray  her  towers  are  seen  afer ; ' 
No  more  her  heroes  urge  the  dhase. 

Or  roll  the  crimson  tide  of  war. 

But  who  was  last  of  Alva's  clan  ? 

Why  grows  the  moss  on  Alva*s  stone  ! 
ller  towers  resound  no  stops  of  man. 

They  echo  to  the  gale  alone. 

And  when  that  gale  is  fierce  and  high,  . 

A  sound  is  heurd  in  yonder  hall ; 
It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sky. 

And  vibrates  o'er  the  mouldering  wall. 

Sk  I  few  IiCAi'F  to  nplTy  Tb  b  qnEitntlnb  A-nia  ab  u)uilr«d  wcrk^— *'  Cut'*  Stranger  in 
BML~—  Aji  Te  wcFB  c^Kut^vj  plhtl  ag  a  prLln  t1  ag.  an  s  lArgc  eos-lu^  in  whic^^i  <  kmong  othflV 
■^  ktlK  imeiivcrvd  vba1<e- (bi^Ii  pf  m-  vaTrJcfr,  ■  pnidUlll-lDakLta^lAdy,  whOMSllMd 
^W  I— efegJ  Iho  »e<  of  4««p«l«thLJi^i  ^rt«  IavIilb  atUenyTiilif  BurvETwL  Lt  through  he» 
i^Ote^nwd  t4  Imr  jw^tfi  tlio^  thipt^  vu  n  ^jt^mI  JqaI  nf  Lj]i]«<:»i-nirii^  in  thfttinofeim. 
Al^tf  a  pklWiUj  w¥1vp4nd  In  mT  WJ*  Utint  tJi^  IniJciackTiiiii  wid  3  n  t,b  b  rumjurk."  _ 

■ha  nUMltripTu  «C  Ihk  teU  wh  iUf^i^iiiM  hs  tlie  itvr;  af  "  J^ionvm^  aoi'  ~ 
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Tes,  when  the  eddying  tempest  sigbfl^ 
It  shakes  the  shield  of  Oscar  brave ; 

But  there  no  more  his  bannera  rise, 
No  more  his  plumes  of  sable  wave. 

Fair  shone  the  sun  on  Oscar's  birth, 
When  Angus  hail'd  his  eldest  bom  ; 

The  vassals  round  their  chieftain's  hearth 
Crowd  to  applaud  the  happy  mom. 

They  feast  upon  the  mountain  deer. 
The  pibroch  raised  its  piercing  note : 

To  gladden  more  their  Highland  cheer. 
The  strains  in  martial  numbers  float ; 

And  they  who  heard  the  war-notes  wild. 
Hoped  that  one  day  the  pibroch's  strain 

Should  play  before  the  hero's  child^ 
While  he  should  lead  the  tartan  train. 

Another  year  is  quickly  past, . 

And  Angus  haus  another  son ; 
His  natal  dav  is  like  the  last. 

Nor  soon  the  jocund  feast  was  done. 

Taught  by  their  sire  to  bend  the  bow. 

On  Alva's  dusky  hills  of  wind. 
The  boys  in  childhood  chased  the  roe. 

And  left  their  hounds  in  speed  behind. 

But  ere  their  years  of  youth  are  o'er. 
They  mingle  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 

They  lightly  wheel  the  bright  claymore. 
And  send  the  whistling  arrow  mr. 

Dark  was  the  flow  of  Oscar's  hair. 
Wildly  it  stream'd  along  the  gale  ; 

But  Allan's  locks  were  bright  and  fidr. 
And  pensive  seem'd  his  cheek,  and  pale. 

But  Oscar  own'd  a  hero's  soul. 

His  dark  eye  shone  through  beams  of  tmth ; 
Allan  had  early  leam'd  control. 

And  smooth  his  words  had  been  from  youth. 

Both,  both  were  brave :  the  Saxon  spear 
Was  shiver'd  oft  beneath  their  st^el ; 

And  Oscar's  bosom  scom'd  to  fear. 
But  Oscar's  bosom  knew  to  feel ; 

While  Allan's  soul  belied  his  form. 
Unworthy  with  such  charms  to  dwell : 

Keen  as  the  lightning  of  the  storm. 
On  foes  his  deadly  vengeance  {en. 

From  hl^  Southannon's  distant  tower 
Arrived  a  young  and  noble  dame ; 

With  Kenneth's  lands  to  form  her  dower, 
Glenalvon's  blue-eyed  daughter  came  | 


Aii4O8oardalni'dak0be«ix^^  ' 

And  Axigat^m  hlB  OBd^'mtB^kd  i 

Hark  to  tlw  pjl^odi's  i^md^ 

HarictoiiMgwc^fingnv^^yptf    * 
In  joycras  stwui  tfaie  ^ow  fbi^' ' .  V 


j 


Assembled  imiNi^  in 'AWs  Wx  I 

Attebd&igdatiiflir<£S&ifiiV<yi^  '^^ 

Itisiioii^tibflir«ld^ 

Thepibroe^'] 
ToOioai'Biiiqiil 

N<v  yet  the  poimds  off 

But  where  is  Obcbut  H  sure  'tis  laU  : 
Tfi  this  A  bridc^g1-oom'B  ardent  flnms? 

WMe  tlirongiiig  guests  and  ladie^s  wait^ 
Nor  Oackr  nor  m£  br oilier  came^ 

At  leogth  jo-ang  Allan  joined  the  brid^  l 
"  Why  ec?mea  not  Oacttr  ?"  Aogtis  eaid  ; 

"  Ib  be  not  here  ?"  tbo  youth  replied ; 
"  With  mo  ho  roved  not  o'er  tho  glade. 

"  Perchance^  foi^etfiil  of  the  day, 
'Tis  his  to  chase  the  bounding  roe ; 

Or  ocean's  waves  prolong  his  stay ; 
Yet  Oscar's  ban:  is  seldom  slow." 

"Oh,  no ! "  the  anguish'd  sire  rejoin'd, 
"Nor  chase  nor  wave  my  boy  delay ;     ., 

Would  he  to  Mora  seem  unkind  1 
"Would  aught  to  her  impede  his  way  t 

"Oh,  search,  ye  chie&  !  oh,  search  around  t 
Allan,  with  these  through  Alva  fly ; 

Till  Oscar,  till  my  son  is  found. 
Haste,  haste,  nor  dare  attempt  reply." 

All  is  confusion — through  the  vale 
The  name  of  Oscar  hoarsely  rings. 

It  rises  on  the  murmuring  gue. 
Till  night  expands  her  dusky  wings ; 

It  bi  eaks  the  stillness  oi  thci  night. 
But  echoes  through  her  shades  in  vain. 

It  somids  through  morning's  misty  light. 
But  Oscar  comes  not  o'er  the  puiin. 

Three  dajg,  three  sleepless  nights^  the  Chief 
For  Osoff^search'd  each  mountain  cave  I 

Then  hope  is  lost ;  in  boundless  grief. 
His  locks  in  gray-torn  ringlets  wave. 
D 
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"  Oscar  1  XAJ  son ! — thou  God  of  beav'Sf 
Bestoi*e  the  prop  oi  sinking  age  I 

Or  if  that  hope  no  more  is  given, 
Tidd  his  assaasin  to  my  rage. 

''Yes,  on  some  desert  rocky  shore 
My  Oscar's  whiten'd  bones  must  lie ; 

Then  grant,  thou  God !  I  ask  no  more, 
Wiuk  him  his  frantic  sire  may  die ! 

**  Yet  he  may  live — away,  despair  ! 

Be  calm,  my  soul !  he  yet  may  live  ; 
r  arraign  my  fate,  my  voice  forbear ! 

0  Gk>d  1  my  impious  prayer  forgive. 

*' What,  if  he  live  for  me  no  more, 

1  sink  forgotten  in  the  dust. 
The  hope  of  Alva's  age  is  o'er ; 

Alasl  oanpangslikethese  be  just?" 

Thus  did  the  hapless  parent  mourn, 
Ml  Time,  which  soothes  severest  woe^ 

Had  bade  serenity  return. 
And  made  the  tear-drop  cease  to  flow. 

For  still  some  latent  hope  survived 
That  Oscar  might  once  more  appear : 

His  hope  now  droop'd  and  now  revived. 
Till  Time  had  told  a  tedious  year. 

Days  roll*d  along,  the  orb  of  light 
A^ain  had  run  his  destined  race ; 

No  Oscar  bless'd  his  Other's  sight. 
And  sorrow  left  a  fainter  trace. 

For  youthful  Allan  still  remain'd. 
And  now  his  father's  only  joy  : 

And  Mora's  heart  was  quickly  gain'd. 
For  beauty  crown'd  tne  fair-hair'd  boy. 

She  thought  that  Oscar  low  was  laid. 
And  AJUan's  face  was  wondrous  fair ; 

If  Oscar  lived,  some  other  maid 
Had  claim'd  his  faithless  bosom's  care. 

And  Ap^us  said,  if  one  year  more 
In  friutless  hope  was  pass'd  away, 

His  fondest  scruples  should  be  o'er. 
And  he  would  name  their  nuptial  day. 

Slow  roll'd  the  moons,  but  blest  at  last 
Arrived  the  dearly  destined  mom  ; 

The  vear  of  anxious  trembling  pasL 
What  smiles  the  lovers'  cheelra  adorn  \ 

Hark  to  the  pibroch's  pleasing  note  ! 

Hark  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song  I 
Tn  joyox3S  strains  the  voices  float. 

And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 


A^in  tlie  cJan^  in  festire  cr&vrd. 
Throng  ttirotigh  the  gnte  of  Alva'a  h^ill ; 

TKe  souuiis  of  mirtli  ro-eoLo  loud. 
And  gJL  tholL-  ftsrmer  joy  tDcallt 

But  who  is  hD^  whosfl  darks'Q'il  Lrow 
Glooms  in  ih^  midst  of  geu^ml  mirtli  I 

Heford  hia  eye^*  far  fiercer  g\oif? 
The  l)iu^  fiamea  curdle  o  er  tho  lieartlw 

Dtirk  ia  the  robe  which  wiiafjs  hia  ibrm. 
And  tali  his  plumo  of  gory  red ; 

ilia  Toioe  is  hlie  the  r  is  Lug  sturm. 
Bub  Ught  &nd  trackless  is  his  tread. 

*Tia  noon  of  night,  the  pledge  goes  rmmd. 
The  hiid^groom'a  health  b  deeply  ouafTd  ; 

With  shoutfl  the  vnulted  roofs  rosouna, 
And  &11  oombine  to  hail  the  draught. 

Sudden  the  fftranger-clixef  rtroso. 
And  &I1  the  cUmorous  crewd  are  hash'd ; 

And  AURfna'  cheek  with  wonder  {>lowSj 
And  Morals  tender  hosoni  blush'd. 

"Old  man  ! "  bo  oriod,  "  this  p]<idgfl  is  done  ; 

Thou  Eaw'st  *twiis  duly  drunk  by  me  : 
It  haii'd  tha  nuptinJs  of  thy  sou  ; 

Now  will  I  chini  a  pledge  from  thee. 

"*  Wliil«  ail  around  ia  mirth  emd  joy^ 

To  bless  thy  Allan's  happy  lot. 
Say,  badife  tbcm  ne'er  anoth^  boy  t 

Say,  why  should  Oscar  be  forgot?" 

''Alaar  thehe^lMi8lrari|>l!ed, 

The  bte  tear  starting  as  he  spoke^ 
"  When  Oscar  tofb  my  haU,  or  died. 

This  aged  heart  was  ahnost  broke. 

•*  Thrice  has  the  earth  revolved  her  course 
Since  Oscar's  form  has  bless'd  my  sight ; 

And  AJlan  is  my  last  resource, 
SBiBce  martial  Osear^s  death  or  flight." 

**'Tis  weH,"^  replied  the  stran^r  stem. 
And  fieraely  flash'd  his  rollmg  eye : 
•    Thr  Osoai's  Ate  I  &in  would  learn : 
Perbaps  the  heiD  did  not  die. 

^  Peicbance^  if  those  whom  most  he  loved 

Would  call,  tiiy  Osear  might  return ; 
Perchance  the  cmef  has  only  roved ; 

For  him  thy  Bdtane  yet  may  bum.* 

l«»TkM,  •  B%UmA  flMtlVil  on  tlie  flnt  of  Wav,  lid d  nou  Atm  llglitod  for  thn 
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"  Fill  high  the  bowl  the  table  round, 
We  will  not  claim  the  pledge  by  stealth ; 

With  wine  let  every  cup  be  crown'd  ; 
Pledge  me  departed  Oscar^s  health." 

"  With  all  my  soul,"  old  Angus  said. 

And  fiU'd  his  goblet  to  the  brim  ; 
**  Here's  to  my  boy !  fdive  or  dead, 

I  no*er  shall  find  a  son  like  him." 

"  Bravely,  old  man,  this  health  has  sped  ; 

But  why  does  trembling  Allan  stand  I 
Come,  drink  remembrance  of  the  deadj. 

And  raise  thy  cup  with  firmer  hand. 

The  crimson  glow  of  Allan's  face 

Was  tum*d  at  once  to  ghastly  hue ; 
The  drops  of  death  each  other  chase 

Adown  in  agonizing  dew. 

Thrice  did  he  raise  the  goblet  high. 
And  thrice  his  hps  remsed  to  teste  ; 

For  thrice  he  caught  the  stranger's  eye 
On  his  with  deadly  fury  pla^d. 

"  And  is  it  thus  a  brother  halls 
A  brother's  fond  remembrance  here? 

If  thus  affection's  strength  prevails,  '  * 
What  might  we  not  expect  from  fear  ? "    * 

Housed  by  the  sneer,  he  raised  the  bowl, 
"  Would  Oscar  now  could  share  our  mirth !" 

Internal  fear  appall' d  his  soul ; 
He  said,  and  dash'd  the  cup  to  earth. 

**  'Tis  he !  I  hear  my  murderer's  voice  !" 
Loud  shrieks  a  darkly-gleaming  form ; 

'*  A  murderer's  voice  !  the  roof  repliosf, 
And  deeply  swells  the  bursting  storm. 

The  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink. 
The  stranger  *s  gone, — amidst  the  crew 

A  form  was  seen  in  tartan  green. 
And  tall  the  shade  terrific  grew. 

His  waist  was  bound  with  a  broad  belt  romid, 
His  plume  of  sable  stream'd  on  high  ; 

But  his  breast  was  bare,  with  the  r^  wounds  there, 
And  fix'd  was  the  glare  of  his  glassy  eye. 

And  thrice  he  smiled,  with  his  eye  so  wild. 

On  Angus  bending  low  the  knee  ; 
And  thrice  he  firowird  on  a  chief  on  the  ground, 

Whom  shivering  crowds  with  horror  see. 

The  bolts  loud  roll,  fix)m  pole  to  pole 
The  thunders  through  the  welkin  ring. 

And  ihe  gleaming  form,  through  the  midst  of  the  ston 
Was  borne  on  high  by  the  whii'lwind's  wing. 
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Cold  was  the  feast,  the  revel  ceased, — 

Who  lies  upon  the  stony  floor  f 
Oblivion  preee'd  old  Angus*  breast, 

At  length  his  life-pulse  throbs  once  mora. 

"  Away !  away !  let  the  leech  essay 

To  poor  the  light  on  Allan's  eyes :" 
His  sand  is  done^ — ^his  race  is  run  ; 

Oh  1  naver  more  shall  Allan  rise  1 

But  Oscar^s  breast  is  cold  as  clay. 

His  locks  are  lifted  by  the  gale : 
And  Allan's  barbM  arrow  lay 

With  him  in  dark  Glentaiuu^s  vole. 

And  whence  the  dreadful  stranger  came. 

Or  who,  no  mortal  wight  can  tell ; 
But  no  one  doubts  the  form  of  flame. 

For  Alva's  sons  knew  Oscar  well. 

Ambition  nerved  young'  Allan's  hand, 

Exulting  demons  wing'd  his  dart ; 
While  Envy  waved  her  burning^  brand. 

And  pour'd  her  venom  round  his  heart. 

Swift  is  the  shaft  from  Allan's  bow ; 

Whose  streaming  life-blood  stains  his*  side  f 
Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  is  low. 

The  dart  has  dnmk  his  vital  tide. 

And  Mora's  c^e  oould  AUan  move. 

She  bade  his  wounded  pride  rebel ; 
Alas  !  that  eyes  which  beam'd  with  love 

Should  urge  the  soul  to  deeds  of  hell. 

Lo  !  seest  thou  not  a  lonely  tomb 

Which  rises  o'er  a  warrior  dead  ? 
It  glimmers  through  the  twilight  gloom ; 

Oh !  that  is  Ally's  nuptial  bed. 

Far,  distant  far,  the  noble  grav,:' 

Which  held  his  clan's  great  ashes  stood ; 
And  o'er  his  corse  no  banners  wave. 

For  they  were  stain'd  with  kindred  blood. 

What  minstrel  gray,  what  hoary  bard, 
Shall  Allan's  deeds  on  harp-sti-ings  raise  ? 

The  song  is  glory's  chief  reward, 

But  who  can  strike  a  murderei^'s  praise  ? 

Unstrung,  untouch'd,  the  harp  must  stand, 

No  minstrel  dare  the  theme  awake  ; 
Guilt  would  benumb  his  palsied  hand, 

His  harp  in  shuddering  chords  would  break, 

No  lyre  of  fame,  no  hallow'd  verse, 

Shall  sound  his  glories  high  in  air ; 
A  dying  father's  bitter  curse, 

A  brother's  de&th-grooD  echoes  there. 
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Nisns^  the  guardian  of  the  portal  stood. 

Eager  to  gild  his  arms  with  hostile  blood ; 

Well  skill  d  in  fight  the  quivering  lance  to  wlM, 

Or  pour  his  arrows  through  th'  embattled  field : 

From  Ida  torn,  he  left  his  sylvmi  oave. 

And  sought  a  foreign  home,  a  dSstant  gnrt. 

To  watch  the  movements  of  the  Dauaiaa  host^ 

With  him  Euryalus  sustains  the  post ; 

No  lovelier  mien  adom'd  the  ranks  of  Troy, 

And  beardless  bloom  yet  jgraced  the  gallant  boy ; 

Though  few  the  seasons  of  his  youtMal  life. 

As  yet  a  novice  in  the  martial  strife, 

'Twas  his,  with  beaut|r,  valour's  ^ifts  to  share— 

A  soul  heroic,  as  his  n>nn  was  fair : 

These  bum  with  one  pure  flame  of  gaaerouB  lore ; 

In  peace,  in  war,  united  still  the^  move  ; 

Friendship  and  glory  form  tlneir  joint  reward ; 

And  now  combined  they  hold  their  nightly  guiard. 

"  What  ffod,"  exolaim'd  the  fimt^  ''  lastils  thb  fii*e '. 
Or,  in  itself  a  god,  what  great  desire  I 
My  labouring  soul,  with  anxious  thought  cypress' d, 
Abhors  this  station  of  inglorious  rest ; 
The  love  of  fame  with  this  can  ill  acoord> 
Be*t  mine  to  seek  for  glorv  with  my  sword. 
Seest  thou  yon  camp,  witn  torches  twinkling  dim, 
Where  drunken  slumbers  wrap  each  lazy  limb  ? 
Where  confidence  and  ease  the  watch  disdain. 
And  drowsy  Silence  holds  hw  sable  reign  f 
Then  hear  my  thought : — In.  deep  and  sullai  grief 
Our  troops  and  leaders  mourn  their  absent  chief: 
Now  could  the  gifts  and  promised  prize  be  thine 
(The  deed,  the  danger,  and  the  &me  be  mine). 
Were  this  decreed,  beneath  yon  rising  mound, 
Methinks,  an  easy  path  perchance  were  found  : 
Which  past,  I  speed  my  way  to  Pallas'  walls. 
And  lead  iBneas  firom  Evander's  halls." 

With  equal  ardour  fired,  and  warlike  joy, 
His  glowing  fidend  address'd  the  Dardan  bov : — 
"  These  deeds,  my  Nisus,  shalt  thou  dare  alone  1 
Must  all  the  fame,  the  peril,  be  thine  own  t 
Am  I  by  thee  despised,  and  left  afar. 
As  one  unfit  to  share  the  toils  of  war  ? 
Not  thus  his  son  the  great  Opheltes  taught ; 
Not  thus  my  sire  in  Argive  combats  fought ; 
Not  thus,  when  Ilion  fell  by  heavenly  hate, 
I  track'd  ^neas  through  the  walks  of  fate : 
Tbon  know'st  my  deeds,  my  Vnreaafc  disvoid  of  fear, 
And  hostile  life-drops  dim  my  gory  6]^e^. 
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^_ _  j'aBOtil  witb  hopo  unmortfLl  butna, 
And  lilb,  ignoble  life,  f^r  g^Qt^  spntiv?, 
Famo^  fame  ia  cheaply  carn'd  by  flGotiDg  breath  ; 
Tba  prica  of  honour  is  tho  deep  of  death." 


Then  Ni«us, — '^  Coloi  thy  bosom's  fond  ularmf , 
Thj  heart  beats  fioi?oe]y  to  the  din  of  arms. 
Horo  dfstr  tby  worth  and  Talour  thnn  my  own^ 
I  swe:ir  by  him  wlio  fills  Olympus'  throne  1 
So  may  I  triiunph,  us  I  ^p<^ak  tbo  tratb, 
And  oltvsp  again  the  comrade  cf  my  youth  t 
Hut  ehomd  I  &1I, — and  ho  who  dares  advai];C« 
Through  hofitib  legions  ttiost  abide  by  chancflt^^ 
If  some  Rutuhan  arm,  with  adverse  blow. 
Should  lay  tho  iriond  who  over  loved  thoa  loir. 
Live  thou*  sueh  beautioa  I  wotild  fain  preserve 
^nby  budding*  years  a  lon^then'd  term  doeervQp 
Wh^n  humbled  in  the  diist»  lot  somo  one  bo 
Whose  gentle  eyes  wiU  shed  ojoo  tear  for  me ; 
Whose  manly  arm  may  Enatch  me  back  by  toroO| 
Or  wealth  redoem  frtJtu  fnea  my  CHptiw  cotae; 
Or,  it  my  deetiny  tb^a  last  deny, 
If  in  the  s^poiler'e  power  my  asboa  he. 
Thy  pious  c*re  iiosty  raise  a  Bimple  tomb. 
To  mark  thy  lovte,  and  fiigncJize  my  doom* 
Wliy  shouH  thy  dotiBg  wrettibt^d  mother  weep 
B  i- "  ■  ■ :.  i  V  \  ■■' )  y J  reohned  Lu  l  : .  - 1 !  ■ :  r  -■.  :-.lif  ep  ? 
\Vj'  K  :■■■:•  X'.:}-  eakoj  the  t.'  r-  ^  :  ivy  dared,, 

Who^  for  thy  sake,  war^n  deadly  peril  shared ; 
Who  braTod  what  woman  nerer  braved  before^ 
And  left  her  nadve  for  the  Latiaii  ahore." 
"  In  vain  joa  damp  the  ardour  of  my  scnSL," 
Replied  Euryahia :  f' it  loorDB  control ! 
Hence,  let  va  baste  1" — their  brother  goarda  aroM^ 
Roused  by  theur  call,  nor  oourt  again  repoee ; 
The  pair,  booy'd  up  on  Hope's  exulting  wing^, 
Thdr  stationa  leave,  and  speed  to  seek  the  king, 

Now  o'er  the  earth  a  solemn  stillness  ran. 
And  luU'd  alike  the  cares  of  brute  and  man ; 
Save  where  the  Dardan  leaders  nightly  hold 
Alternate  converse,  and  their  pla^  unfold. 
On  one  great  point  the  coundl  are  agreed. 
An  instant  message  to  their  prince  decreed ; 
Each  lean'd  upon  the  lance  ne  w^  could  wiel^ 
And  poised  with  easy  arm  his  ancient  shield ; 
When  Nisus  and  his  friend  their  leave  request 
To  offer  something  to  their  high  behest. 
With  anxious  tremors,  yet  unawed  by  foar. 
The  fiedthful  pair  before  the  throne  appear ; 
lulus  greets  them  :  at  his  kind  command^ 
Th#  ^er  first  adoress'd  the  hoary  band. 

.  ' '  With  patience  **  fthtu  Hyrtacidea  becan) 
"  AUeo4f  nor  judge  nrom  youih  our  bmnhle  plan* 
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Where  yonder  beacons  half  expiring  beam. 
Our  slumbering  foes  of  future  conquest  dream, 
Nor  heed  tiiat  we  a  secret  path  have  ti-aced. 
Between  the  ocean  and  the  portal  placed. 
Beneath  the  covert  of  the  bfackening  smoke. 
Whose  shade  securely  our  design  will  cloak ; 
If  you,  ye  chiefii,  and  fortune  will  allow. 
We'll  bend  our  course  to  yonder  mountain's  brojr;, 
Where  Pallas'  walls  at  distance  meet  the  sight, 
Seen  o'er  the  glade,  when  not  obsciured  by  night  s 
ilien  shall  Mneas  in  his  pride  return. 
While  hostile  matrons  raise  their  ofi^ring's  urn ; 
And  Latian  spoils  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead 
Shall  mark  the  havoc  of  our  hero's  tread. 
Such  is  our  purpose,  not  unknown  the  way ; 
Where  yonder  torrent's  devious  waters  stray. 
Oft  have  we  seen,  when  hunting  by  the  stream. 
The  distant  spires  above  the  valleys  gleam." 

Mature  in  years,  for  sober  wisdom  &med. 
Moved  by  the  speech,  Alethes  here  exclaim'd, — 
'*  Ye  parent  gods  !  who  rule  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Still  dwells  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy ; 
When  minds  Uke  these  in  striplings  thus  ye  raise. 
Yours  is  the  godlike  act,  be  yours  the  praise  ; 
In  pliant  youth,  my  fidnting  hopes  revive. 
And  Ilion's  wonted  glories  still  survive." 
Then  in  his  warm  embrace  the  boys  he  press'd, 
And,  quivering,  strain'd  them  to  his  aged  breast ; 
With  tears  the  burning  cheek  of  each  bedew*d. 
And,  sobbing,  thus  his  first  discourse  renew*d  : 
**  What  gift,  my  countrymen,  what  martial  prize 
Can  we  bestow,  which  you  may  not  despise  f 
Our  deities  the  first  best  boon  have  given — 
Internal  virtues  are  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
What  poor  rewards  can  bless  your  deeds  on  earth, 
Doubtless  await  such  young,  exalted  worth, 
^neas  and  Ascanius  shall  combine 
To  yield  applause  far,  far  surpassing  mine." 
lulus  then : — "By  all  the  powers  above  I 
By  those  Penates  who  my  country  love ! 
By  hoary  Vesta's  sacred  fime,  I  swear 
My  hopes  are  all  in  you,  ye  generous  pair  I 
Bestore  my  father  to  my  grateful  sight. 
And  all  my  sorrows  yield  to  one  delight. 
Nisus  !  two  silver  goblets  are  thine  own. 
Saved  fix>m  Arisba^  stately  domes  o'erthrown  ; 
My  sire  secured  them  on  that  fatal  day, 
Nor  left  such  bowls  an  Argive  robber's  prey: 
Two  massy  tripods,  also,  shall  be  thine  ; 
Two  talents  polish'd  from  the  glittering  mine  ; 
An  andent  cup,  which  Tyrian  I)ido  gave. 
While  yet  our  vessels  press'd  the  Punic  wave  J 
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But  when  the  hostile  ohie&  at  length  bow  dowo^ 

When  great  ^neas  wears  Hesperia's  crown, 

The  casque^  thel^uckler^  and  the  fiery  steed 

Which  Tomus  guides  with  more  than  mortal  speed. 

Are  thine  ;  no  envious  lot  shall  then  be  cast^ 

I  pledge  my  word,  irrevocably  past : 

May,  more,  twelve  slaves,  and  twice  si^  captive  dames. 

To  soothe  thy  softer  hours  with  amorous  flames. 

And  all  Uie  realms  which  now  the  Latins  sway. 

The  labours  of  to-night  shall  well  repay. 

But  thou,  my  generous  youth,  whose  tender  years 

Are  near  my  own,  whose  worth  mv  heart  reveres. 

Henceforth  affiBction  sweetly  thus  begun, 

Shall  join  oar  bosoms  and  our  souls  in  one ; 

Without  thy  aid,  no  glory  shall  be  mine ; 

Without  thy  dear  advice,  no  great  design  ; 

Alike  throiu;h  hfo  esteem'd,  thou  godlike  boy. 

In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  joy." 

To  him  Euryalus :— "No  day  shall  shame 
The  rising  glories  which  from  this  I  claim. 
Fortune  may  feivour,  or  the  skies  may  frown, 
But  valour,  spite  of  feite,  obtains  renown. 
Tet^  ere  fixmi  hence  our  eager  steps  depart. 
One  boon  I  b^,  the  nearest  to  my  heart : 
My  mother,  tprang  fix>m  Priam's  royal  lino. 
Line  thine  ennoblM,  hardly  less  divme. 
Nor  Troy  nor  Khig  Acester  realms  restrain 
Her  feeble  age  fix>m  dane^rs  of  the  msdn  ; 
Alone  she  came,  all  selfish  fears  above, 
A  bright  example  of  maternal  love. 
Unknown  the  secret  enterprise  I  brave, 
Lest  grief  should  bend  my  parent  to  the  grave ; 
From  this  alone  no  fond  adieus  I  seek, 
No  Minting  mother's  lips  have  press'd  my  check ; 
Bv  gloomy  night  and  tny  right  hand  I  vow 
Her  parting  tears  would  shake  my  purpose  now ; 
Do  thou,  my  prince,  her  failing  ago  sustain. 
In  thee  her  much-loved  child  may  live  again ; 
Her  dying  hours  with  pious  conduct  bless. 
Assist  her  wants,  relieve  her  fond  distress  : 
So  dear  a  hope  must  all  my  soul  inflame. 
To  rise  in  glory,  or  to  &11  in  fame." 
Struck  vrith  a  filial  care  so  deeply  felt. 
In  tears  at  once  the  Trojan  warriors  melt : 
Faster  than  all,  lulus'  eyes  o'erflow ; 
Such  love  was  his,  and  such  had  been  his  woe. 
"All  thou  hast  ask'd,  receive,"  the  prince  replietl ; 
"  Nor  this  alone,  but  many  a  gift  beside. 
To  cheer  thy  mother's  years,  shall  be  my  aim, 
Creusa's  style  but  wanting  to  the  dame.* 

•       •  TiM  BBothw  of  lultu,  lost  on  the  night  when  Troy  waa  taken. 
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Fortune  an  adverse  wayward  course  may  nm. 

But  bless'd  th^  mother  in  so  dear  a  son. 

Now,  by  my  life  1 — mv  sire's  most  sacred  oath — 

To  tboe  I  pledge  my  niU,  my  firmest  troth, 

All  the  rewards  which  once  to  thee  were  yoVd, 

If  thou  shouldst  fall,  on  her  shall  be  bestow'd." 

Thus  spoke  the  weeping  prince,  then  forth  to  view 

A  gleaming  £Etlchion  from  the  sheath  he  drew; 

Lycaon's  utmost  skill  had  graced  the  steel, 

For  friends  to  envy  and  for  foes  to  feel : 

A  tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  spoil. 

Slain  'midst  the  forest,  in  the  hunter's  toil, 

Mnestheus  to  guard  the  elder  youth  bestows. 

And  old  Alethes'  casque  defends  his  brows. 

Arm'd,  thence  they  go,  while  all  th'  assembled  tmm, 

To  aid  their  cause,  implore  the  eods  in  vain. 

More  than  a  boy,  in  wisdom  and  in  grace, 

lulus  holds  amidst  the  chie&  his  {dace : 

His  prayer  he  sends ;  but  what  can  prayers  avail. 

Lost  in  the  murmurs  of  the  sighing  gale  1 

The  ti*ench  is  pass'd,  and,  £iivour'd  by  the  ni^ht^ 
Through  sleeping  foes  they  wheel  their  wary  flight. 
When  shall  the  sleep  of  many  a  foe  be  o*er  ? 
Alas  !  some  slumber  who  shall  wake  no  moro  t 
Chariots  and  bridles,  mix'd  with  arms,  are  seen ; 
And  flowing  flasks,  and  scatter'd  troops  between : 
Bacchus  and  Mars  to  rule  the  oamp  combine ; 
A  mingled  chaos  this  of  war  and  wine. 
"Now,"  cries  the  firsts  "  for  deeds  of  blood  prepare, 
With  me  the  conquest  and  the  labour  share : 
Here  lies  our  path ;  lest  any  hand  arise. 
Watch  thou,  while  many  a  dreaming  chieftain  dies : 
I'll  carve  our  passage  through  the  heedless  foe. 
And  clear  thy  road  with  many  a  deadly  blow." 
His  whispering  accents  then  the  youth  repressed. 
And  pierced  proud  Bhamnes  through  his  pantixtt^  breas 
Stretch'd  at  his  ease,  th'  incautious  king  reposed; 
Debauch,  and  not  fatigue,  his  eyes  had  closed : 
To  Tumus  dear,  a  prophet  and  a  prince. 
His  omens  more  than  augur's  skill  evince ; 
But  he,  who  thus  foretold  the  &te  of  all. 
Could  not  avert  his  own  untimelv  fidl. 
Next  Remus'  armourbearer,  hapless,  fell. 
And  three  unhappy  slaves  the  carnage  swell; 
The  charioteer  along  his  courser's  sides 
Expires,  the  steel  his  sever' d  neck  divides ; 
And,  last,  his  lord  is  number'd  with  the  dead : 
Bounding  convulsive,  flies  the  gasping  head  ; 
From  the  swoll'n  veins  the  blackening  toiTents  pour ; 
Stain'd  is  the  couch  and  earth  with  clotting  gore. 
Young  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  next  expire. 
And  gay  Seranus,  fill'd  with  youthful  tire :  • 
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Half  tha  long  night  in  ctUdish  games  wm  paBs'd, 
LnlVd  hy  th^  potent  grapSj  he  slept  dt  l^^t : 
All  1  happier  far  hml  be  th&  mora  siirrey'd. 
And  till  Aurum*s  dawn  bi«  skill  diapJa/cL 

In  Bbygliter'd  fold,  ihj»  ke^peFs  lost  io  ^eep^ 
Hia  huDgry  fangs  a  Hon  thoa  m^j  staep  ; 
'Mid  theftftd  flciok>  at  dead  of  eight  h©  prowl^ 
With  rawder  glutted,  and  in  carnjijra  rolls  : 
Inji&tiate  Billif  throngh  teetnitig  horda  he  rooms  | 
In  Bcas  of  gore  the  lordlj  tyrant  foams* 

Nof  less  ths  othfsr's  deadly  vengeanoe  cnme^ 
But  falls  on  foeble  crowds  vntbout  a  Dame  ; 
Hid  woiuid  uncon£oioua  Fadus  ^uarco  can  feel, 
Yet  wakeful  Klis^us  sees  tho  thr^aU^itingsieAj 
Kia  cowiLrd  breast  behind  a  jar  he  hid^ 
And  vaJuly  m  the  wetik  defiance  caniidyea  ; 
Full  in  his  hearty  the  falchion  ecarch^d  hia  Teioi?, 
The  rcekin^f  weapon  bejvra  alt43rnate  stoiua  ; 
Through  wme  and  blood,  commiugliug  ua  they  ^Qir^ 
One  feeble  fipirit  aoeke  th£i  flhadcs  below.. 
Now  whero  Mesisapus  dw#lt  they  hei^  their  way. 
Whoso  flrea  emit  a  faint  and  trembling  my  ; 
Tbe^re^  uncoahned,  heboid  eo^h  gracing  stood, 
Uawatch'd,  unheeded,  on  tho  heibege  feed ; 
Bravo  NUua  here  aiTeets  hi&  couii'ade^B  arm, 
Too  iuBh'd  with  camagO|  and  with  cociqueBt  wann : 
"  Hence  lot  ua  haate,  the  dangeroua  poUi  ia  pasfl*d  ; 
Full  foes  enough  to -night  have  breathed  Ihoir  Lo&t* 
Soon  will  tho  day  those  caBtom  c1oUiJ£  adorn  ; 
Now  lot  us  apeed,  nor  tempt  tho  riiiing  morn.*' 

With  silver  arms^  wi&  vatious  art  embossed, 
What  bowls  and  mantles  in  confusion  toss'd. 
They  leave  r^;ardless !  yet  one  glittering  prise 
Attraets  the  younger  hero's  wandering  eves ; 
The  gilded  harness  Rhamnes*  coursers  felt, 
The  gems  which  stud  the  monarch's  golden  belt ; 
This  firom  the  pallid  corse  was  (j^uiokly  torn. 
Once  by  a  line  of  fonner  ehieftoins  worn. 
Th'  exalting  boy  the  studded  ghrdle  wears, 
Messapns'  nelm  his  head  in  triumph  bears ; 
Then  m>m  the  tents  their  cautious  steps  they  bend, 
To  seek  the  vale  where  safer  paths  extend* 

Just  at  this  hour,  a  band  of  Latian  honse 
To  Tamils'  oamp  pursue  their  destined  con  r«e : 
While  the  slow  toot  their  tardy  march  delay. 
The  knig^,  impatient,  spur  along  the  way :  ' 
Three  hundred  mail-clad  men,  by  volscens  led. 
To  Tomus  with  their  masteVs  promise  sped ; 
Now  they  approach  the  trench,  and  view  the  iraUlf 
When,  on  tbo  ia^  a  light  reSeotion  falls ; 
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The  plundered  helmet,  through  the  waning  night, 
Sheds  forth  &  silver  radiance,  glancing  blight. 
Volscens  with  question  loud  the  pair  alarms : — 
"Stand,  stragglers !  stand !  why  early  thus  in  arms! 
From  whence,  to  whom  V* — He  meets  with  no  reply  ! 
Trusting  the  covert  of  the  night,  they  fly  : 
The  thicket's  depth  with  hurried  pace  they  tread. 
While  round  the  wood  the  hostile  squadron  Spread. 

With  brakes  entangled^  scarce  a  path  between, 
Dreary  and  dark  appears  the  sylvan  scene  : 
Euryaius  his  heaver  spoils  impede. 
The  bought  aud  winding  turns  his  steps  mislead ; 
But  Nisus  scours  along  the  forest's  maze 
To  where  Latinus'  steeds  in  safety  graze. 
Then  backward  o'er  the  plain  his  eyes  extend. 
On  evenr  side  they  seek  his  absent  friend. 
"  0  Gkxi !  my  boy,"  he  cries,  "  of  ine  bereft. 
In  what  impending  perils  art  thou  left ! " 
Listening  he  runs — above  the  waving  trees. 
Tumultuous  voices  swell  the  passing  breeze ; 
The  war-cry  rises,  thundering  hoofe  around 
Wake  the  dark  echoes  of  the  trembling  ground. 
Again  he  turns,  of  footsteps  hears  the  noise  ; 
The  sound  elates,  the  sight  his  hope  destroys : 
The  hapless  boy  a  ruffian  train  surround. 
While  len^hening  shades  his  weary  way  confound  ; 
Him  with  loud  shouts  the  furious  knights  pursue, 
Struggling  in  vain,  a  captive  to  the  crew. 
What  can  his  friend  'gainst  thronging  numbers  dare  I 
Ah  !  must  he  rush  his  comrade's  fate  to  share  ? 
What  force,  what  aid,  what  stratagem  essay,  ' 
Back  to  redeem  the  Latian  spoiler's  prey  ? 
His  life  a  votive  ransom  nobly  give. 
Or  die  with  him  for  whom  he  wish'd  to  live  t 
Poising  with  strength  his  lifted  lance  on  high. 
On  Luna's  orb  he  cast  his  frenzied  eye  : — 
'*  Goddess  serene,  transcending  every  star ! 
Queen  of  the  sky,  whose  beams  are  seen  afar  ! 
By  night  heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day  the  gi-ove, 
When,  as  chaste  Dian,  here  thou  deign'st  to  rove : 
If  e'er  myself,  or  sire,  have  sought  to  grace 
Thine  altars  with  the  produce  of  the  chase. 
Speed,  speed  my  dart  to  pierce  yon  vaunting  crowd, 
To  free  my  friend,  and  scatter  far  the  proud." 
Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  flung ; 
Through  parted  shades  the  hurtling  weapon  simg  j 
The  thirsty  point  in  Sulmo's  entrails  lay, 
Transfix'd  his  heart,  and  stretch'd  him  on  the  day : 
He  sobs,  he  dies, — ^the  troop  in  wild  amaze. 
Unconscious  whence  the  death,  with  horror  gaze. 
While  pale  they  stare,  through  Tagus'  temples  rivecv 
A  second  shaft  with  equal  force  is  &ven. 
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l^orce  Volscens  rolls  aroimd  his  lowering  eyes : 
Voil'd  by  the  night,  secure  the  Trojan  lies. 
Burning  with  wrath,  he  view'd  his  soldiers  fall  : 
"  Thou  youth  accurst,  thy  life  shall  pay  for  all ! " 
Quick  m>m  the  sheath  his  flaming  gudve  he  drew. 
And,  raging,  on  tho  boy  defenceless  flew. 
Nisus  no  more  the  blackening  shape  conceals. 
Forth,  forth  he  starts,  and  all  his  love  reveds ; 
Aghast,  confused,  his  fears  to  madness  rise. 
And  pour  these  accents,  shrieking  as  he  flies ; 
"  Me,  me, — ^your  vengeance  hurl  on  me  alone  ; 
Hore  sheathe  the  steel,  my  blood  is  all  your  own. 
Ye  starry  spheres  !  thou  conscious  Heaven !  attest ! 
He  could  not — durst  not — ^lo  1  the  guile  confest ! 
All,  all  was  mine, — ^his  early  fate  suspend ; 
He  only  loved  too  well  his  napless  friend : 
Spare,  spare,  ye  chie&  !  from  him  your  rage  remove ; 
His  fault  was  friendship,  all  his  crime  was  love." 
He  praVd  in  vain ;  the  dark  assassin's  sword 
Pierced  the  fidr  side,  the  snowy  bosom  gored ; 
Lowly  to  earth  inclines  his  plume-clad  crest. 
And  sanguine  torrents  mantle  o'er  his  breast : 
As  some  ^ung  rose,  whose  blossom  scents  the  air. 
Languid  m  death,  expires  beneath  the  share ; 
Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  shower, 
]>eclining  gently,  &lls  a  rading  flower ; 
Thus,  sweetly  dfioopine,  bends  his  lovely  head. 
And  lingering  beauty  novers  round  the  dead. 

But  fiery  Nisus  stems  the  battle's  tide. 
Revenge  ms  leader  and  despair  his  guide : 
Volscens  he  seeks  amidst  the  gathering  host, 
Volscens  must  soon  appease  ms  comrade's  ghost : 
Steel,  flashing,  -povacs  on  steel,  foe  crowds  on  foo ; 
Rage  nerves  his  arm,  fate  gleams  in  every  blow ; 
In  vain  beneath  unnumberd  woimds  he  bleeds. 
Nor  wounds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisus  heeds  ; 
In  viewless  circies  wheel'd,  his  falchion  flies. 
Nor  quits  the  hero's  grasp  till  Volscens  dies  ; 
Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found. 
The  tyrant's  soul  fled  groaning  through  the  wound. 
Thus  Nisus  all  his  fond  affection  proved — 
Dying,  revenged  the  fate  of  him  he  lovod  ; 
Then  on  his  bosom  sought  his  wonted  place. 
And  death  was  heavenly  in  his  friend's  embrace. 

Celestial  pair !  if  aught  my  verse  can  claim. 
Wafted  on  Time's  broad  pimon,  yours  is  fame  1 
Ages  on  ages  shall  your  fate  adimre. 
No  friture  day  shall  see  your  names  expire. 
While  stands  the  Capitol,  immortal  dome  1 
And  vanquish'd  millions  hail  their  empress,  Rome  I 
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TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  MEDEA  OF  EURIFI 

When  fierce  conflicting  passions  urge 
The  breast  where  love  is  wont  to  glow. 

What  mind  can  stem  the  stormy  surge 
Which  rolls  the  tide  of  human  woe  ? 

The  hope  of  praise,  the  dread  of  shame. 
Can  rouse  the  tortured  breast  no  more ; 

The  wild  desire,  the  ^ilty  flame. 
Absorbs  each  wish  it  felt  b^ore. 

But  if  afiectioa  gently  thrills 

The  soul  by  purer  dreams  posseasTd, 
The  pleasing  Indm  of  mortal  ills 

In  love  can  soothe  the  aching  breast : 
If  thus  thou  comest  in  disguise. 

Fair  Venus  !  from  thy  native  heaven. 
What  heart  unfeeling  would  despise 

The  sweetest  boon  the  gods  have  given  T 

But  never  from  thy  golden  bow 

May  I  beneath  the  shaft  expire  t 
Whose  creeping  venom,  sure  and  slow. 

Awakes  an  all-consuming  fire : 
Ye  racking  doubts !  ye  jealous  fears  I 

With  o^ers  wage  internal  war ; 
Kepentance,  source  of  future  tears^ 

From  me  be  ever  distant  far  1 

May  no  distracting  thoughts  destroy 

'me  holy  calm  of  sacred  love  1 
Mayall  the  hours  be  wing'd  with  joy, 

Which  hover  £uthful  hearts  above  1 
Fair  Venus !  on  thy  myrtle  shrine 

May  I  with  some  fond  lover  si^h. 
Whose  heart  may  mingle  pure  with  mia9— 

With  me  to  live,  with  me  to  die. 

My  native  soil !  beloved  before. 

Now  dearer  as  my  peaceful  home^ 
Ne'er  may  I  quit  thy  rocky  shore, 

A  hapless  banish'd  wretch  to  roam  f 
This  very  day,  this  very  hour. 

May  I  resign  this  fleeting  breath  1 
Nor  quit  my  sUent  humble  bower ; 

A  aoom  to  me  far  worse  than  deaib. 

Have  I  not  heard  the  exile's  sigh  ? 

And  seen  the  exile's  silent  tear, 
Through  distant  climes  condemn'd  to  fly, 

A  pensive  weary  waMewc  Vxet%\ 


Ah  I  L&plesa  dame  !  ti<}  dr«  bewaikj* 
No  frieiid  tby  wrete^bed  fata  depIot'Mj 

No  kindred  Toice  with  rapture  haOa 
Thj  steps  within  a  stranger's  douni. 

Perish  tha  fiand  whoaa  iron  lieartj 
To  feir  afieetioii'a  tiuth  tinknowHj 

Biiis  h«r  hfi  fondly  lor^ad  departj 
Unpitiodj  hdplcsa,  and  alona ; 

Whfj  ne'er  unlocks  Vflih  silver  koyf 
Tlio  milder  treoEiiras  of  his  sotil^ — 

May  sudi  a  friend  bo  ikr  &om  me, 


lay 
Ai 


nd  ocean's  sLorma  li^tweei::!  lis  roll* 


THOUGHTS  SUGGESTED  BY  A  COLLEGE 
EXAMINATION, 

HiOH  in  the  midst,  smToimded  by  hla  peers, 
Ma^us  his  ample  fron  t  sublime  npreariB  i^ 
F![icQd  on  hb  chuir  of  Estate,  he  secma  a  g^od^ 
While  Sophs  and  Freahmen  tremble  at  kia  nod, 
Aa  all  around  sit  ^-apt  in  s^tcecbliiss  gloom j 
Eia  voice  hi  thunder  i^hakeA  the  soun^Sng  dome  ; 
DenouDeiug^  dire  reproacb  to  luoldcsa  fools^ 
Unskill'd  to  plod  in  mathenmiio  rules. 

Happy  the  youth  in  Euclid's  axioms  tried^ 
Though  little  versed  in  any  art  beside ; 
Who,  scarcely  skili'd  an  loiglish  line  to  pen^ 
Scans  Attic  metres  with  a  critic's  ken. 
What,  though  he  knows  not  how  his  fathers  bled. 
When  civil  discord  piled  the  fields  with  dead. 
When  Edward  bade  his  conquering  bands  advance. 
Or  Henry  trampled  on  the  crest  of  France  : 
Though  marvelling  at  the  name  of  Magna  Charta, 
Yet  well  he  recollects  the  law  of  Sparta : 
Can  tell  what  edicts  sage  Lycurgus  made. 
While  Blackstone  's  on  the  shelf  neglected  laid ; 
Of  Grecian  dramas  vaunts  the  deathless  £une. 
Of  Avon's  bard  remembering  scarce  the  name. 

Such  is  the  youth  whose  scientific  pate 
Class  honours,  medals,  fellowships,  await ; 
Or  even,  perhiaps,  the  declamation  prize. 
If  to  such  gloiious  height  he  lifts  his  eyes. 


JBokt,  who MoompflBled  AuKm  WOsrtnth,  traa dMcrtad by hlai  tm tike d»tu;1it«r  of 
^*'>«  Ufl«  of  thAt  citT:  The  chonu  from  -which  this  ia  taken  here  addresBee  Medea ; 
^"•Ch  a  coQiidenble  Uberty  Li  taken  with  the  original,  by  expanding  the  idea,  ■■  also 
".""M  other  parte  of  the  truislation. 

I  Ikt  flrigmal  meaiM  UtetaUy  "  diaoloting  tbe  bxlglit  key  of  tlie  mlqd." 
^Iao  reflection  Is  hen  intended  affatnsi  ttie  peiaon  mentioned  under  the  mme  ot 
—    He  b  merely  represented  as  performing  an  nnaroidabie  fnnetton  of  Ml  oflic«. 


fMHd,  mdi  an  aMempt  eonld  on]/-  reootl  upon  mjweitt;.a»  that  cenysmaii  \m  warn  m 
n4d!sttngiiisba(i2!r-&£'  eloqueaee,  aod  the  di/rniHed  propriety  inthwhi^lMfils  lite 
Wfikm,  mbewmtiiabU  romiger  tUjm  for  wit  and  con  vlviaUty. 
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But  lo !  no  oommon  orator  can  hope 

The  envied  silver  cup  within  his  scope. 

Not  that  our  heads  much  eloquence  require, 

Th'  Athenian's*  glowing  style,  or  Tully's  firo. 

A  manner  clear  or  warm  is  useless,  since 

We  do  not  try  by  speaking  to  convince. 

Be  other  orators  of  pleasing  proud : 

Wo  speak  to  please  ourselves,  not  move  the  crowd : 

Our  gravity  prefers  the  muttering  tone, 

A  proper  mixture  of  the  squeak  and  groan : 

No  borrowed  grace  of  action  must  be  seen, — 

The  slighteet  motion  would  displease  the  Dean  ; 

Whilst  every  staring  graduate  would  prate 

Against  what  he  could  never  imitate. 

The  man  who  hopes  t'  obtain  the  promised  cup 
Must  in  one  posture  stand,  and  ne'er  look  up. 
Nor  stop,  but  rattle  over  every  word — 
No  matter  what,  so  it  can  not  be  heard. 
Thus  let  him  hurry  on,  nor  think  to  rest : 
Who  speaks  the  fastest 's  sure  to  speak  the  best ; 
Who  utters  most  within  the  shortest  space 
May  safely  hope  to  win  the  wordy  race. 

The  sons  of  science  these,  who,  thus  repud. 
Linger  in  ease  in  Granta's  sluggish  shade ; 
Where  on  Cam's  sedgy  bank  supine  they  lie 
Unknown,  unhonour^  live,  unwept  for  die  : 
Dull  as  the  pictures  which  adorn  their  halls. 
They  think  all  learning  fix'd  within  their  walls ; 
In  manners  rude,  in  foolish  forms  precise^ 
All  modem  arts  affecting  to  despise  ; 
Yet  prizing  Bentley's,  Brunck's  or  Person's  note,t 
More  than  the  verse  on  which  the  critic  wrote : 
Vain  as  their  honours,  heavy  as  their  ale. 
Sad  as  their  wit,  and  tedious  as  their  tale  ; 
To  friendship  dead,  though  not  untaught  to  feel 
When  Self  and  Church  demand  a  bigot  zeaL 
With  eager  haste  they  court  the  lord  of  power. 
Whether  'tis  Pitt  or  Petty  rules  the  hour  'ft 
To  him,  with  suppliant  smiles,  they  bend  the  head, 
While  distant  mitres  to  their  eyes  are  spread. 
But  should  a  storm  o'erwhelm  him  with  disgrace. 
They'd  fly  to  seek  the  next  who  fill'd  his  place. 
Such  are  the  men  who  learning's  treasures  guud  ! 
Such  is  their  practice,  such  is  their  reward! 
This  much,  at  least,  we  may  presume  to  say— « 
The  premium  can't  exceed  the  price  they  pay. 

*  DemosthenM. 

t  Ponon,  Greek  profflHor  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge ;  a  nuui  whoie  powen  c 
uul  wrltiiifi  may,  perhape,  Jiutity  their  preference.    . 

I  Since  itiiM  WM  written.  Lord  Henry  Petty  has  lost  his  place,  and  rabieaaentli 
almost  eaid  oonaeqnently)  the  honour  of  representing  the  University.  A  act  so 
nqnina  no  comment. 
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TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  QUAKEJl. 

Sweet  girl  I  thoagli  only  once  we  mot^ 

Tbnt  TEOotiiJg'  I  shall  ne^er  forgot  l 

And  tbougb,  wa  ne'er  may  maet  again, 

Remembrance  will  thy  form  retain. 

I  would  not  say,  "I  love,"  but  still 

My  sensea  struggle  with  mj  will ; 

In  Tain^  to  drive  th&D  from  my  broast. 

My  thouglits  aro  raorc  and  more  rcprcas*i ; 

In  Toin  1  check  ilie  rising  Bighjs, 

Anotbeir  to  tbo  last  Toplka : 

Perhaps  this  in  not  lo?e,  but  yet 

Our  meeting  I  can  ne'er  forget. 

Whiit  though  we  never  Bdonce  brokoj 

Our  eyes  a  sweeter  iangyago  spoke  ; 

The  ton.^io  in  flattering  f^dsahood  denl^j 

And  tells  a  tale  it  never  fet^ ; 

Deceit  tho  gnilty  Urn  impart ; 

And  hnab  the  mandates,  of  the  hoaii  ; 

But  bouI'b  interjireterSi  the  eyes, 

Spun]  suah  restraint^  and  aeoim  disguise. 

As  thus  our  glances  ofl  conversed,, 

Apcl  all  ouf  bosom  a  ftilt  reHesu-^H, 

No  spirit,  from  within,  reproved  lis, 

Say  rather,  "'twas  the  spirit  moved  us." 

Though  what  they  utterd  I  repress. 

Yet  I  conceive  thou'lt  partly  guess  ; 

For  as  on  thee  my  memory  ponders. 

Perchance  to  me  thine  also  wandei-s. 

This  for  myself,  at  least,  I'll  say, 

Thy  form  appears  through  night,  through  day ; 

Awake,  with  it  my  fency  teems ; 

In  sloep,  it  smiles  in  fleeting  dreams : 

The  vision  charms  the  hom-s  away. 

And  bids  me  curse  Aurora's  ray. 

For  breaking  slumbers  of  delight. 

Which  make  me  wish  for  endless  night. 

Since,  oh !  whate'er  my  future  fate. 

Shall  joy  or  woe  my  steps  await. 

Tempted  by  love,  by  storms  besot, 

Thine  ima^  I  can  ne'er  forget. 

Alas !  agam  no  more  we  meet. 

No  more  our  former  looks  repeat ; 

Then  let  me  breathe  this  parting  pi'ayor, 

The  dictate  of  my  bosom's  care : 

**  May  heaven  so  guard  my  lovely  Quaker, 

That  anguish  never  can  o'ertakeher ; 

That  peace  and  virtue  ne'er  forsake  her. 

Bat  bliss  be  aye  her  heart's  partaker  I 

Oh  J  maj^  the  happy  mortal,  Iktod 

Tobe^  bf  dearest  ties,  related,  ^, 
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For  her  each  hour  new  joys  discover, 
And  lose  the  husband  in  the  lover ! 
May  that  &ir  bosom  never  know 
What  'tis  to  feel  the  restless  woe. 
Which  stings  the  soul  with  vain  regn^.j 
Of  him  who  never  can  forget  1  ** 


THE  CORNELIAN. 

No  specious  bplendour  of  this  ston9 
Endears  it  to  my  memory  ever ; 

With  lustre  only  once  it  shone, 
And  blushes  modest  as  the  giver. 

Some,  who  can  sneer  at  friendship's  liefff 
Have,  for  my  weakness,  oft  reproved  me  j 

Yet  still  the  simple  gift  I  pri^e, — 
For  I  am  sure  the  givQr  loved  me. 

He  ofiFer'd  it  with  downcast  look. 
As  fearful  that  I  might  refuse  it ; 

I  told  him  when  the  gift  I  took, 
My  only  fear  should  be  to  lose  it. 

This-pledge  attentively  I  view'd. 

And  sparkling  as  I  held  it  near, 
Methought  one  drop  the  stone  bedewed. 

And  ever  since  I've  loved  a  tear. 

Still,  to  adorn  his  humble  youth, 

Nor  wealth  nor  birth  their  treasures  yield  f 
Bni  he  who  seeks  the  flowers  of  truth. 

Must  quit  the  garden  for  the  field. 

'Tis  not  the  plant  uprear'd  in  sloth. 
Which  beautv  shows,  and  sheds  perfume ; 

Tlio  flowers  which  yield  the  most  of  both 
In  Nature's  wild  luxuriance  bloom. 

Had  Fortune  aided  Nature's  care, 

For  once  forgetting  to  be  blind, 
His  would  have  been  an  ample  share. 

If  well  proportion'd  to  his  mind. 

But  had  the  goddess  clearly  seen. 
His  form  had  fix'd  her  fickle  breast ; 

Her  countless  hoards  would  his  have  been, 
And  none  remain'd  to  give  thee  rest. 


AN  OCCASIONAL  PEOLOGUE, 

££rjV£RED  FBEYIOUS  TO  THIS  FEBFOBMAlfOE  OF  "THE 

OF  fortune"  at  a  private  THEATBE. 

Since  the  refinement  of  this  poUsh'd  age 
Has  swept  immoral  rtdHery  fcom  ^^^  i.\a^\ 


>  toets  lias  now  eipung^  licentious  wit, 
IVlucli  fitotDp'd  disgra<»  o^  all  an  author  writ  j 
&mo6  now  ta  plati^  with  purer  ici^nb^  vn^  eeekj 
JSor  dare  to  call  tbo  blufih  &om  Beauty 'a  ohodEj 
•  Oh  I  lot  tb6  modest  Muc^o  eome  pity  claimj 
And  meet  indulgaaco,  thoutjli  shQ  find  not  famB, 
;Bt]J1;  not  for  hc^  aXottc  wo  wkh  respecjt^ 
Otliers  fippear  more  comcious  of  defeot ; 
To-nig^Iit  no  Y^tfsran  Rosou  yon  babcld^ 
In  all  tbe  arta  of  *c«nic  aotion  old ; 
No  Cookoj  na  Kemble^  cpkn  &!iilute  you  berf, 
Kcj  SifidonEf  draw  tbe  sympathctio  t&nr  ■ 
To-night  jou  tbrong  to  witne^  ihi^  d4lfid 
Of  otobrjo  &ctora  to  tbe  Drama  now : 
Hfli^j  tbeDj  our  almoat  unfludgod  wings  wa  try  J 
Clip  not  our  piniou^  ore  t bo  birdfi  can  fly : 
Failing  in  thist  our  first  attempt  to  soar, 
Draopmg;»  alaa  1  we  fkll  bo  riea  no  morOp 
Kot  on  a  poor  tro  miliar  only  fear  botrays, 
T^Tio  hopesj  yet  almost  dreads,  to  meet  your  pr^a^  j 
But  ftll  our  dramatis  parsoQm  wait 
In  fond  sua  pense  thl^  cfmu  of  tbeir  fa  to. 
Ko  vonal  tIo^b  out  progrsas  can  retard, 
Tour  generous  platidit-a  are  our  sola  reward  i 
For  tbeso^  eacb  Hero  aD  bis  power  display Sj 
E^b  timid  Heroine  abrinkB  boforo  your  gaaa 
Surely  tbe  last  will  aomo  proteDtioQ  find ; — 
Kone  to  the  soil>er  pes  cnn  proro  unkind  : 

Tbe  sternest  censor  to  the  fair  must  yield. 
Yet,  should  our  £aeble  efforts  nought  avails 
Should,  after  all,  our  best  endeavours  fail, 
Still  let  some  meroy  in  your  bosoms  Uve, 
Andy  if  you  can't  applaud,  at  least  fiU'giye. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MB.  FOX 

\Ri  rOLLOWINa  ILLXBBBAL  IMFBOlffTIT  APPBABIH)  IN  A 

kobnutq  FAFsa, 

•*  Onr  nation's  foes  Ummi  on  Vok^  dwft. 
Bat  Um  ill*  liotur  when  ViU  redgn'4  mp  Imfttli : 


(_J 


TheM  feeUngi  vidfl,  let  wnae  a^t^th  imclae. 
We  giro  the  jftimwhiut  JwMm  poiati  it»  due.* 

TO  wmOH  Tm  AUTHQB  OT  TBBEW  FUECHSQ  ilNT  T8t 
TOUiOWIKa  RBHCiTt 

Oh  iactious  viper  I  whose  envenom'd  toofli    ^ 
Would  mangle  still  the  dead,  perverting  truth  ; 
What  thou£^  our  "nation's  foes "  lament  tiM £bH  ' 
With  generous  feeling  of  the  good  and  great. 
Shall  dastard  ton^asr  essay  to  blast  the  nftZQQ 
Of  him  whose  meed  exists  in  endless  fm^  f 

JB  2  -       ' 
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When  Pitt  expired  in  plenitude  of  power, 
niongh  ill  success  obscured  his  dying  hour. 
Pity  her  dewy  wings  before  him  spread, 
For  noble  spirits  '*  war  not  with  the  dead*: " 
His  friends,  in  tears,  a  last  sad  requiem  gave. 
As  all  his  errors  slumbered  in  the  grave ; 
He  sunk,  an  Atlas  bending  'neath  the  weight 
Of  cares  o'erwhelming  our  conflicting  state ; 
When,  lo !  a  Hercules  in  Fox  appeared. 
Who  for  a  time  the  ruin'd  &bric  rear'd : 
He,  too,  is  &ll'n,  who  Britain's  loss  supplied. 
With  him  our  &st-reviving  hopes  have  died ; 
Not  one  great  people  only  raise  his  urn. 
All  Europe's  far-extended  regions  mourn. 
"  These  feelings  wide,  let  sense  and  truth  undue, 
To  give  the  pum  where  Justice  points  its  due  j" 
Yet  let  not  canker*d  Calumny  assail. 
Or  round  our  statesman  wind  her  gloomy  veil. 
Fox !  o'er  whose  corse  a  mourning  world  must  weep^ 
Whose  dear  remains  in  honour'd  marble  sleep ; 
For  whom,  at  last,  e'en  hostile  nations  groan. 
While  friends  and  foes  alike  his  talents  own ; 
Fox  shall  in  Britain's  future  annals  shine. 
Nor  e'en  to  Pitt  the  patriot's  palm  resign ; 
Which  Envy,  wearing  Candoui^s  sacred  mask 
For  Pitt,  and  Pitt  alone,  has  dared  to  ask. 


THE   TEAB. 

**  O  laohxymaram  fons,  tenero  aacroa 
Dncentium  ortos  ex  anlmo ;  quater 
Felix  I  in  imo  qiii  scatentem 
Peotoxe  te,  pia  Nympha,  sensit."— G^t-ay. 

When  Friendship  or  Love  our  sympathies  movo, 
When  Truth  in  a  glance  should  appear. 

The  lips  may  beguile  with  a  dimple  or  smile. 
But  the  test  of  affection  's  a  Tear. 

Too  oft  is  a  smile  but  the  hypocrite's  wile. 

To  mask  detestation  or  fear ; 
Give  me  the  soft  sigh,  whilst  the  soul-telling  eye 

Is  dimm'd  for  a  time  with  a  Tear. 

Mild  Charity's  glow,  to  us  mortals  below. 

Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  clear ; 
Compassion  will  melt  where  this  virtue  is  felt. 

And  its  dew  is  diffused  in  a  Tear. 

The  man  doom'd  to  sail  with  the  blast  of  the  galo, 

Through  billows  Atlantic  to  steer. 
As  he  bends  o'er  the  wave  which  may  soon  be  his  gro.': 

The  green  sparkles  bright.  w\t\i  a'toscc. 


b$  HoMi&r  btavei?  death  for  a  &iicifld  wreaiifi 
In  Glory's  ronmntic  career  t 
Bnt  Lo  nui^ea  tlie  foe  wherj  in  btittle  laid  low; 
And  bcLLbes  ovory  wound  with  a  Tear, 

If  with  high-hounding'  prido  ho  retnra  to  his  briilti^ 

lienotiucin^  the  gore-ciimson'd  upeiir. 
All  his  toiia  are  repaid  whon^  embracing;  the  maid, 

Froni  her  eyelid  he  kinaea  the  Tear. 

Sweet  scene  of  mj  j^oath  1  aaat  of  Friendship  and  Truth,  * 
Wh&ro  love  chased  isaeh  fiwt-fleoting-  year, 

Lofith  to  leave  thais,  I  mourned,  for  a  last  leok  T  tum'di 
But  thy  Bpire  waa  eoai'ce  »&en  through  a  Tear. 

Tlioiilfh  my  Towm  I  con  pour  to  my  Mary  no  more,^ 

My  Mary  to  love  once  so  dear; 
In  the  shade  of  her  bower  I  rememher  the  hour 

She  reworded  tho^e  tows  with  a  Tesir. 

liy  another  possess^ dji  mny  she  live  ever  hlest ! 

Elor  name  still  my  honrt  must  revoro : 
With  a  sigh  1  resign  what  I  once  thought  was  mine. 

And  forgiro  her  dcj^eit  with  a  Tear, 

Ye  friendB  of  my  heart,  ete  from  you  I  depart. 

This  btipe  to  my  hreoat  is  most  near  t 
If  again  we  shall  meet  in  thia  rural  retreat, 

May  we  meetj  aa  we  partj  with  a  Tear, 

When  my  soul  wings  her  flight  to  the  regions  of  nighty 

And  my  corse  shall  recline  on  its  bier, 
.As  ye  pass  by  the  tomb  where  my  ashes  consume, 

Oh!  moisten  their  dust  with  a  Tear. 

Mayno  marble  bestow  the  splendour  of  woe. 

Which  the  children  of  vanity  rear ; 
Ko  fiction  of  fame  shall  blazon  my  name ; 

All  I  asdL— all  I  wish— is  a  Tear, 

Oetd)«rf8Ui«1808. 


REPLY  TO  SOME  VERSES 
or  J.  H.  B.  Floor,  ESQ.,  ON  THB  OBUBUT  OF  HIS  MISIBEBa. 

WflT,  Pigot,  complain  of  this  damsel's  disdain. 

Why  thus  in  despair  do  you  fret  ? 
For  months  you  may  try,  yet,  beUeve  me,  a  sigh 

Will  never  obtain  a  coquette. 

Would  you  teach  her  to  love  ?  for  a  time  seem  to  rove ; 

At  first  she  may  frown  in  a  pet ; 
But  leave  her  awhile,  she  shortly  will  smile, 

And  then  you  may  kiss  your  coqu$tt9» 


51  stbon's  foemb. 

For  such  are  tlie  airs  of  these  fimciful  fidniy  '  ■* 

They  think  all  our  homage  a  debt : 
Yet  a  partial  neglect  soon  takes  an  eflfbot^ 

And  humbles  the  proudest  coquette. 

Dissemble  your  pain,  and  lengthen  your  chaiiiy 

And  seem  her  hauteur  to  regret ; 
If  again  you  shall  sigh^  she  no  more  will  deny 

That  yours  is  the  rosy  coquette. 

If  still,  from  false  pride,  your  pangs  she  deride. 

This  whinudoal  -virgin  forget; 
Some  other  admire,  who  will  melt  with  your  fire. 

And  laugh  at  the  little  coquette. 

For  me,  I  adore  some  twenty  or  more. 
And  love  thpm  most  dearly ;  but  yet. 

Though  my  heart  they  enthral,  I'd  abandon  them  allf 
Did  they  act  like  your  blooming  coquette. 

No  lon£^r  repine,  adopt  this  design. 
And  oreak  through  ner  slight-woven  net ; 

Away  with  despair,  no  longer  forbear 
To  fly  from  the  captious  coquette. 

Then  quit  her,  my  friend  I  your  bosom  defend. 
Ere  quite  with  her  snares  you're  beset : 

Lest  your  deep-wounded  heart,  when  incensed  by  the 
Should  lead  you  to  curse  the  coquette. 

October m 


TO  THE  SIGHING  STREPHON. 

YOXJB  pardon,  my  friend,  if  my  rhymes  did  offend. 

Your  pardon,  a  thousand  times  o'er : 
From  friendship,  I  strove  your  pangs  to  remove. 

But  I  swear  I  will  do  so  no  more. 

Since  your  beautiful  maid  your  flame  has  repaid. 

No  more  I  your  folly  regret ; 
She's  now  most  divine,  and  I  bow  at  the  shrine 

Of  this  quickly  reformed  coquette. 

Yet  still,  I  must  own,  I  should  never  have  known 
From  your  verses,  what  else  she  deserved ; 

Your  pain  seem'd  so  great,  I  pitied  your  &te. 
As  your  fair  was  so  devilish  reserved. 

Since  the  balm-breathing  kiss  of  this  magical  miss 
Can  such  wonderful  transports  produce  ; 

Since  the  "  world  you  forget,  when  your  lips  once  hav 
My  counsel  will  get  but  abuse. 

You  say,  when  "I  rove,  I  know  nothing  of  love  ;** 

*Tis  true,  I  am  given  to  range  : 
If  I  rightly  remember,  I've  loved  a  good  number. 

Yet  there's  pleasure,  at  leaat,  in  a  cYv^iiigQ. 


B0UB8  OV  IDUHXBS. 

I  irin  not  Advane^  liy  tiM  rolas  of  romanoi^ 

To  hamoqr  a  whiinrical  fidr ; 
Thamf^  a  snile  may  delkh^  yvt  a  frown  won't  afiigbt^ 

Or  drivo  me  to  dreadful  deqialr. 

WhflemT  blood  ktimawanni  I  naTer  abaU  raCmnv 

To  mix  in  the  FlatonMur  aSwd  ; 
Of  thia  I  am aorB,  waa mj paaalDii aopnr^ 

Thy  mJatraaa  woold  tfauut  tta  a  fooL 

And  if  I  afaoold  dmn  4ttBf3r  woDfton  it»  one 
Whoea  image  moat  ffil  mT  whole  IttMSt 

Whom  I  nmafc  pMfiv,  and  <gli  1ml  fo^  her-' 
What  an  inaolft 'twonid  be  to  the  van  t 

Now,  Strephon,  good  bye ;  t  oannot  danj 

Yonr  pcMaion  appeara  moat  abaord  t 
Sndi  We  aa  yon  plead  ia  nnre  fi>Te  indeed. 

For  it  only  oonaiata  in  tne  word* 


TO  ELIZA. 

KuxA,  wliaft  ftwla  aie  the  Kuaaolman  aeoty 
Who  to  woman  deny  the  amil'a  fittare  eziatenM ; 

OoQld  thay  aee  thaa^  Sliaiu  thqr'd  own  thair  defeot 
And  thai  doolrine  wonld  meat  witih  a  general  rettrtanoOi 

Had  their  propiiet  poaaeeri^d  half  a&  atom  of  aenae, 
He  no'er  would  oblyq  women  from  paradise  driven ; 

Instead  of  his  honris,  a  flimsy  pretence, 
With  women  alone  he  had  peopled  his  heaven. 

Yet  still,  to  increase  your  calamities  more, 
Not  content  with  dfepriving  your  bodies  of  spirit. 

He  allots  one  poor  husband  to  share  amongst  four ! — 
With  souls  you'd  dispense ;  but  this  last  who  could  bear  it  ? 

His  religion  to  please  neither  party  is  made ; 

On  husbands  tia  hard,  to  the  wives  most  uncivil ; 
Still  I  can't  contradict,  what  so  oft  has  been  said, 

"Though  women  are  angels,  yet  wedlock 's  the  devil." 


LACHm  Y  QAIR.' 

AwAT,  ye  gay  landscapes,  ye  gardens  of  rosea  I 

In  you  let  the  minions  of  luxury  rove ; 
fiestore  me  tho  rocks,  where  the  snow-flake  reposes, 

Thon:^  sHU  they  are  sacred  to  freedom  and  love : 

'  teMi  •  08fr,  or,  M  it  la  pronouused  In  the  Btm,  LoA  na  9arr,  iotrm  i 
l*«aMai  In  the  Korthem  HiicUands,  new  tnTttreatdd.  One  of  oxa  modem  % 
■■AMttMllMlil^ieitmoiinttdn,  perhaps.  In  Great  attain.  Be  this  as  it  nmy.  It  la 
«W|f  «BS  of  the  moat  anbUms  and  pletareaque  amongit  oiir''OaledmilMi  Alps.**  Ba 
9f«aMB  la  of  Adaakjhva,  hot  the  aammlt  la  the  seat  of  eternal  tnoWB.  BewlMklaY 
^jmmm»aiik»mSarjmrtatmjrlt^  «b0MaarieetfoaofirUohhMi|ltfalrtlttiV> 
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Tct,  Caledonia,  beloved  are  thy  mountains. 
Round  their  white  summits  though  elements  war ; 

Though  cataracts  foam  'stead  of  smooth-flowing  fountains, 
I  sigh  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch  na  Gkmr. 

Ah  !  there  my  yoimg  footsteps  in  infancy  wandei  d  ; 

My  cap  was  the  bonnet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid;* 
On  chieftains  long  perish'd  my  memory  pondor'd. 

As  daily  I  strode  through  the  pinc-cover'd  glade. 
I  sought  not  my  home  till  the  day's  dying  glory 

Gave  place  to  the  rays  of  the  bright  polar  star ; 
For  fancy  was  chcer*d  oy  traditional  story. 

Disclosed  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

**  Shades  of  the  dead !  have  I  not  heard  your  voices 

Itiso  on  the  night-rolling  breath  of  the  gale  ?" 
Surely  the  soul  of  the  hero  rejoices, 

And  rides  on  the  wind,  o'er  his  own  Highland  vale. 
Iloimd  Loch  na  GaiT  while  the  stormy  mist  gathers. 

Winter  presides  in  his  cold  icy  car  . 
Clouds  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  fathers  ; 

They  dwell  in  the  tempests  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

"lU-starr'd,  though  brave,  did  no  visions  forebodingt 
Tell  you  that  fate  had  forsaken  your  cause?" 

Ah !  were  you  destined  to  die  at  Culloden,$ 
-     Victory  crown'd  not  your  fall  with  applause : 

Still  were  you  happy  in  death's  earthy  slumber. 
You  rest  with  your  clan  in  the  caves  of  Braemar  ;§ 

The  pibroch  resounds,  to  the  piper's  loud  number. 
Your  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch  na  Gfur. 

Ycara  have  roll'd  on,  Loch  na  Garr,  since  I  left  you, 

Years  must  elapse  ere  I  tread  you  again-; 
Nature  of  verdure  and  flowers  has  bereft  you. 

Yet  still  are  you  dearer  than  Albion's  plain. 
England  !  thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic 

To  one  who  has  roved  o'er  the  moimtains  afar ! 
Oh  for  the  crags  that  are  wild  and  majestic  I 

The  steep  ii^wning  glories  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 


TO  ROMANCE. 

Parent  of  golden  dreams,  Romonce  ! 

Auspicious  queen  of  childish  ]oy». 
Who  lead'st  along,  in  airy  dance. 

Thy  votive  train  of  girls  and  boys ; 

■  TLiB  word  l8  erroneotuly  pronounced  pTad;  the  proper  proniUMlatloii  (Mocrding  I 
the  Scotch)  i3  shDwu  by  the  orthography. 

t  I  allmle  here  to  my  maternal  ancestors,  "  the  Oordotu,"  many  of  wnom  fonght  ft 
the  unfortunate  Prince  Charles,  better  known  by  the  name  of  the  Pretender.  Th 
branch  wns  nearly  allied  by  blood,  as  weU  as  attachment,  to  the  Btoarti.  George*  H 
second  Earl  of  Huntley,  mazried  the  Princess  Annabella  Stnart,  daughter  of  James  tl 
First  ol  ScoUand.  By  her  he  left  four  sons :  the  third.  Sir  WUliam  Oordoii,  I  have  tt 
honour  to  claim  as  one  of  my  progenitors. 

t  Whether  any  perished  in  the  battle  of  CuUoden,  I  am  not  certain ;  but,  M  miioy  ft 
in  the  instirrection,  I  have  used  the  name  of  the  principal  action, "  peart  pro  loCOb" 

S  A  tract  of  the  Highlands  so  called.    There  is  alsv  a  Caiitle  of  Snuimw. 


X  break  the  fottera  of  my  youth  ; 
No  moro  1  tread  thy  mystic  roimd, 

But  leave  tby  realms  for  tlioso  of  Trtith* 
Atid  yet  'tis  bard  to  quit  the  dreains 

Wtich  haunt  tbe  unsiispicioua  soui, 
W  here  GYery  nymph  a  goddess^  se^^Li]!}, 

Whose  eyes  through  mys  in: mortal  roli  ■ 
Wiiilo  Fnney  holds  her  boundless  roiga. 

And  fi]I  naaiuno  a  Trnied  hue  ; 
Whtm  virgiua  ^cm  uu  Jonger  v^Tif 

And  even  woman's  smiles  are  truo« 
And  must  we  own  thee  but  ev  unmo. 

And  from  thy  hdl  of  clouds  descend? 
Nor  find  a  fiylph  in  every  dame, 

A  Pi^ladea*  iu  eveiy  Mend  ? 
Dut  leave  at  once  thy  rtmlms  of  nir 

To  mino^ling  houdfi  of  ffliry  elves ; 
CJonfo^a  that  woman  's  falae  as  fair, 

And  friaudii  have  feeling'  for — thcm^^h'eji  \ 

With  abame  I  own  I've  felt  thy  eway 

Kepeutantj  now  thy  reig^  h  o'er ; 
No  vatifG  thy  preeepta  1  obey. 

No  more  on  fancied  piniona  sonrr 
Fond  ffiol !  to  love  a  sparkling'  ^jc, 

And  think  that  6y<»  to  truth  weis  tiov ; 
To  trust  a  priaaing  wanton's  sigh. 

And  melt  beneath  a  wanton's  tear  1 
Romance !  disgusted  with  deceit. 

Far  from  thy  motley  court  I  fly, 
Where  Affectation  holds  her  seat. 

And  sickly  Sensibility ;  - 
Whose  silly  tears  can  never  flow 

For  any  pangs  excepting  thine ; 
Who  turns  aside  from  real  woe. 

To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  shrine. 
Now  join  with  sable  Sympathy, 

With  cypress  crown  d,  array'd  in  weeds, 
Who  heaves  with  thee  her  simple  sigh. 

Whose  breast  for  every  bosom  bleeds ; 
And  call  thy  sylvan  female  chou*. 

To  mourn  a  swain  for  ever,  gone, 
Who  once  could  glow  with  equal  fire, 

But  bends  not  now  before  thy  throne, 
fe  genial  nymphs,  whose  ready  tears. 

On  all  occasions  swiftly  flow  ; 
Whose  bosoms  heave  with  fisincied  fears. 

With  fancied  flames  and  phrensy  glow ; 

I*«idl7  nec8«Buy  to  add,  that  Pyladei  w««  the  companloa  Of<^t«»  md  • 
D  use  of  those  MendBhips  which,  with  those  of  AchUles  sad  FatrochiB,  mma 
alu.  Damon  and  Pythias,  hara  been  btmded  down  to  posterl^  M  lemarkaMto 
of  attachmenfat  wldeb  In  all  probability  never  existed  beyond  UM  imagfcnaUim 
ri,  or  thetmg*  ctaa  JiUtorUui,  or  modern  nornUgt, 
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Say,  will  you  mourn  my  absent  name. 
Apostate  from  your  gentle  ti*ain  ? 

An  infant  bard  at  least  may  claim 
From  you  a  sympathetic  strain. 

Adieu,  fond  race  !  a  long  adieu ! 

The  hour  of  &te  is  hovering  nigh ; 
E'en  now  the  gulf  appears  in  view. 

Where  unlamentea  vou  must  lie  : 
Oblivion's  blackening  lake  is  seen, 

Convulsed  by  gales  you  cannot  weather ; 
Where  you,  and  eke  your  gentle  queen, 

Alas  I  must  perish  altogether. 


ANSWER  TO  SOME  ELEGANT  VERSES, 

S2NT  BY  A  FRIEND  TO  THE  AUTHOR,  COMFLAnONa  TEAT   O'S'K 
HIS  DESCRIFTIONS  WAS  BATHER  TOO  WARMLY  DRAWN. 

**  Bat  if  any  old  lady,  knight,  prleit,  or  phyBielan, 
Should  condeum  me  for  printing  a  second  edition ; 
If  good  Madame  Squlntnm  my  work,  should  ahuse. 
May  1  venture  to  glv9  her  a  smack  of  my  mtiae  !"— ir«w  Bath  Quidt 

Candour  compels  me,  Becher !  to  commend 
The  verse  which  blends  the  censor  with  the  friend. 
Your  strong  yet  just  reproof  extorts  applause 
From  me,  the  heedless  and  imprudent  cause. 
For  this  wild  error  which  pervades  mv  strain, 
I  sue  for  pardon, — must  I  sue  in  vain  ? 
The  wise  sometimes  from  Wisdom's  ways  depart : 
Can  youth  then  hush  the  dictates  of  the  heart  ? 
Precepts  of  prudence  CTirb,  but  can't  control. 
The  fierce  emotions  of  the  flowing  soul. 
When  Love's  delirium  haunts  the  glowing  mind. 
Limping  Decorum  lingers  fkr  behind : 
Vainly  the  dotard  mends  her  prudish  pace, 
Outstripp'd  and  vanquish'd  in  the  mental  chase. 
The  yoimg,  the  old,  have  worn  the  chains  of  love  . 
Let  those  they  ne'er  confined  my  lay  reprove  : 
Lot  those  whose  souls  contemn  the  pleasing  power. 
Their  censures  on  the  hapless  victim  shower. 

Oh  !  how  I  hate  the  nerveless,  frigid  song. 
The  ceaseless  echo  of  the  rhyming  throng. 
Whose  labom*'d  lines  in  chilling  numbers  flow. 
To  paint  a  pang  the  author  ne'er  can  know ! 
The  ai-tless  Helicon  I  boast  is  youth  ; — 
My  Ijrre,  the  heart ;  my  muse,"  the  simple  truth. 
Far  bo't  from  me  the  "virgin's  mind"  to  " taint  ;** 
Seduction's  dread  is  here  no  slight  restraint. 
The  maid  whose  virgin  breast  is  void  of  gmle. 
Whose  wishes  dimple  in  a  modest  smile. 
Whose  downcast  eve  disdains  the  wanton  leer. 
Firm  in  her  virtue  a  Btreiig;^^  -y^^,  no^  5~~— 
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She  whom  a  conscious  grace  shall  thus  refine, 
Will  ne*er  be  "  tainted"  by  a  strain  of  mine. 
But  for  the  nymph  whose  prematiu^  desires 
Torment  her  bosom  with  unholy  fires. 
No  net  to  snare  her  willing  heart  is  spread ; 
She  would  have  &Ilen,  though  she  ne  er  had  road. 
For  me,  I  fain  would  please  the  choseA  few. 
Whose  souls,  to  feeling  and  to  nature  true. 
Will  spare  the  childish  verse,  and  not  destat)y 
The  light  effiisions  of  a  heedless  boy. 
I  seek  not  glory  £i*om  the  senseless  crowd ; 
Of  fiancied  laurels  I  shall  ne'er  be  proud  ; 
Their  warmest  plaudits  I  would  scarcely  prize. 
Their  sneers  or  censures  I  alike  despise. 

Noyembar  Mth,  iX« 


ELEGY  ON  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY.* 

'  It  tk  Lhe  Toloe  of  Team  thai  are  gone  I  ih«7  roll  before  me  with  all  thdr  decda."'- 

OUIAH 

Newstbad  !  fest-fistUing,  once  resplendent  dome  I 
Religion's  shrine  i  repentant  Henry's  pride  !  1* 

Of  warriors,  monks,  and  dames  the  doister'd  tomb. 
Whose  pensive  shades  around  thy  ruins  glide. 

Hail  to  thy  pile  I  more  honour'd  in  thy  fall. 
Than  modeni  mansions  in  their  pillar'd  state ; 

Proudly  majestic  frowns  thy  vaulted  hall. 
Scowling  defiance  on  the  blasts  of  fate. 

No  mail-clad  serfs,  J  obedient  to  their  lord. 
In  grim  array  the  crimson  cross  demand  ;§ 

Or  ga^  assemble  round  the  festive  board 
Their  chiefs  retainers,  an  immortal  band  : 

Else  might  inspiring  Fancy's  magic  eye 
Retrace  their  progress  through  the  lapse  of  time. 

Marking  each  ardent  youth,  ordain'd  to  die, 
A  votive  pilgrim  in  Judea's  clime. 

But  not  from  thee,  dark  pile  I  departs  the  chief; 

His  feudal  realm  in  other  regions  lay ; 
In  thee  the  wounded  conscience  courts  relief. 

Retiring  from  the  garish  blaze  of  day. 

Yes !  in  thy  gloomy  cells  and  shades  profound, 
The  monk  abjured  a  world  he  ne'er  could  view ; 

Or  blood-stain'd  guilt  repenting  solace  found. 
Or  innocence  from  stem  oppression  flew. 

•  A»  cno  poem  on  fhls  iab)«ct  Is  already  printed,  the  atithor  had,  origlsaUy,  no  tnten- 
tm  «f  iaaerttnc  tbla  piece.    It  i«  no-w  added  at  the  particular  request  of  some  triends. 
t  Henry  IL  fonnded  Mewitead  toon  after  the  murder  ol  Thomas  &  Becket. 
X  Thia  word  it  used  by  Walter  Scott,  in  his  poem,  "  The  Wild  Huntsman  f  aynony 
MwwtthTaaaL 
I  n»  red  enw  wae  tbe  badge  of  the  cnuaden 
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A  monaroh  bade  thee  from  that  wild  arise,  . 

Where  Sherwood's  outlaws  once  were  wont  to  prowl  J 
And  Superstition's  crimes,  of  various  dyes. 

Sought  shelter  in  the  priest's  protecting  cowL 

Where  now  the  grass  exhales  a  murky  dew, 
The  humid  paU  of  life-extinguish'd  clay. 

In  sainted  fame  the  sacred  fathers  grew. 
Nor  raised  their  pious  voices  but  to  pray. 

Where  now  the  bats  their  wavering  wings  extend. 
Soon  as  the  gloaming*  spreads  her  waning  shade. 

The  choir  did  oft  their  minglinpf  vespers  blend. 
Or  matin  orisons  to  Mary  paid.*!* 

Years  roll  on  years ;  to  ages,  ages  yield ; 

Abbots  to  abbots,  in  a  une,  succeed ; 
llcligion's  charter  their  protecting  shield, 

TUl  royal  sacrilege  their  doom  decreed. 

One  holy  Henry  rear'd  the  Gothic  walls, 
And  bade  the  pious  inmates  rest  in  peace ; 

Another  Henry  the  kind  gift  recalls, !{: 
And  bids  devotion's  haUow'd  echoes  cease. 

Vain  is  each  threat  or  supplicating  prayer ; 

He  drives  them  exiles  from  their  blest  a*bode, 
To  roam  a  dreaiy  world  in  deep  despair — 

No  Mend,  no  home,  no  refuge  but  their  Qod. 

Hark  how  the  hall,  resovmding  to  the  strain. 
Shakes  with  the  martial  music's  novel  din  t 

The  heralds  of  a  warrior's  haughty  reign,  ^ 
High-crested  banners  wave  thy  walls  within. 

Of  changing  sentinels  the  distant  hum. 
The  mirth  offcasts,  the  clang  of  bumish'd  arms. 

The  braying  trumpet  and  the  hoarser  drum. 
Unite  in  concert  with  increased  alarms. 

A.n  abbey  once,  a  regal  fortress  now. 

Encircled  by  insulting  rebel  powers. 
War's  dread  machines  o'erhang  thy  threatening  brow/ 

And  dart  destruction  in  sulpnureous  showers. 

Ah,  vain  defence !  the  hostile  traitor^s  siege. 
Though  oft  repulsed,  by  guile  o'ercomes  tiie  brave  ; 

His  thronging  foes  oppress  the  fidthfiil  liege, 
Eebellion's  reeking  standards  o'er  him  wave. 

Not  unavenged  the  raging  baron  yields ; 

The  blood  of  traitors  smears  the  purple  plain ; 
Unconquer'd  still,  hisTalchion  there  he  wields^ 

And  days  of  glory  yet  for  him  remain. 

*  Ab  "glooming,"  the  Scottish irord  for  twilight,  Li  &r  more  poetical,  and  hM 
recommended  by  many  eminent  literary  men,  particularly  hy  Dr.  Moore  in  liii  Li 
to  Bums,  I  have  ventured  to  use  it  on  account  of  ita  harmony. 

J  The  priory  was  dedicated  to  the  Virgin. 
At  the  dissolution  of  the  monaiterlea,  "Susasj  VILl.  hestowed  Newitead  Abbey « 
uBynm, 
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fltm  in  iiiat  lioor  tlM  warrior  wiali'd  toF  •tr«ir 
Bdf-gatlittr'd  laorab  cm  a  §elf-flOi^^ gtm; 

fiofc  Oiailfls' pK>(ecstiiiff  geniiit  liit^ 
Tlw  Bunanlif ■  fHeokdy  tlie  aiOBftidi%  h^^ 

TraniUiiig^  clio  flnstoli'd  llm  ftma  the  in^^ 

In  other  fidhli  UiA  tOROBl  to  rml  r 
For  Boblflr  eoBibfttii^  Imn^  nserfw  Im  Bft^ 

To  kMl  tiM  bMid  iribera  godHlw  MUand  IJelLt 
From  thea^  poor  pflo  I  to  hmlemT^xatdae  ghon, 

WliSo  4^ttff  gMims  ti^flir  palnftl  i«q|«lem 
Far  dHlhrwit  aiMnw  now  aMods  to  lifiK?«By 

Soflli  fiotiiiM  waBoir  on  tlio  goiy  groQiid. 

There  many  a  pale  nud  ratKleaa  robber's  coi^&h9|,^ 
Nobfpme  aDu  ghoat^  doGlea  thy  sacrod  sod  ; 

0*er  niiDy^liDs;  mmtj  and  horee  commix' d  witli  lio^sc^ 
Gomiptiotk  s  heap,  iko  Bay&ge  spoilera  trod.  ^ 

Graves,  lonj^  with  rank  und  Bighing  weeds  o'ersproM 
Bansack^d,  resign  perforce  ihe'ir  mortal  mould ;      , 

From  ruffiau  fanga  escape  not  e'on  tho  dead,  , 

Jlaked  from  repose  ia  fle>areliL  for  b\iried  gold.  J 

Utlj!hM  id  tLe  harp,  unfitniug  the  warlike  lyra,  ] 

The  minstrd's  pabied  tmud  reoUnes  in  (ieath ;       i 

No  more  hQ  etrikes  the  quivering  chorda  with  firo, 
Or  ai^gs  the  glories  of  the  tnattiiil  wreath. 

At  length  the  sated  murderers,  gorged  with  prey, 
Betire ;  the  olamour  of  the  fight  is  o'er ; 

Slence  aeain  resmnes  her  awful  sway, 
And  sable  Horror  goards  the  massy  door. 

Here  desolation  holds  her  dreary  comt : 
What  satellites  declare  her  dismal  reign ! 

Shrieking  their  dirge,  ill-omen'd  birds  resort. 
To  flit  their  vigils  in  the  hoary  fane. 

Soon  a  new  mom's  restoring  beams  dispel 
The  clouds  of  anarchy  from  Britain's  skies ; 

The  fierce  usuiper  seeks  his  native  hell. 
And  Nature  triumphs  as  the  tyrant  dies. 

With  storms  she  welcomes  his  expiring  groans  ; 

Whirlwinds,  responsiTe,  greet  his  labouring  breath  ; 
Earth  shudders  as  her  caves  receive  his  bones, 

Tioathing  the  offering  of  so  dark  a  death.:}: 


LMd  "Brrtm,  and  his  brother  Sir  Wmiam,  held  high  comnuinde  In  the  royal  army. 
I  twir  mm  feneral  In  eUef  in  Ireland,  lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  and  govenior  to 
t  of  Yock,  afterwards  the  unhappy  James  IL ;  the  latter  had  a  priiieip&i 


t  ladsB  Otey,  Lord  '^seomit  lUUand,  the  most  accomplished  man  of  his  age,  was 
■■d  Sit  tta  uttia  of  Kewhory,  charging  in  the  ranks  of  Lend  Byron's  regiment  of 

a  Urtotleal  AmL    A  violent  tempest  occurred  immediately  subsequent  to  the 

nt  of  Ckomwell,  which  oooaaConed  maiij  disputes  between  his  pariifiaaui 

^  7  both  Interpreted  Oie  drctaaastanee  into  divine  interposiuon ;  but 
"Ti  creaademnaHioi,  weJemve  for  the  casuists  ot  that  age  to  decilds. 
"*-  " -*~»  at  Baited  tha  mO^eet  0/107  poem. 
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The  legal  ruler  now  resume  the  helm/ 
He  guides  through  goitle  leas  the  prow'  of  state  t 

Hope  oheera,  with  wonted  smiles,  the  peaceful  reaia% 
And  heals  the  bleeding  wounds  of  weaiiod  hate. 

The  gloomy  tenants,  Newstead  I  of  thy  oells. 

Howling,  resign  their  violated  nest ; 
Again  the  master  on  his  tenure  dwells, . 

Enjo^d,  from  absence,  ¥dth  enraptured  zest. 
Vassals,  within  thy  hospitable  pale. 

Loudly  carousing,  bless  their  lord's  return ; 
Culture  again  adorns  the  gladdening  vale. 

And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  to  mounu 

A  thousand  songs  on  tuneful  echo  float, 
Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o'er  the  trees : 

And  hark !  the  horns  proclaim  a  mellow  note. 
The  hunter's  cry  hangs  lengthening  on  the  breeze. 

Beneath  their  coursers'  hoo£3  the  valleys  shake : 
What  fears,  what  anxious  hopes,  attend  the  chase  1 

The  dying  stag  seeks  refuge  in  the  Lake  ; 
Exulting  shouts  announce  the  finish'd  race.. 

Ah,  happy  days  1  too  happy  to  endure  ! 

Such  simple  sports  our  phiin  forefiEithers  knew : 
No  splendid  vices  glitter'd  to  allure ; 

Their  joys  were  many,  as  their  cares  were  tsw. 

From  those  descending,  sons  to  sires  succeed ; 

Time  steals  along,  and  Death  uproars  his  dart ; 
Another  chief  impels  the  foaming  steed. 

Another  crowd  pursue  the  panting  hart. 

Newstead  i  what  saddening  change  of  scene  is  tnluo  I 
Thy  yawning  arch  betokens  slow  decay  ! 

The  last  and  youngest  of  a  noble  line 
Now  holds  thy  mouldering  turrets  in  his  sway. 

Deserted  now,  he  scans  thy  gray  worn  towers  ! 

Thy  vaults,  where  dead  of  feudal  ages  sleep ; 
Thy  cloisters,  pervious  to  the  wintry  showers  : 

These,  these  he  views,  and  viewu  them  but  to  weepw 

Yet  are  his  tears  no  emblem  of  regret : 
Cheiish'd  affection  only  bids  them  flow. 

rride,  hope,  and  love  forbid  him  to  forget,     ' 
But  warm  his  bosom  with  impassion'd  glow. 

Yet  he  prefers  thee  to  the  gilded  domes 
Or  gewgaw  grottos  of  the  vainly  groat ; 

Yet  Imgers,  'mid  thy  damp  and  mossy  tombs. 
Nor  breathes  a  murmm:  'gainst  the  will  of  fata. 

Haply  thy  sun,  emer^g,  yet  may  shine. 

Thee  to  irradiate  with  meridian  ray ; 
Hours  splendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  thlne^ 

And  bleuBS  thy  fliture  as  thy  former  day. 


A 
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CIHIU>I8H  BBoouuicrnoNa 

WhuwHw  difcose,  with  uJI  har  Lu^^t  of  paoi)^^ 
OiinJpbo  ^'nrm  tUle  wI:iiob  Eows  aicjjig:  to.o  vcJiM} 
WbevHocdtb,  a^iglited^  ttproAiJi  her  vctEy  wit^ 
And  Hica  with  every  cliaugiiig'  ^e  of  spdug  j  ^ 
Hot  to  tl^  ac^iLtg  fmme  ^oua  ctOD&nedj  \ 

UnyijMinR  paiigs  &ssail  tbo  droopitig  RUiid : 
WhaMprJaiy  forniS;  the  epectre-tr^a  of  woo. 
Bid  sBddenD^  Nature  ^hrmk  beneath  tha  bloVii 
With  Ref  ignatioD  W£go  roltitatloes  Atrife, 
Wldk  Hope  re>t1res  anfu^U'dj  &nd  dliaga  to  ]iJb« 
Tei  lof^  too  piui^j  whan,  tlirough  the  tedious  Bl, 
Bane  m  bran  CO  &lie<i*t  twound  bor  genial  power,     ( 
Gansltack  iha  vnuiahM  daj'e  to  n^pture  giveDj. 
When  lova  ^as  blisBj  and  beauty  farmed  our  lieai!i|i  { 
Or,  dear  to  youtlx,  portpays  each  cbildisli  sceno^ 
Tluwe  faary  bowora,  where'  ^i  in  turu  Havo  beeu. 
As  whtn  throui^b  doiids  that  pour  the  summer  siWl^ 
Hie  orb  of  day  unveils  hia  difit^nt  form^ 
OOds  with  faint  beams  the  cryDtul  dowB  of  rajn^ ._ 
And  dirol^  twiiiklea  i>*er  the  watery  pbiu  ;  ^ 

ThnSy  while  tbo  future  dark  and  eh^orle^  gleaTfii^ 
The  sun  of  memory,  flowing  throagh  my  drpamri, 
Thoug^h  sunk  the  ladicmG^  ol'  bia  foinjier  blaze^ 
To  scenes  &r  distant  points  his  paJer  rays : 
Still  rules  my  senses  with  unbounded  sway^ 
The  i>ast  confounding  with  the  present  day. 

Oft  does  my  heart  indulge  the  rising  thought, 
Which  still  recurs,  unlook^  for  and  unsought ; 
My  soul  to  fimoy's  fond  suggestion  yields, 
And  roams  romantic  o'er  her  airy  fields  : 
Scenes  of  my  youth,  developed^  crowd  to  view. 
To  which  I  long  have  bade  a  last  adieu  ! 
Seats  of  delight,  inspiring  youthful  themes ; 
Friends  lost  to  me  for  aye,  except  in  dreams ; 
Some  who  in  marble  prematurely  sleep. 
Whose  forms  I  now  remember  but  to  weep ; 
Some  who  vet  urge  the  same  scholastio  course 
Of  early  science,  future  £une  the  source ; 
Who,  still  contending  in  the  studious  race, 
In  quick  rotation  fill  the  senior  place. 
These  with  a  thousand  visions  now  unite. 
To  dazale,  though  they  nlease,  my  aching  sight 
Ida !  blest  spot,  where  Science  holds  her  reign, 
now  jovous  once  I  join'd  thy  youthful  train  1 
Bright  in  idea  gleams  thy  lofw  spire, 
Agun  I  mingle  with  thy  playml  guJre ; 
Our  tricks  oimhabie^  every  chilmaih.  game^ 
VaobMDged  by  time  or  distance^  eeem  the  same  ; 
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Through  winding  pathB  along  the  glade,  I  trace 

The  social  smile  of  eveiy  welcome  £ice  ; 

My  wonted  haunts,  my  scenes  of  joy  and  woo, 

Each  early  boyish  friend,  or  youthnil  foe. 

Our  feuds  dissolved,  but  not  my  friendship  past  :— 

I  bless  the  former  and  forgive  the  last. 

Hours  of  my  youth  !  when,  nurtured  in  my  breast, 

To  love  a  stranger,  friendship  made  me  blest ; — 

Friendship,  the  dear  peculiar  bond  of  youth. 

When  every  artless  bosom  throbs  with  truth ; 

Untaught  by  worldly  wisdom  how  to  feign. 

And  check  each  impulse  with  prudential  rein ; 

When  all  we  feel,  our  honest  souls  disclose — 

In  love  to  friends,  in  open  hate  to  foes ; 

No  vamish*d  tales  the  lips  of  youth  repeat, 

No  dear-boufi^ht  knowleq^e  purchased  oy  deceit. 

Hypocrisy,  the  gift  of  lengthen'd  years. 

Matured  by  age,  the  garb  of  prudence  wears. 

When  now  the  boy  is  ripen'd  into  man. 

His  careful  sire  clialks  rorth  some  wary  plan  ; 

Instructs  his  son  from  candour's  path  to  shrink, 

Smoothly  to  speak,  and  cautiously  to  think ; 

Still  to  assent,  and  never  to  deny — 

A  patron's  praise  can  well  reward  the  lie  : 

And  who,  when  Fortune's  warning  voice  is  heard, 

Would  lose  his  opening  prospects  for  a  word  ? 

Although  against  that  word  his  heart  rebel. 

And  truth  indignant  all  his  bosom  swell. 

Away  with  themes  like  this  !  not  mine  the  task 
From  nattering  fiends  to  tear  the  hateful  mask ; 
Let  keener  bards  delight  in  satire's  sting  ; 
My  fancy  soars  not  on  Detraction's  wing  : 
Once,  and  but  once,  she  aim'd  a  deadly  blow. 
To  hurl  defiance  on  a  secret  foe ; 
But  when  that  foe,  from  feeling  or  from  shame. 
The  cause  unknown,  yet  still  to  me  the  same, 
Wam'd  by  some  finendly  hint,  perchance,  roth-ed^ 
With  this  submission  all  her  rage  expired. 
From  dreaded  pangs  that  feeble  foe  to  save. 
She  hush'd  her  young  resentment,  and  forgave ; 
Or,  if  my  muse  a  pedant's  portrait  drew, 
Pomposus'  virtues  are  but  known  to  few ; 
I  never  fear'd  the  young  usurper's  nod, 
And  he  who  wields  must  sometimes  feel  the  rod. 
If  since  on  Granta's  failings,  known  to  all 
Who  share  the  converse  of  a  college  hall. 
She  sometimes  trifled  in  a  lighter  strain, 
•Tis  past,  and  thus  she  will  not  sin  again. 
Soon  must  her  early  song  for  ever  cease, 
And  all  may  rail  when  I  shall  rest  in  peace. 

Here  first  remember'd  be  the  joyous  band. 
Who  hail'd  me  chief,  obedient  to  command ; 


BO  DBA  OF  ILILJ2NESS.  tt 

Wjio  jom*d  with  mo  in  every  bojdsh  sport — 
Their  first  adviser,  and  their  last  resort ; 
Nor  shrunk  beneath  the  upstart  pedant's  firown. 
Or  all  the  sable  glories  of  ms  Rown ; 
Who,  thus  transplanted  from  his  fiEither's  schools- 
Unfit  to  »>vem,  ignorant  of  rule — 
SuoceedcNi  him,  whom  all  unite  to  praise. 
The  dear  preceptor  of  my  early  davs ; 
Probus,  the  pride  of  science,  and  the  boast,* 
To  Ida  now,  alas !  for  ever  lost. 
With  him,  for  years,  we  searoh'd  the  classic  page. 
And  feared  the  master,  though  we  loved  the  sago : 
Retired  at  last,  his  small  yet  peaceM  seat. 
From  leaming^s  labour  is  the  blest  retreat. 
Pomposus  fills  his  magisterial  choir ; 
Pomposus  ^vems, — ^but,  my  muse,  forbear : 
Contempt,  in  silenoe,  be  the  pedant's  lot ; 
His  name  and  precepts  be  alike  forgot ! 
No  more  his  mention  shall  my  verse  degrade,— 
To  him  my  tribute  is  already  paid. 

High,  through  those  elms,  with  hoary  branches  crown*d, 
Fair  Ida's  bower  adorns  the  landscape  round  ; 
There  Science,  from  her  ifavour'd  seat,  surveys 
The  vale  where  rural  Nature  claims  her  praise ; 
To  her  awhile  resigns  her  youthful  train. 
Who  move  in  joy,  and  dance  along  the  plain  ; 
In  scatter'd  groups,  each  favour'd  haunt  pursue ; 
Kepeat  old  pastimes,  and  discover  new ; 
Flush'd  with  his  rays,  beneath  the  noontide  sun. 
In  rival  bands,  between  the  wickets  run, 
Drive  o'er  the  sward  the  ball  with  active  force. 
Or  chase  with  nimble  feet  its  rapid  course. 
But  these  with  slower  steps  direct  their  way, 
Where  Brent's  cool  waves  in  limpid  currents  stray; 
While  yonder  few  search  out  some  green  retreat. 
And  arboura  shade  them  from  the  summer  heat : 
Others  again,  a  pert  and  lively  crew. 
Some  rough  and  thoughtless  stranger  placed  in  view. 
With  frolic  quaint  their  antic  jests  expose, 
And  tease  the  grumbling  rustic  as  he  goes ; 
Nor  rest  with  this,  but  many  a  passing  fray 
Tradition  treasures  for  a  future  day : 
**'Twas  here  the  gather'd  swains  for  vengeance  fought. 
And  hero  we  eam'd  the  conquest  dearly  bought ; 
Uere  have  we  fled  before  superior  might, 
And  here  renew*d  the  wild  tumultuous  fight." 

Dr.  Dmry.  This  most  aMe  and  excellent  man  retired  from  his  situation  In  March. 
i.  after  ha^-ing  resided  thirty-live  years  at  Harrow  ;  the  last  twenty  as  head-mnfiter ; 
.fliee  he  hekl  with  equal  honour  to  himself  and  advantage  to  tho  very  extenir I ve  school 
r  which  he  presided.  Panegyric  would  here  be  supei-fluous :  it  would  be  useless  to 
mcnte  qualiflcations  which  were  never  doubted.  A  considerable  contest  took  plac« 
VMO  tliree  rival  candidates  for  his  vacant  chair ;  ot  this  I  can  only  say, 
SJ  mat  cam  restrfa  ralalaaent  rota,  Pelasgl  1 
Jiim  font  lunhlgntu  tanti  certaxninis  hxros, 
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While  thus  our  souls  with  early  passiotiB  swdU, 
In  liDfferinflr  tones  resounds  the  distant  bell } 
Th'  aUotted  hour  of  daihr  spert  id  o'er. 
And  Learning  beckons  voin  her  templets  door. 
No  splendid  tablets  mce  her  dimple  hall. 
But  ruder  records  fill  the  dusky  wall ; 
There,  deeply  carred,  behold  1  each  tyro*d  natte 
Secures  its  owner's  tLcadeaaAo  fione : 
Here  mingling  view  the  names  of  rare  a&d  son. 
The  one  long  graved,  the  other  just  begun : 
These  shall  survive  alike  when  son  and  sire 
Beneath  one  common  stroke  of  ftite  expire : 
Perhaps  l^eir  last  xhemorial  these  aloue. 
Denied  in  death  a  monumental  stobe. 
Whilst  to  the  gale  in  moumfbl  oadehed  ^aVO 
The  sighing  weeds  that  hide  their  nameteai  ^^ 
And  here  my  name,  and  manv  an  eaily  fHend*^^ 
Along  the  wall  in  lengthened  fine  eztendd. 
Though  still  our  deeds  amuse  the  vouthfbl  nJObf 
Who  tread  oiu*  steps,  and  fill  our  former  plaod. 
Who  young  obey'd  their  lords  in  silent  awe. 
Whose  nod  commanded,  and  whose  voice  was  UiAr } 
And  now,  in  turn,  possess  the  reins  of  power. 
To  rule,  the  little  tyrants  of  an  hour ; — 
Though  sometimes,  with  the  tales  of  ancient  day^ 
They  pass  the  dreary  winter's  eve  away — 
"And  thus  our  former  rulers  stemm'd  the  tide^ 
And  thus  they  dealt  the  combat  side  by  side ; 
Just  in  this  place  the  mouldering  walls  tliey  soaledi 
Nor  bolts  nor  bars  against  their  strength  avail'd  j 
Here  Probus  came,  ^e  rising  firay  to  quell. 
And  here  he  ialter'd  forth  his  last  fjeirewell ; 
A.nd  here  one  night  abroad  they  dared  to  roain. 
While  bold  Pomposus  bravely  stay'd  at  home  ;— 
iVhile  thus  they  speak,  the  hour  must  soon  arriv% 
When  names  of  these,  like  ours,  alone  survive  : 
Yet  a  few  years,  one  general  wreck  will  whelm 
The  fiunt  remembrance  of  our  fairy  realm. 

Dear  honest  race  !  though  now  we  meet  no  m(»^. 
One  last  long  look  on  what  we  were  before — 
Our  first  kind  greetings,  and  our  last  adieu — 
Drew  tears  from  eyes  unused  to  weep  with  you. 
Through  splendid  circles,  fashion's  gaudy  worlds 
Where  folly's  glaring  standard  waves  uniurrd, 
I  plunged  to  (&own  m  noise  my  fond  regret, 
And  all  I  sought  or  hoped  was  to  forget. 
Vain  wish  1  if  chance  some  well-remembor'd  faoe^ 
Some,  old  oompcmion  of  my  earl^  race. 
Advanced  to  claim  his  firiend  with  honest  ioy, 
Hy  eyes,  my  heart,  proclaimed  me  still  a  boy ; 
The  glittering  scene,  the  fluttering  groups  around. 
Were  quite  forgotten  when  my  frieud  was  found  j 
The  smiles  of  beauty — (for,  «ajaa\  IN©  Vswy?ni 
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What  'tis  to  bend  before  LoTeTs  migbty  throne)-- 
Tke  smfles  of  beauty,  thoush  those  smilee  were  dtef  | 
Ooold  hardly  charm  me,  when  that  friend  wan  meUr  r 
My  thooghts  bewildered  in  the  fond  fturprbe, 
The  woods  of  Ida  danced  before  my  eyes ; 
I  saw  the  i^rightly  wand'rers  pour  along, 
I  saw  and  joined  again  the  joyous  throng ; 
Panting,  again  I  traced  her  lofby  grore. 
And  &ien<uhip's  feelings  triumphal  over  Itrre, 

Yet,  why  should  I  alone  witb  such  delight, 
Betrace  the  circuit  of  my  former  flight  ? 
Is  there  no  cause  beyond  the  common  claim 
Endesur^d  to  all  in  childhood's  very  name  ? 
Ah!  sure  some  stronger  imptdse  vibrates  here, 
Which  whispers  friendship  will  be  doubly  dear. 
To  one  who  thus  for  kincked  hearts  must  roam,- 
Ajid  seek  abroad  the  love  denied  at  home. 
Those  hearts,  dear  Ida,  have  I  found  in  thee^ 
A  home,  a  world,  a  paradise  to  me. 
Stem  Death  forl»ide  mv  orphan  youth  to  sharb 
The  tender  guidance  of  a  other's  care. 
Can  rank,  or  e'en  a  gfuardian's  name,  sum)Iy 
The  love  which  glistens  in  a  father's  eye  f 
For  this  can  wealth  or  title's  sound  atone. 
Made,  by  a  parent's  earlv  loss,  my  own  ? 
What  brother  springs  a  brother's  love  to  seek  ? 
What  sister's  gentle  kiss  has  press'd  my  cheek  ? 
For  me  how  dull  the  vacant  moments  rise. 
To  no  fond  bosom  link'd  by  kindred  ties  ! 
Oft  in  the  progress  of  some  fleeting  dream 
Fraternal  smiles  collected  round  me  seem  ; 
While  still  the  visions  to  my  heart  are  press'd. 
The  voice  of  love  will  murmur  in  my  rest : 
I  hear — I  wake — and  in  the  sound  rejoice ; 
I  hear  again, — ^but  ah  1  no  brother's  voice. 
A  hermit,  'midst  of  crowds,  I  fain  must  stray 
Alone,  though  thousand  pilgrims  fill  the  way  ; 
While  these  a  thousand  kindred  wreaths  entwine, 
I  cannot  call  one  single  blossom  mine : 
What  then  remains  ?  In  solitude  to  groan. 
To  mix  in  friendship,  or  to  sigh  alone. 
Thus  must  I  cling  1x>  some  endearing  hand. 
And  none  more  dear  than  Ida's  soculL  band. 

Alonzo  1  best  and  dearest  of  my  friends. 
Thy  name  ennobles  him  who  thus  commends  : 
From  this  fond  tribute  thou  canst  gain  no  praise : 
Tho  praise  is  his  who  now  that  tribute  pays. 
Oh  !  in  the  promise  of  thy  early  youth. 
If  hoi>e  anticipate  the  words  of  truth. 
Some  loftier  bard  shalJ  sing-  tbyeloriouB  name, 
To  build  his  own  upon  thv  deathless  &me. 
J'riaad  of  mjr  heart,  and  foremost  of  the  list 
F  2 
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Of  those  with  whom  I  lived  supremely  blest. 
Oft  have  we  drain'd  the  font  of  ancient  lore ; 
Though  drinking  deeplv,  thirsting  still  the  more. 
Yet,  when  oonfinementrs  lingering  hour  was  done> 
Our  sports,  our  studies,  and  our  souls  wor3  one : 
TogeUier  we  impell'd  tho  flying  ball ; 
Together  waited  in  our  tutor's  hall : 
Together  join'd  in  cricket's  manly  toil. 
Or  shued  the  produce  of  the  rivei-'s  spoil ; 
Or,  plunging  from  the  green  declining  shore. 
Our  pliant  hmbs  the  buoyant  billows  bore ; 
In  every  element,  unchanged,  the  same. 
All,  all  that  brothers  should  bo,  but  the  name. 

Nor  yet  are  you  foi^t,  my  jocund  boy  I 
Davus,  the  harbinger  of  childish  joy ; 
For  ever  foremost  m  the  ranks  of  fun. 
The  laughing  hendd  of  the  harmless  pun ; 
Yet  with  a  breast  of  such  materials  ma4e^ 
Anxious  to  please,  of  pleasing  half  afraid ; 
Candid  and  liberal,  with  a  heart  of  steel 
In  dari£rer's  path,  though  not  untaught  to  feel. 
Still  I  remember,  in  the  factious  stnfe. 
The  rustic's  musket  aim'd  against  my  life : 
High  poised  in  air  tho  massy  weapon  hung, 
A  cry  of  horror  burst  from  every  tongue ; 
Whilst  I,  in  combat  with  another  foe. 
Fought  on,  unconscious  of  th'  impending  blow ; 
Your  ai-m,  brave  boy,  arrested  hiig  career — 
Forward  you  sprung,  insensible  to  fear  ; 
Disarm'd  and  baffled  by  your  conquering  hand. 
The  grovelling  savage  roU'd  upon  tho  sand: 
An  act  like  this,  can  simple  thanks  repay. 
Or  all  the  labours  of  a  grateful  lay  ? 
Oh  no !  whene'er  my  breast  forgets  the  deed. 
That  instant,  Davus,  it  desei-ves  to  bleed. 

Lycus !  on  mo  thy  claims  aro  justly  great : 
Thy  milder  virtues  could  my  muse  relate. 
To  thco  alone,  imrivall'd,  would  belong 
The  feeble  efforts  of  my  lengthon'd  song. 
Well  canst  thou  boast,  to  load  in  senates  fit, 
A  Spartan  finnness  with  Athenian  wit : 
Though  yet  in  embryo  these  perfections  shine, 
Lvcus !  thy  father's  fame  will  soon  be  thine. 
Where  learning  nurtures  the  superior  mind, 
What  may  we  hope  from  genius  thus  refined  ! 
When  time  at  length  matm'es  thy  growing  yeara^ 
How  wilt  thou  tower  above  thy  fellow  peers  I 
Prudence  and  sense,  a  spirit  bold  and  free. 
With  honour's  soul,  united  beam  in  thee. 

Shall  fair  Euryalus  pass  by  unsung, 
From  ancient  lineage,  no\i  Mii\TOYl\i>f ,  «^Tvm^\ 
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What  tiiciugb  one  sad  dissension  bade  us  parts 

Thai  TiATno  is  yot  ombalm^d  within  my  heojii  j 

Yet  at  the  mention  do&s  that  heart  roboimd. 

And  palpitate^  rosponsiva  to  the  soiuxd. 

Envy  diEisolvod  our  tio3,  (Vtjd  not  otir  will : 

We  onc«  were  friend  s, — Fil  think  we  ato  fto  stili 

A  fcirm  unmntcli'd  in  nature's  pnrtinl  mouldj 

A  h«irt  utitaiijtcid^  tve  in  theo  Letkold  i 

Vet  not  tho  fionato^s  tbimdcr  thou  shcdt  wioldt 

Kor  seek  for  glory  in  the  tented  field  ; 

To  minrls  of  mder  texture  tlicsd  be  given — 

l^tiy  soxil  shall  neartjr  soar  its  native  heaven. 

UiiplVj  in  polish' d  courts  might  be  thy  seatj         ■ 

iJut  that  tby  tongne  couM  never  foj^  deeoit :    g 

The  courtior'B  aupplo  bow  and  snccnng-  smiloj 

Tlie  flow  of  complimeritj  the  fc1i[>p0ry  wile^ 

Wonld  mnlte  that  breast  with  indignation  burn, 

And  all  the  glittering  fm tires  to  tempt  thee  Bptii-a, 

Dirtucstic  happiDoss  will  stamp  thy  lata  ■ 

8iicred  to  love^  uneloud^sd  o'er  by  hato  ; 

fTio  world  admire  thee,  and  th^r  friends  adore ; — 

Ambition's  slave  alone  woidd  toil  for  inorei 

Now  liist^  but  ii6areB^  of  tihe  sck^  baad^ 
800  honesty  open,  gmeroas  Ckson  stimd ; 
With  scarce  one  speck  to  cloud  the  pleasing  soeno^ 
No  vice  degrades  that  purest  soul  serene. 
On  the  same  day  our  studious  r&ce  begun^ 
Ou  the  same  day  our  studious  race  was  run ; 
Thus  side  by  side  we  pass*d  our  first  career. 
Thus  side  by  side  we  strove  for  many  a  year ; 
At  last  conduded  our  scholastic  life. 
We  neither  conquer*d  in  the  classic  strife : 
As  speakers  each  supports  an  equal  name,* 
And  crowds  allow  to  both  a  partial  fame : 
To  soothe  a  youthful  rival's  early  pride. 
Though  Cleon's  candour  would  the  palm  divide. 
Yet  candour's  self  compels  mo  now  to  own, 

JosUce  awards  it  to  my  friend  alone. 

Oh !  friends  regretted,  scenes  for  ever  dear, 
Kemembranco  hails  you  with  her  warmest  toai  t 
Broopino^,  she  bends  o*er  pensive  Fanc/s  ui  a, 
To  trace  the  hours  which  never  can  return  ; 
Yet  with  the  retrospection  loves  to  dwell, 
And  soothe  the  sorrows  of  her  last  farewell ! 
Yetgi-eets  the  triumph  of  my  boyish  mind, 
^infant  laurels  round  m^  head  were  twined  ; 
Wlien  Probus'  praise  repaid  my  lyric  song, 
Or  placed  me  higher  in  the  studious  throng ; 
Or  when  my  first  harangue  received  applause^ 
^Bftge  instruction  the  primeval  cause, 

if  tb0  publta  ^peeehm  deUrmd  mt  tbe  gehool  whet*  fht  aulkot  «•» 
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What  gratitade  to  liim  my  soul  possese^d. 

While  nope  of  dawning  honours  fill'd  my  breast  I 

For  idl  my  homble  fame,  to  him  alone 

The  praise  is  due,  who  made  that  fame  my  own. 

Oh !  could  I  soar  above  these  feeble  lays^ 

These  young  effusions  of  my  early  days, 

To  him  my  muse  her  noblest  strain  would  give : 

The  song  might  perish,  but  the  theme  might  live. 

Yet  why  for  him  the  needless  verse  essay? 

His  honoured  name  requires  no  vain  display : 

By  every  son  of  ntktefal  Ida  blest. 

It  finds  an  echo  m  each  youthful  breast ; 

A  £[ime  beyond  the  glories  of  the  proud^ 

Or  all  the  plaudits  of  the  venal  crowd. 

Ida !  not  yet  exhausted  is  the  theme, 
Nor  closed  the  progress  of  my  youthful  di-eam. 
How  many  a  Mend  deserves  the  grateful  strain  1 
What  scenes  of  childhood  still  unsung  remain  t 
Yet  let  me  hush  this  echo  of  the  pas^ 
This  parting  song,  the  dearest  and  the  last ; 
And  brood  m  secret  o'er  those  hours  of  joy. 
To  me  a  silent  and  a  sweet  employ. 
While  future  hope  and  fear  alike  unknown, 
I  think  with  pleasure  on  the  past  alone ; 
Yes,  to  the  past  alone  my  heart  confine. 
And  chase  tne  phantom  of  what  once  was  mine. 

Ida !  still  o*er  thy  hills  in  joy  preside. 
And  proudly  steer  through  tmie^  eventful  tide ; 
Still  may  thy  blooming  sons  thy  name  revere. 
Smile  in  thy  bower,  but  quit  thee  with  a  tear ; — 
That  tear,  perhaps,  the  fondest  which  will  flow 
O'er  their  last  scene  of  happiness  below. 
Tell  me,  ye  hoary  few,  who  glide  along. 
The  feeble  veterans  of  some  former  throng, 
Whose  Mends,  like  autiunn  leaves  by  tempests  whi 
Are  swept  for  ever  from  this  busy  world ; 
Revolve  the  fleeting  moments  of  your  youth. 
While  Care  as  yet  withheld  her  venom*d  tooth ; 
Say  if  remembrance  days  like  this  endears 
Beyond  the  rapture  of  succeeding  years  ? 
Say,  can  ambition's  fever'd  dream  bestow 
So  sweet  a  balm  to  soothe  your  hours  of  woe  ? 
Can  treasures,  hoarded  for  some  thankless  son, 
Can  royal  smiles,  or  wreaths  by  slaughter  won. 
Can  stars  or  ermine,  man's  maturer  toys 
(For  glittering  baubles  are  not  left  to  boys), 
Kecau  one  scene  so  much  beloved  to  view 
As  those  where  Youth  her  garland  twined  for  you  I 
Ah,  no  I  amidst  the  gloomy  calm  of  age 
You  turn  with  &ltering  hand  life's  varied  page ; 
Peruse  the  record  of  your  days  on  earth, 
77ii0u21i6d  only  where  it  maska  ^onat  )aa^i2ki  \ 


B(WB0  07  IWBUB^ 

3tni  Hngering  pnuEo  above  each  chequm'M  leaf, 
ind  blot  with  t«ara  the  g^bl^  linos  of  griaf  j 
Where  Pasalon  o'er  tb^  thome  her  maiiLlQ  threw. 
Or  weeping  Virtus  sieh*d  &  fiunt  adieu  ; 
But  bless  the  scroll  which  fjurer  vrordA  ijldom, 
Traaed  by  the  rosy  fincrer  of  the  mom  ; 
WhoQ  Frieudrjhip  how  d  before  the  shriue  of  tFuth^ 
ijid  LoTO,  without  lu^  pMon,  suxiled  on  youth.* 
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Of  mortals  lies  in  Lethe's  wave ; 
Yet  some  shall  never  be  fomt — 

Some  Shan  exist  bsj^cmd  we  gr&Ye, 

<<  Unknown  the  region  of  his  Urtfa," 
ISie  liHO  roOs  tlie  tide  of  nwr  ^ 
Tet  not  mknown  bis  martial  vortb^ 
Wbtoh  j^ares  a  meteor  tniA  a£eur. 

His  joy  or  grifl^  Ids  weal  ot  woe, 
IMhaime  may  'mmpe  tide  page  olftms^ 

Yet  nations  now  nnbom  will  imow 
The  record  of  his  deathless  name. 

The  patriot^s  and  the  poet's  frame 

Must  share  the  comiQon  tomb  of  all : 
Their  glory  will  not  sleep  the  same ; 

That  win  arise,  though  empires  falL 

The  lustre  of  a  beauty's  eye 

Assumes  the  ghastly  si^ire  of  death ; 
The  fEur^  the  brave,  the  good  must  die. 

And  sink  the  yawning  grare  beneath* 

Once  more  the  speaking  eye  revives. 
Still  beaming  through  tne  lover^s  strain ; 

For  Petrarch's  Ijaura  still  survives : 
She  died,  but  ne'er  will  die  again. 

The  rolling  seasons  pass  away. 

And  Tune,  untiring,  waves  his  wing ; 
Whilst  honoui^s  laurSs  ne'er  decay^ 

But  bloom  in  fresh,  un&ding  sprmg. 

All,  all  must  sleep  in  grim  repose, 

Collected  in  the  silent  tomb ; 
The  old  and  yoim^,  with  friends  and  foes^ 

Festering  alike  m  shrouds,  consume. 

attM  eat  ramonr  sans  ailes,"  is  a  French  proverb. 

tn  by  JanMs  Montgomery,  author  of  "  The  Wanderer  In  Switcerland,'*  ko. 
vtkalar  hero  is  here  alluded  to.   The  exploits  of  Bayard,  Nemours,  Edwaxd.  Vki« 
iaes,  and  in  more  modern  thnea  the  /kme  of  Marlborough,  Fredsrlcik,  Vhft  Qx 
tt,  GharJM  of  Sweden,  Jto.,  are  fumilfnr  to  every  talstorioal  xwditr,  Isok  <hn  « 
'*tirIMbMf0Jkiufwn  to  «  very  anuUl  pnportioa  of  their  adniitn. 
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Tbo  mouldering'  marble  lasts  its  day. 
Yet  falls  at  length  an  useless  fane ; 

To  ruin's  ruthless  fangs  a  prey. 
The  wrecks  of  pillai**d  pride  remain. 

What,  though  the  sculpture  be  destroyMj 
From  dark  oblivion  meant  to  guard ; 

A  bright  renown  shall  be  enjojr'd 
By  those  whose  virtues  claim  reward. 

Then  do  not  say  the  common  lot 
Of  all  lies  deep  in  Lothe's  wave ; 

Some  few  who  ne'er  will  be  forgot 
Shall  burst  the  bondage  of  the  gmTe, 


IM 


LINES 

ADDRESSED  TO  THE  REV.  J.  T.  HECnER,   ON  HIS  ADYISUiO  TM 
AUXnOR  TO  MIX  MOliE  WITH  S0CIST7. 

Dkar  Bf.ciikr,  you  tell  mo  to  mis  with  mankind] — 

1  caw  not  deny  such  a  precept  is  wise  ; 
Cut  retirement  accords  with  the  tone  of  my  mind ; 

1  will  not  descend  to  a  world  I  despise. 

Did  the  senate  or  camp  my  exertions  require. 
Ambition  might  prompt  me,  at  once,  to  go  forth ; 

"When  infancy's  yeai-s  of  probation  expire. 
Perchance  I  may  strive  to  distinguish  my  birth. 

The  fire  in  the  cavern  of  Etna  conceal'd. 
Still  mantles  unseen  in  its  secret  recess ; — 

At  length,  in  a  volume  tenific  reveal'd. 
No  torrent  can  quench  it,  no  bounds  can  repress. 

Oh  !  thus,  the  desire  in  my  bosom  for  fame 
Bids  me  live  but  to  hope  for  posterity's  praise. 

Could  I  soar  with  the  phoenix  on  pinions  of  flame. 
With  him  I  would  wish  to  expire  in  the  blaze. 

For  the  life  of  a  Fox,  of  a  Chatham  the  death. 
What  censure,  what  danger,  what  woe  would  I  bravo  I 

Their  lives  did  not  end  when  they  yielded  their  breath  I 
Their  glory  illumines  the  gloom  of  their  grave. 

Yet  why  should  I  mingle  in  Fashion's  fiiU  herd  ? 

Why  crouch  to  her  leaders,  or  cringe  to  her  rules  I 
Why  bend  to  the  proud,  or  applaud  the  absurd  ? 

Why  search  for  delight  in  the  friendship  of  fools? 

I  have  tasted  the  sweets  and  the  bitters  of  love  ; 

In  friendship  I  early  was  taught  to  believe ; 
My  passion  the  matrons  of  prudence  TcepYOve  ; 
2  have  found  that  a  iriend  may  pToioea,  -j^^.  ^qqi^n^* 
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To  me  what  is  wealth  t — it  may  pass  in  an  hour. 
If  tyrants  prevail,  or  if  Fortune  should  frown ; 

To  me  what  is  title  ? — the  phantom  of  power ; 
To  me  what  is  &shion  t — ^I  seek  but  renown. 

Deceit  is  a  stranger  as  vet  to  my  soul ; 

I  slill  am  unpractisea  to  varnish  the  truth : 
Then  why  should  I  live  in  hateful  control  ? 

Why  waste  upon  folly  the  days  of  my  youth  ? 


THE  DEATH  OF  CALMAR  AND  ORLA. 

A2r  IMITATION  OP  MACPnERSON'S  OSSIAN.* 

Dear  are  the  days  of  youth  !  Age  dwells  on  their  remembrance 
urough  the  nust  of  time.  Li  tho  twilight  ho  recalls  the  sunny 
ours  of  mom.  He  lifts  his  spear  with  ticmbling  hand.  "Not 
lus  feebly  did  I  raise  the  steel  before  my  fatbei's  ! "  Past  is  the 
ice  of  heroes  !  But  their  fame  rises  en  itie  harp  ;  their  souls  ride 
a  the  wings  of  the  wind  ;  they  hear  tho  sound  tlirourfi  the  sighs 
r  the  storm,  and  rejoice  in  tbcir  hall  of  clouds !  Such  is  Calmar. 
he  gray  stone  marks  his  narrow  house.  Ho  looks  down  from 
Idying  tempests :  he  rolls  his  form  in  the  whirlwind,  and  borers 
1  the  blast  of  the  mountain. 

In  Morven  dwelt  the  chief;  a  beam  of  war  to  FingaL  His  steps 
i  the  field  were  marked  in  blood.  Lochlin's  sons  had  fled  before 
is  angry  spear ;  but  mild  was  the  eye  of  Calmar ;  soft  was  the 
ow  of  his  yellow  locks,  they  streamed  like  the  meteor  of  the  night. 
o  maid  was  the  sigh  of  his  soul :  his  thoughts  were  given  to 
iendship, — ^to  dark-^ired  Orla,  destroyer  of  heroes !  Equal  were 
leir  swords  in  battle  ;  but  fierce  was  the  pride  of  Orla  : — gentle 
lone  to  Calmar.    Together  they  dwelt  in  the  cave  of  Oithona. 

From  Lochlin,  Swaran  bounded  o'er  the  blue  waves.  Erin's 
ms  fell  beneath  his  might.  Fingal  roused  his  chiefs  to  combat. 
heir  ships  cover  the  ocean.  Their  hosts  throng  on  the  green 
ills.     They  come  to  the  aid  of  Erin. 

Night  rose  in  douds.  Darkness  veils  tho  armies  :  but  the 
lazing  oaks  gleam  through  the  valley.  The  sons  of  Lochlin 
ept ;  their  dreams  were  ot  blood.  They  lift  tho  spear  in  thought, 
ad  Fingal  flies.  Not  so  the  host  of  Morven.  To  watch  was  the 
Mi  of  Orla.  Calmar  stood  by  his  side.  Their  spears  were  in 
icir  hands.  Fingal  called  his  chiefs :  the>'  stood  around.  The 
ing  was  in  the  midst.  Gray  were  his  locks,  but  strong  was  tho 
■m  of  the  king.  Age  withered  not  his  powers.  "Sons  of 
[orven,"  said  the  hero,  "to-morrow  wo  meet  tho  foo.     But  where 

Cuthullin,  the  shield  of  Erin  ?  Ho  rests  in  the  halls  of  Tura ; 
3  knows  not  of  our  coming.  Who  will  speed  through  Lochlin  to 
le  hero,  and  call  tho  chief  to  arms  ?  The  path  is  by  the  swords 
■  foes ;  but  many  are  my  heroes.  They  are  thunderbolts  of  war. 
peak,  ye  chiefe  1    Who  will  arise  ? " 

•  It  in»7  be  neeenary  to  observe,  that  the  story,  though  considerably  varied  in  tha 
tMtropha,  is  taken  from  "  Nisns  and  Jiiuryalus/'  of  wlUcb  episode  a  translaUon  te 
rMdy  glren  in  the  present  volume. 
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"Son  of  Trenmor!  mine  be  the  deed."  said  dark-haired  Qria, 
"  and  mine  alone.  What  is  death  to  me  f  I  love  the  sleep  of  the 
mighty  ;  but  little  is  the  danger.  The  sons  of  Lochlin  dream.  I 
mil  seek  oar-borne  Cnthullin.  If  I  &11,  raise  the  atmg  of  bards ; 
and  lav  me  by  the  stream  of  Lubar." — "And  shaft  then  &11 
alone?''  said  ndr-haired  Calmar.  "Wilt  then  leave  thy  friend 
afar  ?  Chief  of  Oithona  1  not  feeble  is  my  arm  in  fight.  Gould  I 
see  thee  die,  and  not  lift  the  spear?  No.  Orla  1  ours  has  been  the 
chase  of  the  roebuck,  and  the  feast  of  shells ;  ours  be  the  path  of 
dancer :  ours  has  been  the  cave  of  Oithona ;  ours  be  the  narrow 
dwelling  on  the  banks  of  Lubar."  "Calmar/'  said  the  chief  of 
Oithona,  "why  should  thy  yellow  locks  bo  darkened  in  the  dust  of 
Erin?  Let  me  fall  alone.  My  &ther  dwells  in  his  hall  of  air :  he 
will  rejoice  in  his  boy ;  but  the  blue-eyed  Mora  spr^tds  the  feast 
for  her  son  in  Morven.  She  listens  to  the  steps  of  tho  hunter  on 
the  heath,  and  thinks  it  is  the  tread  of  Calmar.  Let  him  not  say, 
'  Odmar  has  fallen  by  the  steel  of  Lochlin :  he  died  with  gloomy 
Orla,  the  chief  of  the  dark  brow.'  Why  should  tears  dim  the 
azure  eye  of  Mora?  Why  should  her  voice  curse  Orla»  the 
destroyer  of  Calmar  ?  Live,  Calmar  I  Live  to  raise  my  stone  of 
moss ;  live  to  revenge  me  in  the  blood  of  Lochlin.  Join  the  song 
of  bards  above  my  grave.  Sweet  will  be  the  song  of  death  to  Oria, 
from  the  voice  of  Calmar.  My  ghost  shall  smile  on  the  notes  of 
praise."  "  Orla,"  said  the  son  of  Mora,  *'  could  I  raise  the  sons  at 
death  to  my  friend  ?  Could  I  give  his  fame  to  the  winds  ?  iTo, 
my  heart  would  speak  in  sighs :  faint  and  broken  are  the  sounds  of 
sorrow.  Orla  !  our  souls  shall  hear  the  song  together.  One  oloud 
shall  be  ours  on  high :  the  bards  will  mingle  the  names  of  Orla  and 
Calmar." 

They  quit  the  circle  of  the  chiefs.  Their  steps  are  to  the  host  of 
Lochlin.  The  dying  blaze  of  oak  dim  twinkles  through  the  night. 
The  northern  star  points  the  path  to  Tura.  Swaran,  the  long, 
rests  on  his  lonely  hill.  Here  the  troops  are  mixed :  they  frown  m 
sleep  I  their  shields  beneath  their  heads.  Their  swords  gleam  at 
distance  in  heaps.  The  fires  ore  £Eiint ;  their  embers  £Eiil  in  smoke. 
All  is  hush'd;  but  the  gale  sighs  on  the  rocks  above.  Lightly 
wheel  the  heroes  through  the  slumbering  band.  Half  the  journey 
is  past,  when  Mathon,  resting  on  his  shield,  meets  the  e^e  of  Orla. 
It  rolls  in  flame,  andglistens  through  the  shade.  His  spear  is 
raised  on  hi^h.  "Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  brow,  onief  of 
Oithona ? "  said  fair-haired  Calmar :  "we  are  in  the  midst  of  foes. 
Is  this  a  time  for  delay? "  "  It  is  a  time  for  vengeance,"  said  Orla 
of  the  gloomy  brow.  "  Mathon  of  Lochlin  sleeps :  deest  thou  his 
spear  ?  Its  point  is  dim  with  the  gore  of  my  father.  The  blood  of 
Mathon  shall  reek  on  mine  ;  but  shall  I  slav  him  sleeping,  son  of 
Mora?  No  !  he  shall  feel  his  wound :  my  lame  shall  not  soar  on 
the  blood  of  slumber.  Rise,  Mathon,  rise !  The  son  of  Conns 
calls  ;  thv  life  is  his ;  rise  to  combat."  Mathon  starts  from  sleep ; 
but  did  he  rise  alone  ?  No :  the  gathering  chiefs  bound  on  tne 
plain.  " Fly  !  Calmar,  fly  1 "  said  dark-haired  Orla.  "Mathon  is 
mine :  I  shall  die  in  joy :  but  Lochlin  crowds  around.  Flv 
through  the  shade  of  nignt."  Orla  turns.  The  helm  of  Mathon  is 
cleft :  his  shield  &lls  from  his  arm  :  he  shudders  in  his  blood.  He 
rolls  by  the  side  of  the  blazing  oak.    Strumon  sees  him  {blU  :  hif 
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wrath  rises :  his  weapon  glitters  on  the  head  of  Orla  :  but  a  spear 
pieroed  his  eye.  His  brain  gushes  through  the  wound,  and  foams 
on  the  spear  of  Oahnar.  As  roll  the  waves  of  the  Ocean  on  two 
mighty  barks  of  the  north,  so  pour  the  men  of  Lochlin  on  the 
chiefs.  As,  breaking  the  surge  in  foam,  proudly  steer  the  barks  of 
the  north,  so  rise  the  chiefs  of  Morven  on  the  scattered  crests  of 
Lochlin.  The  din  of  arms  came  to  the  ear  of  Fingal.  He  strikes 
his  shield ;  his  sons  throng  aroimd ;  the  peoplo  pour  along  the 
heaih.  Byno  boimds  in  joy.  Ossian  stalks  in  his  arms.  Oscar 
shakes  the  spear.  The  eagle  wing  of  Fillan  floats  on  the  wind. 
Dreadful  is  the  dang  of  death !  many  are  the  widows  of  Lochlin  ! 
Morven  prevails  in  its  strength. 

Mom  glimmers  on  the  hills :  no  living  foe  is  seen ;  but  the 
deepers  are  many ;  grim  they  lie  on  Erin.  The  breeze  of  ocean 
lifts  their  locks ;  yot  they  do  not  awake.  The  hawks  scream  above 
their  prey. 

Whose  yellow  locks  wave  o'er  the  breast  of  a  chief  ?  Bright  as 
the  0old  of  the  stranger,  they  mingle  with  the  dark  hair  of  his 
friend.  "Tis  Calmar :  he  lios  on  the  bosom  of  Orla.  Theirs  is  one 
stream  of  blood.  Fierce  is  the  look  of  the  gloomy  Orla.  He 
breathes  not ;  but  his  eye  is  still  a  flame.  It  glares  in  death  un- 
closed. His  hand  is  grasped  in  Calmar's ;  but  Calmar  lives  !  he 
hvesy  though  low.  ''llise,"  said  the  king,  "rise,  son  of  Mora: 
'tia  mine  to  heal  the  wounds  of  heroes.  Calmar  may  yet  bound  on 
the  hills  of  Morven." 

"  Never  more  shall  Calmar  chase  the  deer  of  Morven  with  Orla," 
said  the  hero.  "What  were  the  chase  to  me  alono  ?  Who  should 
f^re  the  spoils  of  battle  with  Calmar  *  Orla  is  at  rest !  Rough 
was  thy  soul,  Orla  !  yet  soft  to  me  as  the  dew  of  morn.  It  glared 
on  others  in  lightning :  to  me  a  silver  beam  of  night.  Bear  my 
sword  to  blue-eyed  Mora ;  let  it  hang  in  my  empty  hall.  It  is 
not  pure  from  blood  :  but  it  could  nob  save  Orla.  Lay  me  with  my 
friend.     Raise  the  song  when  I  am  dark ! " 

They  are  laid  by  the  stream  of  Lubar.  Four  gray  stones  mark 
the  dwelling  of  Orla  and  Calmar.  When  Swaran  was  bound,  our 
ndls  rose  on  the  blue  waves.  The  winds  gave  our  barks  to 
Morven : — the  bards  raised  the  song. 

"  What  form  rises  on  tho  roar  of  clouds  ?  Whose  dark  ghost 
gleams  on  the  red  streams  of  tempests?  His  voice  rolls  on  the 
thunder.  'Tis  Orla,  the  brown  chief  of  Oithona.  He  was  im- 
matched  in  war.     Peace  to  thy  soul,  Orla;    thy  fame  will  not 

S Irish.  Nor  thine,  Calmar  !  Lovely  wast  thou,  son  of  bluo-oyed 
ora ;  but  not  harmless  was  thy  sword.  It  hangs  in  thy  cave. 
The  ghosts  of  Lochlin  shriek  around  its  steel.  Hear  thy  praise, 
Calmar !  It  dwells  on  the  voice  of  the  mighty.  Thy  name  shakes 
on  the  echoes  of  Merven.  Then  raise  thy  fair  locks,  son  of  Mora. 
Spread  them  on  tho  arch  of  the  rainbow ;  and  smile  through  the 
ieare  of  the  storm."* 

•  I  fear  lAin^s  I»te  edition  hiu  completely  overthrown  every  hope  that  Macpherson's 
Omjui  Bif  ht  prove  the  translation  of  a  series  of  poeina  coiuplcto  in  themselves  ;  but 
•h.Ii  tha  Imposture  is  discovered,  the  merit  of  tho  work  remains  undisputed,  though 
B«t  without  faolts— particularly,  in  some  paxts,  turgid  and  bombastic  diction.  The 
KMent  homble  imitation  will  be  pardoned  by  the  admirers  of  the  original  as  an  atteTn\»t| 
wvtrer  inferior,  which  evinces  as  attacbment  to  theix  favourite  author. 
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TO  EDWARD  NOEL  LONG,  Esq. 

Kll  efo  eantolflxlm  Jucmido  Main  amloo.— HomAi% 

Dear  Long,  in  this  seauester^d  scene. 

While  all  around  In  slumber  lie, 
The  joyous  dayB  which  ours  have  boen 

Come  i-olling  fresh  on  Fancy's  eye ; 
Thus  if  amidst  the  gathering  storm, 
Wliile  clouds  the  d^ken*d  noon  defonn, 
Yon  heaven  assimies  a  varied  glow, 
I  hail  the  sky's  celestial  bow. 
Which  spreads  the  sign  of  future  pcace^ 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempests  cease. 
Ah !  though  the  present  brings  but  pain, 
I  think  those  days  may  come  again  ; 
Or  if,  in  melancholy  mood. 
Some  lurking  envious  fear  intrude, 
To  chock  my  bosom's  fondost  thought^ 

And  interrupt  the  golden  di*eam, 
I  ci*ush  the  fiend  with  malice  fraught. 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  thcmo* 
Although  we  ne'er  again  can  trace, 

In  Granta's  vale,  tno  pedant's  lore  ; 
Nor  through  the  ^oves  of  Ida  chase 

Our  raptured  visions  as  before  ; 
Though  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  pinion. 
And  Manhood  claims  his  stem  dominion. 
Age  will  not  every  hope  destrojr. 
But  yield  some  hours  of  sober  joy. 

Yes,  I  will  hope  that  Time's  broad  wing 
Will  shod  around  some  dews  of  spring : 
But  if  his  scythe  must  sweep  the  flowers 
Which  bloom  among  the  fairy  bowers. 
Whore  smiling  youth  delights  to  dweU, 
And  hearts  witn  early  raptura  swell ; 
If  frowning  Ago,  with  cold  control. 
Confines  the  current  of  the  soul. 
Congeals  the  tear  of  Pity's  eye, 
Or  checks  the  sympathetic  sigh, 
Or  hears  unmoved  misfortune's  groan^ 
An  i  bids  me  feel  for  self  alone ; 
Oh,  may  my  bosom  never  learn 

To  soothe  its  wonted  heedless  flow ; 
Still,  still  despise  the  censor  stem. 

But  ne'er  forget  another's  woe. 
Yes,  as  you  knew  me  in  the  davs 
O'er  which  Bemembrance  yet  delays, 
Still  may  I  rove,  untutor'd,  wild, 
And  even  in  age  at  heart  a  childl 

Though  now  on  airy  visions  borne, 
To  you  my  soul  \a  alVii  \^q  «mdqa. 
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Oft  has  it  hcen  tny  fata  to  mourOj 

And  all  my  fortnor  jo)^  firo  tatue. 
But^  hcnco  !  yfl  hQura  of  ^blo  Iiuq  [ 

Yowr  ftiowns  are  gone,  my  sontfW s  o*ot ; 
By  every  blisa  my  child  hood  knew^ 

I'll  tldsk  upoii  your  shndo  no  morg. 
Th'OBt  wh^jn  the  whirlwitid'a  rago  b  pa^t. 

And  caves  their  Eullcn  roar  Indoso^ 
We  hooil  no  mora  ih&  wintry  bhst,    ^J 

When  lulled  by  s^iphyr  to  repose.     ^^M 

Ftill  dftfln  hfLfl  my  infant  Mit^ 

Attuned  to  love  her  languid  lyro ; 
But  now  without  a  theme  to  chinose, 

Tho  strains  id  &toleD  Hig:iis  expire. 
Uj  youthful  nymphs,  alas  !  are  tlovvn  * 

E- —  is  a  wife,  and  C a  mother, 

And  CnraliDa  si^hs  alone. 

And  Mnry  'a  gitron  to  another  ;  J 

And  Cora's  oyOj  which  raird  on  m&,  f 

Can  now  no  more  my  Ioto  recall :      ^i 
Id  truth,  dear  Ijoiig,  'twas  Mine  to  flee  j 

For  Cora's  eyo  will  shine  on  all. 
And  though  the  ai:iii(  with  gonial  raya, 
Hk  bcan!:i  alike  to  lUl  displays, 
And  e^ery  lady's  eyo  's  a  iw^*, 
Th^e  liust  should  he  con^ned  to  one. 
The  soul's  meridian  don't  become  her, 
Whose  sun  displays  a  general  summer/ 
Thus  faint  is  everv  former  flame. 
And  passion's  self  is  now  a  name. 
As,  when  the  ebbing  flames  are  low. 

The  aid  which  once  improved  their  lights 
And  bade  them  bum  with  fiercer  glow. 

Now  quenches  all  their  sparks  in  night ; 
Thus  has  it  been  with  passion's  fires. 

As  many  a  boy  and  gu*l  remcmbcra. 
While  all  the  force  of  love  expires, 

Extinguish'd  with  the  dying  embers. 

But  now,  dear  Long,  'tis  midnight's  noon. 
And  clouds  obscure  the  watery  moon. 
Whose  beauties  I  shall  not  rehearse. 
Described  in  every  stripling's  verse ; 
For  why  should  I  the  path  go  o'er. 
Which  every  bard  has  trod  before  I 
Yet  ere  yon  silver  lamp  of  night 

Has  thrice  perform'a  her  stated  rounds 
Has  thrice  retraced  her  path  of  light. 

And  chased  away  the  ^loom  profound, 
I  trust  that  we,  my  gentle  friend, 
Sliall  see  her  rolling  orbit  wend 
Above  the  dearOoved  peaceful  seat 
Whiob  once  contained  our  youth's  retreat; 
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And  then  with  those  our  Childhood  knd#» 
We*ll  mingle  in  the  festive  crdw ; 
While  many  a  tale  of  former  day 
Shall  wing  the  laufhing  honrd  aWa^; 
And  all  the  flow  ofsoulshall  polir 
The  sacred  intellectual  shower. 
Nor  cease  till  Luna's  waning  hom 
Scarce  glimmers  throtkgh  the  mist  of  taoft. 


TO  A  LADY. 

Oh  !  had  my  fate  been  join'd  with  thine> 
As  once  this  pledge  appeared  a  tokeii^ 

These  follies  had  not  then  been  mine. 
For  then  my  peace  had  not  been  broken. 

To  thee  these  early  faults  I  o#d. 
To  thee,  the  wise  and  old  reproTlnff : 

They  know  my  fiins,  but  do  not  knoW 
'Twas  thine  to  break  the  bonds  Of  loving. 

For  once  my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pure. 
And  all  its  rising  fires  could  smothlsr ; 

But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 
Bestowed  by  thee  upon  another. 

Perhaps  his  peace  I  could  destroy. 
And  spoil  the  blisses  that  await  him ; 

Yet  let  my  rival  smile  in  joy, — 
For  thy  dear  sake  I  cannot  hate  him. 

Ah !  since  thy  angel  form  is  gone. 
My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any ; 

But  what  it  sought  in  thee  alone. 
Attempts,  alas  1  to  find  in  many. 

Then  fare  thee  well,  deceitful  maid ! 

'Twero  vain  and  fruitless  to  regret  thee ; 
Nor  Hope,  nor  Memory  yield  their  aid. 

But  Pride  may  teach  me  to  foi^t  thee. 

Yet  all  this  giddy  waste  of  years. 
This  tiresome  round  of  palling  pleasures ; 

These  varied  loves,  these  matron's  fears, 
These  thoughtless  stitiins  to  passion's  xnc<^suroft— 

If  thou  wert  mine,  had  ail  been  hush'd : — 
This  cheek  now  pale  ftom  early  rioi^ 

With  passion's  hecuc  ne'er  had  flush'd. 
But  bloom'd  in  calm  domestic  quiet.- 

Yes,  once  the  rural  sceno  was  sweet, 

For  Nature  seem'd  to  smile  before  thee ; 
And  once  my  breast  abhorr*d  d.«c«aSE.) — 
For  then  it  beat  but  to  adore  ^oe. 
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But  now  I  seek  for  other  Joyii ; 

To  think  would  driye  my  soul  to  madnatfl ; 
In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noise, 

I  conquer  half  my  D08om*s  sadness. 

Tet,  even  in  these  a  thought  will  steid. 
In  spite  of  every  vain  endeavour, — 

And  fiends  might  pity  what  I  feel, — 
To  know  that  thou  art  lost  for  ever. 


I  WOXTIiD  I  WEBB  A  OAlinLESB  CHILD. 

I  WOULD  I  were  a  earless  chfid. 

Still  dwelling  in  mv  Hif  hlaM  e$,v<6, 
Or  roaminff  through  the  cbslhr  vHld, 

Or  bomiding  o'er  the  dai4t  mxt6  HlfaVe; 
The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Sakoti*  pride 

Accords  not  with  the  freebbrn  Botd, 
Which  loves  the  mountaiii's  c^eifgy  sld^ 

And  seeks  the  rockA  wheire  bfflbwv  rou. 

Fortune  !  take  back  these  cultured  lands, 

Take  back  this  name  of  splendid  sound  I 
I  hate  the  touoh  of  seArVile  haUdi, 

I  hate  the  slaves  that  cringe  aroimd. 
Place  me  along  the  rocks  I  love. 

Which  sound  to  Ocean's  wildest  roar ; 
1  ask  but  this — again  to  rove 

Through  scenes  my  youth  hath  known  bofcro. 

Few  arc  my  years,  and  vet  I  feel 

Tho  world  was  ne'er  desigpi'd  for  me : 
Ah  !  why  do  dark'ning  shades  conceal 

The  hour  when  man  must  cease  to  be  ? 
Once  I  beheld  a  splendid  dream, 

A  visionary  scene  of  bliss : 
Truth  ! — wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam 

Awake  me  to  a  world  like  this  ? 

1  loved — but  those  I  love  are  gone ; 

Had  friends — my  early  friends  are  fled : 
How  cheerless  feels  the  heart  alone 

When  all  its  former  hopes  are  dead  ! 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill ; 
Though  pleasure  stirs  the  maddening  soul. 

The  heart — ^the  heart — ^is  lonely  still. 

How  dull !  to  hear  the  voice  of  those 
Whom  rank  or  chance,  whom  wealth  or  power. 

Have  made,  though  neither  fHends  nor  foes, 
Associates  of  the  festive  hour. 

A»euc&,  or  Bucon,  a  OaeUo  word,  signifying  either  Lowland  or  iSngWa^ 
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Give  me  again  a  fiuthiul  few. 
In  Years  and  feelings  still  the  same* 

And  1  will  fly  the  midnight  crew. 
Where  boist'rous  joy  is  but  a  name. 

And  woman,  lovely  woman  1  thou. 

My  hope,  my  comforter,  my  all  I 
How  cold  must  be  my  bosom  now, 

\^en  e*en  thy  smiles  bc^  to  pall ! 
Without  a  sigh  would  I  resign 

This  busy  scene  of  splendid  woo. 
To  make  that  calm  contentment  mine. 

Which  virtue  knows,  or  seems  to  know. 

Fain  would  I  fly  the  haunts  of  men — 

I  seek  to  shun,  not  hate  mankind ; 
My  breast  requires  the  sullen  glen. 

Whose  gloom  may  suit  a  darkon'd  mind« 
Oh  !  that  to  me  the  wings  were  given 

Which  bear  the  turtle  to  her  nest ! 
Then  would  I  cleave  the  vault  of  heaven. 

To  floe  away,  and  be  at  rest.* 


WHEN  1  ROVED  A  YOUNG  HIGHLANDER. 

When  I  roved  a  young  Highlander  o'er  the  dark  heath. 

And  climb'd  thy  steep  summit,  0  Morven,  of  snow  !t 
To  gaze  on  the  torrent  that  thundered  beneath. 

Or  the  mist  of  the  tempest  that  gather'd  below,!}: 
Untutor'd  by  science,  a  stranger  to  fear. 

And  rude  as  the  rocks  where  my  infancy  grew. 
No  feeling,  save  one,  to  my  bosom  was  dear ; 

Need  I  say,  my  sweet  Mary,  'twas  center'd  in  you  ? 

Yet  it  could  not  be  love,  for  I  knew  not  the  name,— 

What  passion  can  dwell  in  tho  heart  of  a  child  I 
But  still  I  perceive  an  emotion  the  same 

As  I  felt,  when  a  boy,  on  the  crag-cover*d  wild : 
One  imap^e  alone  on  my  bosom  impress'd, 

I  loved  my  bleak  regions,  nor  panted  for  new ; 
And  few  were  my  wants,  for  my  wishes  were  bless'd ; 

And  pure  were  my  thoughts,  for  my  soul  was  with  you. 

I  arose  with  the  dawn ;  with  my  dog  as  my  guide. 
From  mountain  to  mountain  I  bounded  along ; 

•  "  And  I  said.  Oh  that  I  had  wingt  like  a  doTe ;  for  then  wonld  I  flj  away,  and  ta 
n»i."—I'$aJm  Iv.  6w  This  vene  also  constitutes  a  part  of  the  most  beantlAil  antheoi 
onr  liiiigUA^e. 

t  Morven,  a  lofty  mountain  in  Aberdeenshire.  *'  Gormal  of  mow/*  is  an  Sfpi— I 
frequently  to  be  found  in  Oasian. 

X  This  wiU  not  appear  extraordinary  to  Ihoee  vho  have  been  accustomed  to  the  moi 
tains.  It  is  by  no  means  uncommon,  on  attaining  the  top  of  Ben-e-vis,  Ben-y-Bounl,  4 
to  iieroeive,  between  the  summit  and  the  valley,  clouds  ponrinfr  down  rain,  and  oa 
BJonnlly  Mccompanied  by  lightning,  while  tho  spectator  literally  looks  down  npoa  % 
Atoria,  iMifMtl/fecare  from  its  effects. 
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I  biMstod  ihe  billows  Of  Bm'8  VQriiii&g  1M%* 
And  hsord  at  a  dkiteiide^  the  Hkblafidfli's  tm^r* 

At  ev«^  on  my  heftth-oovei^  ixvw  of  tononi, 
No  dreamsy  ■&▼»  ^Ibsty,  were  4>reiia  to  injr  vlsw  ; 

And  waim  to  the  skies  my  devotions  arose. 
For  the  first  <^my  prayers  was  a  blesdiig  on  ym. 

I  loft  my  bl^tk  home;,  find  my  visioiia  nro  (^tm<; ; 

The  mountaiiiE  are  vaniebM,  my  youth  ia  no  mono  |  ' 
As  the  liuit  ofmj  racOr  I  muHt  withor  alone^ 

And  delight  but  in  days  I  Uavo  wifcne^s'd  before  : 
Ah  t  epletinour  baa  misciij  but  embittar'd,  my  lot ; 

More  tJmr  wern  tbo  sootii^  wliioh  my  inf^Ticy  know  ; 
Though  my  hop/is  may  haTo  Ml'd,  yet  they  are  not  forgot ; 

Though  cold  ia  my  boattj  still  it  liu^Cfs  with  you. 

WheQ  I  see  eon^o  dark  hill  point  its  cro^t  to  tho  aky,  JM 

I  think  of  the  roclcfl  that  o'erghadow  Colhlcsen  if  ^M 

Whcm  1  Boe  the  soft  blue  of  &  lov^-speakiDg'  eyej^  *■ 

I  think  of  tboE6  eyes  tht^t  andeaj'^  the  rude  Bcene; 
AYheUj  hapl/j  aome  light-waving  locks  I  behold^ 

That  Ciintly  ro^omble  my  Mavy'a  in  hue,  JM 

I  think  on  the  lou^  ^owin.^  ringlets  oi  gold^  ^H 

The  locks  that  wore  aaored  to  beLaay^  and  yoii.  ^| 

Tet  the  day  may  arrive  when  the  motmtains  mutemora 

Shall  rise  to  my  sight  in  thsir  mantles  of  snow ; 
But  while  these  soar  above  me,  unchanged  as  befoie. 

Will  Mary  be  there  to  receive  me ! — ah,  no  ! 
Adieu,  then,  ye  hills,  where  my  childhood  was  bred  I 

Thou  sweet-flowing  Dee,  to  thy  waters  adieu ! 
Ko  home  in  the  forest  shall  shelter  my  head, — 

Ah !  Mary,  what  home  could  be  mine  but  with  you  ? 


TO  GEORGE,  EARL  DELAWARR. 

Oh  !  yes,  I  will  own  we  were  dear  to  each  other ; 

The  friendships  of  childhood,  though  fleeting,  are  true ; 
The  love  which  you  felt  was  the  love  of  a  brother, 

Nor  less  the  siffection  I  cherish'd  for  you. 

But  friendship  can  vary  her  gentle  domhiion ; 

The  attachnient  of  years  in  a  moment  expires ; 
Like  Love,  too,  she  moves  on  a  swift- waving  pinion. 

But  glows  not)  hke  Love,  with  unquenchable  fires. 

Full  oft  have  we  wandered  through  Ida  together. 
And  blest  were  the  scenes  of  our  youth,  I  allow  : 

In  the  spring  of  our  life,  how  serene  is  the  weather  I 
But  winters  rude  tempests  arQ  gathering  now. 


Mttnt  th*  lottr  ■arm."— Shaxsrabx.   The  Dettla»  beratlM  rivw,  wblcb  xlMft 

.  Lodn,  and  fUIs  Into  Utegemttt  New  Aberdeen. 

fWMaea  li  «  JBoeanttUa  near  the  reige  of  the  HigblMnda,  not  flur  from  tlM  lU&m  ol 
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No  more  with  affiaotion  shall  memory  blendii^ 
The  wonted  deh'ghte  of  our  childhood  retrace : 

When  pride  steels  the  bosom^  the  heart  is  onbendii^ 
And  what  would  be  justice  appears  a  disgrace. 

However,  dear  George,  for  I  still  must  esteem  you— 
The  few  whom  I  love  I  can  never  upbraid — 

The  chance  which  has  lost  may  in  fiiture  redecnn  you, 
Bepentanoe  will  cancel  the  vow  you  have  made. 

I  will  not  complain,  and  though  chill'd  is  afifoction. 
With  mo  no  corroding  resentment  shall  live : 

Mybosom  is  calm'd  by  the  simple  reflection. 
That  both  may  be  wrong,  and  that  both  would  foigivi. 

You  knew  that  my  soul,  that  my  heart,  my  existence, 
If  danger  demanded,  were  wholly  your  own  ; 

You  knew  me  unaltered  by  ^ears  or  by  distance. 
Devoted  to  love  and  to  mendship  alone. 

You  knew,— but  away  with  the  vain  retrospection  1 
The  bond  of  affection  no  longer  endures  ; 

Too  late  you  may  droop  o'er  the  fond  recollection. 
And  sigh  for  the  friend  who  was  formerly  yours. 

For  the  present,  we  part, — I  vnJl  hope  not  for  ever ; 

Fer  time  and  regret  will  restore  you  at  last : 
To  forget  our  dissension  we  both  should  endeavour,— 

I  ask  no  atonement,  but  days  like  the  i>a8t. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  CLARE. 

"  Ta  aemper  amorls 
Sia  mentor,  «t  eaxl  eomitlB  110  atMoedat  liiuigo.''->yAL.  Fuui 

Fbiesd  of  my  youth !  when  young  we  roved. 
Like  striplings,  mutually  beloved. 

With  friendship's  purest  glow. 
The  bliss  which  wing'd  those  rosy  hours 
Was  such  as  pleasure  seldom  showers 

On  mortals  here  below. 

The  recollection  seems  alone 
Dearer  than  all  the  joys  I've  known. 

When  distant  for  from  you  : 
Though  pain,  'tis  still  a  pleasing  pain^ 
To  trace  those  days  and  hours  again^ 

And  sigh  again,  adieu  t 

My  pensive  memory  lingers  o'er 
Those  scenes  to  be  enjoy'd  no  more. 

Those  scenes  regretted  over  ; 
The  measure  of  our  youth  is  fuill. 
Life's  evening  dream  is  dark  and  dul]« 

And  we  may  mQ6tr-e9Q.\  ix<«v«t  \ 


HiMiif  IMP  najonBttL 
Two  rtnf^  j^^Oipom^q^^ 
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Our  vital  atrdams  of  woal  or  woe^ 
Titough  iiear>  abtt !  dXatmoUy  flow, 

Nor  mlDglo  as  bofore  : 
Now  E^-ift  or  alow,  now  block  or  clear. 
Tin  dealJi^s  unfathoin'd  g^ulf  appoarj 

And  both  sh^l  quit  the  shore. 

Our  Eoulflj  my  Mend  !  whldi  onco  suppUfwl 
Onei  wifili,  nor  breat^hed  a  thought  bssidu^ 

Now  flow  in  different  chujmeU  : 
I>\sd^ixiiag  humbler  rural  sports, 
'Tifi  jouTs  to  mix  in  polifdi'd  courts. 

And  fihino  in  &sllion'a  a-nnftln  I 

Tib  min^  to  waste  on  lore  my  ^im&f 
Or  vent  mj  roreriEifi  in  rhjmo. 

Without  the  aid  of  reaaon ; 
For  s&nsQ  and  reason  (cntiica  know  it) 
Have  quitted  every  amorous  poet. 

Nor  left  a  thought  to  aeko  on. 

Poor  litUo  t  sweet,  melodious  bard  I 
Of  lata  esteem*d  it  monstrous  hard. 

That  he,  who  sang  before  aU,*— 
He  who  the  lore  of  loye  expanded. — 
By  dure  reviewers  should  be  branoed. 

As  Toid  of  wit  and  moral.* 

And  yet,  while  Beauty's  praise  is  thme, 
Harmonioiis  &yourite  of  the  Nine  1 

Bepine  not  at  thy  lot. 
Thy  soothing  lays  may  still  be  read, 
When  PersecutuMiCs  arm  is  dead, ' 

And  oritiOB  are  Icogot. 

Still  I  must  yield  those  worthies  merit, 
Who  chasten,  with  unsparing  spirit. 

Bad  rhymes,  and  those  who  write  ^em ; 
And  Uiough  myself  may  be  the  next 
By  critio  sarcasm  to  be  yex'd, 

I  really  will  not  fight  them.t 

Perlu^  they  would  do  quite  as  w^ 
To  br^  the  rudelv-sounding  shell 
Of  such  a  young  oeginner. 

w«n  vritten  moh  aft«r  the  appeuanoe  of  ft  MTera  eritiqoe,  1b  ft 


•  ncH  ilaiutM  wtn  vritten  io<m  after  the  ap] 
Hrtteamteir,  on  a  new  paWeatkm  of  the  BiitUh 


t  A  ted  (honeeeo  ntoens)  defied  hU  lerlewer  to  mortal  oombfti  IT 
— IWtirieal,  oar  periodJea/MBMonjBtuilwdiftped  In  the  river  8tyx: 
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ITo  wlio  oflTuufls  nt  ps*rt  nbctceti, 
Ero  thirty  mny  becoToOj,  1  w^'ii, 
A  very  hardou'd  einuer. 

Now,  C!nro^  1  muit  rotnm  Ijo  yoo  ; 
And,  mxre,  a^lo^es  aro  due : 

Accept,  tlien,  luy  concessioo. 
In  trutn,  doar  Claro,  in  fancy's  flight 
I  soar  along  from  left  to  rlghfe  1 

My  muse  admlrfja  digrossioiu 

1  Lliink  I  said  'twould  be  your  fata 
Ti>  ri-dd  one  atai'  to  royal  Btato  ; — 

May  ro^l  smiles  attend  voti  I 
And  shonld  a  noble  monnrcli  reipa, 
You  will  not  seek  his  firniloa  in  truIj 

If  \Tortli  can  rooommond  you. 

Yet  Bin  CO  Iti  dan^r  oonrta  Rbounri^ 
Whore  spoQious  rivals  glitter  vound^ 

From  snares  ma}'  eainta  preserve  yoa  ; 
And  gmnt  your  love  or  friendsUip  ho'lt 
From  any  claim  akiodrod  care. 

But  tliose  who  beet  deserve  you  I 

Not  for  a  moment  may  you  stmy 
From  truth's  secure*  unerring  way  I 

Miay  no  dolights  decoy  I 
O'er  roees  may  your  footsteps  mov^ 
Your  smilcB  bo  ovor  smiloa  of  Ioto^ 

Your  t«ars  bo  tears  of  joy  1 

Oh  t  if  yon  wisli  that  happiness 

Your  coming  days  and  years  may  blese. 

And  Tirtuea  omowu  your  brow ; 
Be  stiD  aa  you  were  wont  to  be, 
Spotless  as  you've  been  known  to  ine|— » 

Be  still  as  you  are  now. 

And  thongh  aomn  triSing  ah  are  of  prEifio, 
To  cbeer  my  last  declining  daysiy 

To  me  were  doubly  dear  j 
"Wliilst  blessing  your  belovfed  ntanc^ 
I'd  waive  at  once  a  pf>efg  famej 

To  prove  ji prophet  here. 


rjNES  WRITTEN  BENfiJATH  AK  ELM  IN  I'HE  CHURCf 

yaud  op  hahrow. 


tiVQ'C  01  my  youth  3  wiiose  lioorj'  brancdos  si^h^ 
Bwopt  by  thfl  breeze  that  fans  tlw  doiidlesa  3cy  j 
Whero  now  alono  1  miise^  who  oft  have  trod. 
With  those  I  lovtwl^  tbtj  auii  &usl  vttdBSit  god  v 


pr^'- 


mnna  ov  iduoubm. 

Wit-h  tLose  wJiO|  S'Cattor'd  h,r,  peruliaDBe  depluie, 

iiko  mo,  the  bappy  sccoea  tha^  knoiv  boforo  r 

Oh  I  as  I  trace  agnin  thy  winding  hill, 

If  ino  Qvca  admire^  my  heart  adorea  thea  sLill, 

Thou  firoopmg  olm  !  oen^th  whose  botJghg  I  lay. 

And  &equf}nt  musod  the  twilight  hours  awaj ; 

"Wiefe,  as  they  ouce  wore  wont,  ray  hmba  recline^ 

But  all  i  without  tho  thouglita  wbioh  thon  wme  mx 

How  do  thv  branches;^  moaning  to  iUe  blajst, 

InTite  the  bofiom  to  rocnll  the  poat. 

And  aoera  to  whisper,  as  they  gently  awoD, 

"  TiUte,  while  thou  Gatist^  a  lingering-^  last  farewell !  "^ 

When  late  j&hall  chill,  at  length,  tbia  fevor'd  breaati 
And  calm  its  csxes  tmd  passions  into  rest, 
©ft  haye  I  thought,  'twould  sootho  my  dying  hour,' — 
If  aught  may  soothe  when  Ufa  rftsi^ms  lier  powerj — 
To  koow  scmo  hmubl&r  grave,  aomo  narrow  ceD, 
Would  hide  my  bosom  wtier©  it  loved  to  dflrelU 
With  this  fond  dream,  metbinks,  "twere  sweet  to  dio— • 
And  bore  it  liuffer'd,  here  mv  heart  might  ho  ; 
'  Hero  nsight  I  Bloepj  where  all  m  v  hopois  aro^ ; 
Scetio  of  my  youths  and  couch  ofmy  ropoao; 
For  ever  atretch^  bonoath  this  mantling  shilda, 
Presa'd  by  tho  turf  whore  pnco  my  childhood  play'd ; 
Wrapt  by  the  soil  that  veils  the  spot  1  lovodj 
Mi:x'fl  with  tho  earth  o'er  which  my  foots  tops  moved; 
Blest  by  the  toncpies  that  charm'd  my  voutnful  ear, 
Moum'd  by  the  few  my  soul  acknowleoged  here ; 
Deplored  by  those  in  early  days  allied. 
And  miremember^d  by  the  world  beside. 

Bept«mlNir  Snd,  1807. 


LINES  INSCRIBED  UPON  A  CUP  FORMED  PROM  A 
SKULL. 

Stabt  not—nor  deem  my  spirit  fled : 

In  mo  behold  the  onl^  skull 
Fn>m  which,  unlike  a  hvins^  head, 

WhatOTer  flows  is  never  dulL 

I  IiTcd,  I  loved,  I  quaff'd,  like  thee  : 

I  died :  let  earth  my  bones  resign: 
Fill  up~^thon  canst  not  injure  me ; 

The  worm  hath  fouler  lips  than  thine. 

Bettor  to  hold  the  sparkling  grape. 
Than  nurse  the  earth-worm's  slimy  brood ; 

And  circle  in  the  goblet's  shape 
The  drink  of  gods,  than  reptile's  food. 

Where  once  my  wit,  perchance,  hath  shone, 

In  aid  of  others'  let  me  shine  ; 
And  when,  alas  I  our  brains  are  gone^ 
W2iai  nobler  substitute  than  vnne  ? 
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Qaaff  while  thou  GaoBt:  anotherraoe^ 
When  thou  and  thine,  like  me,  are  q>ed. 

May  rescue  thee  from  earth's  embrace^ 
And  rhyme  and  revel  with  the  dead. 

Why  nob— cfaioe  through  life's  little  dagr 
Oar  heads  such  sad  eflbcte  produce  f 

lledeem'd  from  worms  and  wasting  tSaj, 
This  chance  is  th^rs,  to  be  of  use. 


ON  REVISITING  HABROW.* 

Hbbb  once  engaged  the  stranger^s  view, 
Toung  Friendship's  record  simply  traced ; 

Few  were  her  words,  but  yet,  though  &w, 
Besentment's  hand  the  line  de&ced. 

Deeply  she  cut— but  not  erased, 

The  characters  were  still  so  plain. 
That  Friendship  once  retum'd,  and  gasad,— 

Till  Memory  hail'd  the  words  again. 

Repentance  placed  them  as  befbre ; 

Forgiyeness  join'd  her  gentle  name ; 
flo  Mr  the  inscription  seem'd  once  more^ 

That  Friendship  thought  it  still  the 

Thus  mic^ht  the  record  now  have  been : 
But,  an  I  in  spite  of  Hope's  endeavour. 

Or  Friendship's  tears,  Pride  rush'd  between^ 
And  blotted  out  the  line  for  ever.t 

•  TheM  lines  wen  saggested  hy  finding  the  names  of  Umadf  and  a  Msod,  vUdihal 
baen  cut  as  a  memorial,  wased  by  that  friend  on  aoeonnt  of  some  oflbnotimB. 

t  '*  The  recording  angel  dropj/d  a  tear  upon  the  vord  as  he  irzote  it»  and  blotted  it  Ml 
far  9\m."'-'8t«rnt^»  SUnry  of  Lefvw, 


ENGLISH  BARDS 

AND 

SCOTCH  REYIEWEES: 

A  SATIRE. 


'  I  luid  XKtlier  be  a  kitten,  and  cry  mew ! 

Than  one  of  these  Mme  mUbn  hallad-mongen.*— BnACsrBA&SL 
*  Soflh  sbameleaibaids  we  hare;  and  yet  t!s  trnea 

Hmm  an  M  mAd,  abMideorA  ogrttlci  tea"— Funi 


PREFACE  TO  THE  THIRD  EDITION. 

All  my  fHtinds,  learned  and  imlMmed,  have  urged  me  not  to  publish 
tiiis  satire  witii  my  name.  If  I  were  to  be  *'  tnm*d  from  the  career  of  my 
humour  by  quibbles  quick,  and  paper  bullets  of  the  brain,"  I  should  have 
eomplied  with  their  counsel  j  but  I  am  not  to  be  terrified  by  abuse,  or 
bullied  by  reviewers,  with  or  without  arms.  I  can  safely  say  that  I  have 
attacked  none  penoiuMg  who  did  not  commence  on  the  ofltenstve.  An 
author's  worlcs  are  public  property :  he  who  purchases  mi^  judge,  and 
publish  his  opinion  if  he  pleases }  and  the  authors  I  have  endeavoured  to 
commemorate  may  do  by  me  as  I  have  done  by  them :  I  dare  say  they  will 
succeed  better  in  condenming  my  scribblings,  than  in  mending  their  own. 
Bat  my  object  is  not  to  prove  that  I  can  write  well,  but,  ifpo^ble,  to 
make  others  write  better. 

As  the  poem  has  met  with  far  more  success  than  I  expected,  I  have 
endeavoured  in  this  edition  to  make  some  additions  and  alterations  to 
render  it  more  worthy  of  public  perusal. 

In  the  first  edition  of  this  satire,  published  anonymously,  fourteen 
lines  on  the  subject  of  Bowles's  Pope  were  written  and  inserted  at  the 
request  of  an  ingenious  friend  of  mine,  who  has  now  in  the  press  a  volume 
of  poetry.  In  the  present  edition  they  are  erased,  and  some  of  my  own 
substituted  in  their  stead ;  my  only  reason  for  this  behig,  that,  which  I 
conceive  would  operate  witii  any  other  person  in  the  same  manner— a 
determination  not  to  publish  with  my  name  any  production  which  was 
not  oitirely  and  exclusively  my  own  composition. 

With  regard  to  the  real  talents  of  many  of  the  poetical  persons  whose 
performances  are  mentioned,  or  alluded  to,  in  the  followmg  pages,  it  is 
presumed  by  the  author  that  there  can  be  little  difl'crence  of  opinion  in  the 
pubUc  at  la^  j  though,  like  other  sectaries,  each  has  his  separate  taber- 
nacle of  prc»elytes,  by  whom  his  abilities  are  overrated,  his  faults  over- 
looked, and  his  metrical  canons  received  without  scruple  and  without 
consideration.  But  the  unquestionable  possession  of  considerable  genius 
by  several  of  the  writers  here  censured,  renders  thehr  mental  prostitution 
matt  to  be  regretted.  Imbecility  may  be  pitied,  or,  at  worst,  laughed  at 
and  forgotten :  perverted  powers  demand  the  most  decided  reprehension. 
No  one  can  wish  more  tlian  the  author  that  some  known  and  able  writer 
iMd  widertaken  their  exposure }  but  Mr.  Gifford  has  devoted  bimaetf  to 
if,  and  in  the  absence  of  the  regular  physician,  a  country  pcactU 
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tiouer  may,  in  cases  of  absolute  necessity,  be  allowed  to  prescribe  his 
nostram  to  prevent  the  extension  of  so  deplorable  an  epidemic,  provided 
there  be  no  quackery  in  his  treatment  of  the  malady.  A  canstic  is  here 
offered,  as  it  is  to  be  feared  nothing  short  of  actual  cautery  can  recover 
the  numerous  patients  aiBicted  with  the  present  prevalent  and  distressing 
rabie*  for  rhyming:. 

As  to  the  £dinl)prgrh  Reviewers,  it  would,  indeed,  require  a  Hercules 
to  crush  the  Hvdra  j  but  if  the  author  succeeds  in  merely  *'  bruising  one 
of  the  heads  of  the  serpent,"  though  his  own  hand  should  suffer  iuths 
encounter,  be  will  be  amply  satisfied. 
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Still  must  I  hear  t—shall  hoarse  Fitzgeraldf  bawl 
His  creaking  couplets  in  a  tavern  hall. 
And  I  not  sing,  lest,  haply,  Scotch  reviews 
Should  dub  me  scribbler,  and  denounce  my  muse? 
Prepare  for  rhyme— I'll  publish,  right  or  wrong ; 
Fools  are  my  uieme,  let  satire  be  my  song. 

Oh !  nature's  noblest  gift-— my  gray  goose-quill  I 
Slave  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  wiU, 
Tom  from  thy  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen. 
That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men  ! 
The  pen  !  foredoom'd  to  aid  the  mental  throes 
Of  brains  that  labour,  big  with  verse  or  prose. 
Though  nymphs  forsake,  and  critics  may  deride. 
The  lover's  solace,  and  the  author's  pride. 
What  wits,  what  poets,  dost  thou  daily  raise ! 
How  frequent  is  thy  use,  how  small  thy  praise ! 
Condemn'd  at  length  to  be  forgotten  quite. 
With  all  the  pages  which  'twas  thine  to  write. 
But  thou,  at  least,  mine  own  especial  pen ! 
Once  laid  aside,  but  now  assumed  again, 
Our  task  complete,  liko  Hamet's  shall  be  free  ;X 
Though  spui-n'd  by  others,  yet  beloved  by  mo : 
Then  lot  us  soar  to-day,  no  common  theme. 
No  eastern  vision,  no  aistemper'd  dream 
Inspires — our  path,  though  full  of  thorns,  is  plain ; 
Smooth  be  the  verse,  and  easy  bo  the  sti-ain. 

•  Written  at  Newstead  'jo.  1808. 
t  DtrrATioH  :— 

Semper  ego  anditor  tanttim  ?  nnnquamne  repouam, 

Vexatus  totiea  raucl  Theselde  Codri  ?— Juvesal,  Satlrt  1.        _.  .    ^t. 

Mr.  ntrgerald,  facetlouBly  termed  by  Cobbett  the  "  SmaU  Beer  Poet,"  in*lc"x?S 

auntutl  tribute  of  vei'se  on  the  "  Literary  Fund  :"  not  content  Mrith  writing,  he  ■S^r^ 

person ,  after  the  company  have  imbibed  a  reasonable  quantity  of  bad  port,  to  enabw  tB" 

to  sustain  the  operation.  .  « ivi« 

/  Cid  Hamet  Benengeli  promliee  repose  to  hie  pen  in  the  last  chapter  of_*^ 

Quixote."   Oht  tbut  mix  voluminous  geuiry  'vroui'l  toViw  Vkin  cuxa'^'U  qC  Cid  B>b" 

JfeneageJL 
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VTbiaa  Vioe  trinmpbant  holds  her  soVreign  swa j. 
And  men,  throiigh  hfe  her  willing  slaves,  obey; 
Whoi  Folly,  frequent  harbinger  of  crime. 
Unfolds  her  motley  store  to  suit  the  time; 
When  knaves  and  fools  combined  o'er  all  prevail. 
When  Justice  halts,  and  Right  begins  to  fail ; 
E'en  then  the  boldest  start  ut>m  public  sneers, 
Afinaid  of  shame,  unknown  to  other  fears. 
More  darkly  sin,  by  satire  kept  in  awe. 
And  shrink  from  ridicule,  though  not  from  law. 

Such  is  the  force  of  wit  I  but  not  bebng 
To  me  the  arrows  of  satiric  song ; 
The  royal  vices  of  our  age  demand 
A  keener  weapon,  and  a  mightier  hand. 
Still  there  are  folhes,  e*en  for  me  to  chase. 
And  vield  at  least  amusement  in  the  race : 
Laugh  when  I  laugh,  I  seek  no  other  fame ; 
The  cry  is  up,  and  scribblers  are  my  game. 
Speed,  Pegasus  1 — ^ye  strains  of  great  and  small. 
Ode,  epic,  elegy,  have  at  you  all ! 
I,  too,  can  scrawl,  and  once  upon  a  time 
I  pour'd  along  the  town  a  flood  of  rhyme, 
A  schoolboy  freak,  unworthy  praise  or  blame ; 
Iprinted — older  children  do  the  same, 
lis  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print ; 
A  book 's  a  book,  although  there's  nothing  in't. 
Not  that  a  title's  sounding  charm  can  save 
Or  scrawl  or  scribbler  from  an  equal  grave : 
This  Lambe  must  own,  since  his  patrician  name 
Fail'd  to  preserve  the  spurious  farco  fi-om  shame.* 
No  mattOT,  George  continues  still  to  write,  f 
Though  now  tiie  name  is  veil'd  from  public  sight. 
Moved  by  the  great  example,  I  pursue 
The  solf-same  road,  but  make  my  own  review ; 
Not  seek  great  Jeffrey's,  yet  like  him  will  be 
Self-constituted  judge  of  poesy. 

A  man  must  serve  his  time  to  every  trade 
Save  censure— critics  all  are  ready  made. 
Take  hackney'd  iokes  from  Miller,  got  by  rote, 
With  just  enou^n  of  learning  to  misquote ; 
A  mind  well  skiU'd  to  find  or  forge  a  fault ; 
A  turn  for  punning, — call  it  Attic  salt ; 
To  Jeffrey  ^ ;  be  alent  and  discreet. 
His  pay  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet. 
Fear  not  to  lie,  'twill  seem  a  lucky  nit ; 
Shrink  not  frt>m  blasphemy,  'twill  pass  for  wit ; 
Care  not  for  feeling — pass  your  proper  jest. 
And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  caress'd. 

•  Tkb  liwilimi  foaXh  i»  mentioned  more  parUcuIarly,  with  hU  production,  In  anolliet 
t  IB  ttt  •  SUnlmrgli  BcHew.* 
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And  shall  we  own  snoh  jadement  f  N(H-«8  soon 
Seek  roses  in  December— ice  m  Jane ; 
Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  com  in  onaif ; 
Bekeve  a  woman,  or  an  epitaph. 
Or  anj  other  thing  that's  false,  before 
You  trust  in  critics,  who  themselves  are  sore ; 
Or  yield  one  single  thought  to  be  misled 
By  Jeflfrey's  hea^  or  Lunbe's  BoBotiaa  head.* 
To  these  yomig  tsnrants,  by  themselTes  misplaoei^ 
Combined  nsorpers  on  the  throne  of  tasto ; 
To  these,  when  authors  bend  in  humble  awe^-f* 
And  hail  their  voice  as  truth,  their  word  as  ]aw^> 
While  these  are  censors,  'twould  be  sin  to  spare ; 
While  such  are  critics,  why  should  I  forbear  t 

But  yet,  so  near  all  modem  worthies  nm, 
'Tis  doubtful  whom  to  seek,  or  whom  to  shun ; 
Nor  know  we  when  to  spare,  or  where  to  strike^ 
Our  bards  and  censors  are  so  much  alike. 

Then  should  you  ask  me,  whv,  I  venture  o'er  t 
The  path  that  Pope  and  (Mfford  §  trod  before ; 
If  not  yet  sicken'd,  you  can  still  proceed : 
Go  on ;  my  rhyme  will  tell  you  as  you  read. 

"  But  hold  1"  exclaims  a  friend, — "  here's  some  n^gleet : 
This — that — ^and  t'other  line  seem  incorrect.'' 
What  then?  the  self-same  blunder  Pope  has  got. 


And  careless  Dryden — "  Av,  but  Pye  nas  not." 
Indeed ! — 'tis  granted,  &ith  1  but  what  care  I T 
Better  to  err  with  Pope,  than  shine  with  Pye. 

Time  was,  e'er  yet  in  these  degenerate  days 
^noble  themes  ootain'd  mistaken  praise, ' 
When  sense  and  wit  with  poecr^  allied. 
No  febled  graces,  flourish'd  side  hj  side  ; 
From  the  same  fount  their  inspiration  drew. 
And,  rear'd  by  taste,  bloom'd  fidrer  as  they  grew. 
Then,  in  this  happy  isle,  a  Pope*s  pure  strain 
Sought  the  wrapt  soul  to  charm,  nor  sought  in  vain ; 
A  polish'd  nation's  praise  aspired  to  claim, 
And  raised  the  people's^,  as  tbe  poet's  fame. 
Like  him  great  JDryden  pour'd  the  tide  of  song. 
In  stream  less  smooth,  indeed,  yet  doubly  strong. 
Then  Congreve's  ||  scenes  could  cheer,  or  Otway^s^  molt ; 
For  nature  then  an  English  audience  felt. 

*  Memn.  JeffmranA  Lambe  are  the  Alpha  and  Omega,  the  lint  and  imd,  of  lie**  EU 
Loj-gh  Beview ;"  the  othera  axe  mentioned  hereafter. 
1  Imitatioh:— 

Btulta  eat  CSementIa,  cnm  tot  ublqne 

oconnBB  peritorn  pareere  charte.— Jutbtai,  Jrlfre  1. 

X  laarxnos  :— 

Car  tamen  hoc  libeat  potitu  deoorrere  oampo 
Per  quern  magntu  aquoe  Atminese  flexit  altunmia : 
81  Tacat,  et  pladdi  ratlonem  admittilLi,  edam.— JimirAL,  SUfrt  !•     . 
9  Author  of  the  "  Bavlad  "  and  "  Hnviad/'  and  flnt  editor  of  the  "  Qouierir  BefliSi 
Be  became,  aflanrards,  the  friend  and  Ariatarchiu  of  Lord  Byron. 
#  3!be  gnat  wit  of  the  Anguatan  a|^,  anihoT  ot "  \Ave  fox  Love,"  Ae.  4e. 
f  The  most  pathetic  of  aU  EnsUih  mAien  ot  \xm«^  ;  enAibnc  A^'^vAm' 
*o.  Ac, 
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But  why  iliese  names,  or  greater  still,  reti'aoe^ 
When  all  to  feebler  bards  resign  their  place  ? 
Tet  to  sQoh  times  our  lin^rinff  looks  are  cast. 
When  taste  and  reason  with  those  times  are  past. 
Now  look  aronnd,  and  torn  each  trifling  page, 
Snrvey  the  precious  works  that  please  uie  age  i 
This  tmth  at  least  let  satire's  self  allow, 
No  dearth  of  bards  can  be  oomplain'd  of  now: 
The  loaded  press  beneath  her  labour  groans, 
And  printeiV  devils  shake  their  weary  bones ; 
While  Soutiiey's  epics  oram  the  crealong  shelres. 
And  little's*  lyrics  shine  in  hot-press'd  tw^yes. 

Thus  saith  the  preacher :  "  Nought  beneath  the  sunf 

Is  new ; "  yet  still  from  change  to  change  we  run  ; 

What  Yaried  wonders  tempt  us  as  they  pass  I 

The  oow-poz,  tractors,  galvanism,  and  gas. 

In  turns  appear,  to  make  the  vulsar  stare^ 

Till  the  swohi  bubble  bursts — and  all  is  au:  f 

Nor  less  new  schools  of  poetry  arise. 

Where  dull  pretenders  grapple  for  the  prize : 

O'er  taste  awhile  these  pseudo-bards  prevail : 

Each  country  book-club  bows  the  knee  to  Baal, 

And,  hurling  lawful  p^enius  from  the  throne. 

Erects  a  shnne  and  idol  of  its  own ; 

Some  leaden  calf— but  whom  it  matters  not. 

From  soaring  Bouthey  down  to  grovelling  Stott^ 

Behold !  in  various  throngs  the  scribbling  crew, 
For  notice  eager,  pass  in  long  review : 
Each  spurs  his  jaded  Pegasus  apace, 
And  rhyme  and  blank  maintain  an  equal  race ; 
Sonnets  on  sonnets  crowd,  and  ode  on  ode ; 
And  tales  of  terror  jostle  on  the  road  ; 
Immeasurable  measures  move  along, 
For  simpering  folly  loves  a  varied  song. 
To  strange  mysterious  dulness  still  the  friend. 
Admires  the  strain  she  cannot  comprehend. 

Thus  Lays  of  Minstrels— may  they  be  the  last !  §— 
On  half-strung  harps  whine  mournful  to  the  blast ; 

T.  MwiB't  miij  $aau,Uaj  poenu  wexo  pabliahed  undtr  the  same  of  Thomoii  Little. 


Stoti,  better  known  In  the  '*  Monilng  Poet "  by  the  name  of  HaAx.   Tlils  person  Is  At 
«nt  the  meet  profixmd  explorer  of  the  bathoe.  i  remember,  when  the  reigulng  ttaoiXy 
FaKtVBdfa^ceUdodeoflfaaterBtott'i,  b^K^iuiiiV  thxu : 
(Stotk  loquitur  quoad  Hibemla^ 
"  Princely  offipring  of  Bragnnca, 
Erin  greets  thee  with  a  stanza,"  ice.  to. 
» ftnaaal  to  ntla,  wdl  worthy  of  the  nbJect,  and  a  most  thundering  ode,  oammthclDg 

*  Oh  I  Ibr  a  1»  I  Innd  aa  the  inige 
That  laahes  Lapland's  sounding  shoTe." 
B  tere  BMW  en  V 1  the  *«  Uy  of  the  Last  Minstrel »  was  nothing  to  this. 
Sm  Oo  "  iMf  of  the  Last  Minstrel,"  peutim.    Never  was  any  plan  so  ineongmous 
I  elBBiil  aa  the  groundwork  of  this  production.    The  eutrfuice  of  Thunder  and  light* 
to  Bayee*  Tragedy,  unfor  vnately  taken  away  the  merit  of  orlgtnaUty 
between  Mauieua  tb»  BpirtU  ot  Flood  and  Fell  tn  the  fint  CMnlo. 
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While  mountain  spirits  prato  to  river  spritefl, 
That  dames  may  listen  to  tho  sound  at  nights ; 
And  goblin  brats,  of  Gilpin  Homer's  brood,* 
Decoy  young  border  nobles  through  the  wood. 
And  skip  at  every  step.  Lord  knows  how  high, 
And  frighten  foolish  babes,  the  Lord  knows  why ; 
While  high-bom  ladies  in  their  magic  cell. 
Forbidding  knights  to  road  who  cannot  spell* 
Despatch  a  courier  to  a  wizard's  grave. 
And  light  with  honest  men  to  shield  a  £3iave. 

Next  view  in  state,  proud  prancing  on  his  roao. 
The  golden-crested  haughty  Marmion, 
Now  forging  scrolls,  now  foremost  in  the  fight. 
Not  quite  a  felon,  yet  but  half  a  knight. 
The  gibbet  or  the  field  prepared  to  grace ; 
A  mighty  mixtiu^  of  the  great  and  base. 
And  think'st  thou,  Scott !  by  vain  conceit  perchance. 
On  public  taste  to  foist  thy  stale  romance  ? 
Though  Murray  with  his  Miller  may  combine 
To  yield  thy  muse  just  half  a  cix)wn  per  hne  I 
No  1  when  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade. 
Their  bays  ai-e  sear,  their  former  laurels  fade. 
Let  such  forego  the  poet's  sacred  name. 
Who  rack  their  brains  for  lucre,  not  for  fame ; 
Low  may  they  sink  to  merited  contempt. 
And  scorn  remunerate  the  mean  attempt ! 
Such  be  their  meed,  such  still  the  just  reward 
Of  prostituted  muse  and  hireling  bard ! 
For  this  we  spurn  Apollo's  vensd  son. 
And  bid  a  long  "good  night  to  Marmion."+ 

These  are  the  themes  that  claim  our  plaudits  now ; 
These  are  the  bards  to  whom  the  muse  must  bow : 
While  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope,  alike  foMfot, 
Resign  their  hallow'd  bays  to  Walter  Scott. 

The  time  has  been,  when  yet  the  muse  was  young. 
When  Homer  swept  the  lyre,  and  MaroiJ:  sung, 
An  epic  scarce  ten  centuries  could  claim. 
While  awe-struck  nations  hail'd  the  magic  name ; 

Then  we  have  the  amiable  William  of  Deloiaine.  "  a  stark  moMtrooper,'  9»deKett.  • 
happy  compound  of  poacher,  sheep-stcaler,  and  highwayman.  The  proiiriety  of  hie 
magical  lady'e  injonctiou  not  to  read  can  only  be  equiOled  by  his  candid  aeknowledOBfOiit 
of  Ills  independence  of  the  trammels  of  spelling,  although,  to  use  his  own  elepmt  pmaMb 
"  'twas  his  neck-verse  at  Harribee,"  i.  e.  the  gtdlows. 

*  The  biography  of  Gilpin  Homer,  and  the  marvellous  pedestrian  page,  who  tmrdled 
twice  as  fiut  as  his  master's  horse,  without  the  aid  of  seven-leagued  boots,  axe  dM^ 
€auw  in  the  improvement  of  taste.  For  incident  we  have  the  invisible,  bat  by  no 
means  sparing,  box  on  the  ear,  bestowed  ou  the  page,  and  the  entrance  of  a  knight  and 
ehacger  into  the  castle,  under  the  very  natural  disguise  uf  a  wain  of  hay.  Marmion,  tbe 
Ihbo  of  ilM  latter  romanoe,  is  exactly  what  William  of  Deloralne  would  have  been,  had  In 
bMB  aiblo  to  nod  and  write.  The  poem  was  manufactured  for  Messrs.  OonstaUe,  Monaj, 
nd  Miller,  wmrshipAil  bookaeUers,  in  consideration  of  the  receipt  of  a  sum  of  nuHMf  I 
■Ddtni]^,  eenaldering  the  inspiration,  it  is  a  very  creditable  prodnction.  If  Mr.SeOtI 
Via  mdw  for  hire,  let  him  do  his  best  for  his  paymasters,  but  not  dL^raoe  hlo  gnnlm 
whiA  la  undoabtodly  great,  by  a  repetition  of  black  letter  ballad  imitationo. 

t  «■  Goodn^ttoHannion''— the  ivithetlc  and  also  prophetic  exoLunatlf 
BkNOki,  JSmpm,  on  the  death  of  honest  Marmion. 

ITUfil. 
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The  work  of  oach  immortal  bard  appears 

The  single  wonder  of  a  thousand  years.* 

Empires  have  moulder*d  from  the  face  of  earth, 

Tongues  have  expired  with  those  who  gave  them  birth, 

Without  the  ^lory  such  a  strain  can  give. 

As  even  in  rum  bids  the  language  Uve. 

Not  so  with  us,  though  minor  bards  content. 

On  one  great  work  a  life  of  labour  spent : 

With  eagle  pinion  soaring  to  the  skies. 

Behold  the  ballad-monger  Southey  rise ! 

To  him  let  CamoSns,  Milton,  Tasso  yield. 

Whose  annual  strains,  like  armies,  ^e  the  field. 

First  in  the  ranks  see  Joan  of  Arc  advance. 
The  scourge  of  England,  and  the  boast  of  France  ! 
Though  burnt  by  wicked  Bedford  for  a  witch,t 
Behold  her  statue  placed  in  glory's  niche ; 
Her  fetters  burst,  and  iust  released  from  prison, 
A  virgin  phoenix  from  ner  ashes  risen. 
Next  see  tremendous  Thalaba  come  on,^! 
Arabia's  monstrous,  wild,  and  wondrous  son ; 
Domdaniers  dread  destroyer,  who  o'erthrew 
Here  mad  magicians  than  the  world  e'er  knew. 
Immortal  hero  [■  all  thy  foes  o'ercome. 
For  ever  reign — the  rival  of  Tom  Thiunb ! 
Since  startled  metre  fled  before  thy  face, 
Well  wert  thou  doom'd  the  last  of  all  thy  race ! 
Well  might  triumphant  genii  bear  thee  hence. 
Illustrious  conqueror  of  common  sense  t 
Now,  last  and  greatest,  Madoc  spreads  his  sails. 
Cacique  in  Mexico,  and  Prince  in  Wales ; 
Tells  us  strange  tsdes,  as  other  travellers  do. 
More  old  than  Mandeville's,  and  not  so  true.§ 
Oh !  Southey,  Southey,  cease  thy  varied  song  !|| 
A  bard  may  chant  too  often  and  too  long ; 
As  thou  art  strong  in  verse,  in  mercy  spare ! 
A  fourth,  alas  1  were  more  than  we  could  bear. 
But  i^  in  spite  of  all  the  world  can  say, 
Thou  still  wilt  verseward  plod  thy  weary  way ; 

*  Am  ilM  "  OdyaBey"  Ii  so  elosely  oonneeted  with  the  itory  of  the  "  Dlad,"  they  may 
iMiit  be  rltiMM  M  one  grand  historical  poem.  In  alluding  to  Milton  and  Tuso,  we 
MHlicr  the  **  Paradiae  Loct,"  and  "  Olenualemme  Liberata/'  as  their  standard  efTorts  ; 
iMi  BSftlMr  the  "  Jemialem  Ckmqaered"  of  the  Italian,  nor  the  "  Paradise  Regained  " 
f  4h»Kadidi  baid,  obtained  a  proportionate  celebrity  to  their  former  poems.  Query : 
ni*«r]fc  Souther's  will  lurviye  ? 

JWmmmWnatih  aataoa  now  aay  that  ihe  was  not  burnt,  and  that  her  descendanta  an 
■MtajpMW  it. 

t^tSmkam,"  Xr.  Boutheyli  leoand  poem»  Is  written  in  open  defiance  of  precedent  and 
NHB'.  Mx.  8.  wished  to  produce  something  novel,  and  succeeded  to  a  miracle.  "  Joan  o< 
■i*«H  aaarrallons  enough,  but "  Thalaba"  was  one  of  those  poems  "  which."  in  the 

T|i«r  VoBon, "  wiU  be  nad  when  Homer  and  Yltgil  are  foigotten,  but— not  tUl  Men.' 
A  mUtKatma  tcaveller,  of  very  doubtful  veracity. 
Wt  Imlb.  Soathey's  pardon :  "  Hadoe  disdains  the  degraded  title  of  epic."  See  his 
■ftnk  wky  Is  l^iie  degradedt  and  hf  whom  t  Certainly  the  late  romaunts  of  Hasten 
HBL  lAaraato  Pye,  O^vr,  Hole,  and  gentle  Mistress  Cowley,  have  not  exalted  the 
(!§■■•:  Imt  as  Mr.  Soulaey's  poem  "  disdains  the  appellation,"  aUow  us  to  ask— haa 
kiiriMIMMI  aaytldng  better  in  its  stead  t  or  must  he  be  content  to  zival  Six  lUchazd 
■■taMM  Ib  tlis  qasatlty  as  well  as  quality  of  his  Tsas  f 


M  btbon'b  poems. 

If  siall  in  Berkeley  ballads  most  undyil. 
Thou  wilt  devote  old  women  to  the  devil,* 
The  babe  unborn  thy  dread  intent  may  rue : 
'*  God  help  thee/'  Southey,  and  thy  readers  too.f* 

Next  comes  the  dull  discq>le  of  thy  sohool. 
That  mild  apostate  from  poetic  rule. 
The  simple  Wordsworth,  framer  of  a  lay 
As  soft  as  evening  in  his  fivourite  May, 
Who  warns  his  fhend  *'  to  shake  off  toU  and  troubI»j 
And  quit  his  books,  for  fear  of  gtomjog  double ;  "X 
Who,  both  by  precept  and  example,  g^ows 
That  prose  is  verse,  and  verse  is  merely  prose  ; 
Convincing  all,  by  demonstration  plain. 
Poetic  solus  delight  in  prose  insane ; 
And  Christmas  stories,  tortured  into  rhyme, 
Contain  the  essence  of  the  true  sublime. 
Thus,  when  he  tells  the  tale  of  Bettv  Foy, 
The  idiot  mother  of  ''an  idiot  boy, 
A  moon-struck,  silly  lad,  who  lost  his  way. 
And,  like  his  bard,  confounded  night  with  day  ;§ 
So  close  oil  each  pathetic  part  he  dwells. 
And  each  adventure  so  sublimely  tells. 
That  all  who  view  the  "idiot  in  nis  glory," 
Conceive  the  bard  the  hero  of  the  story. 

Shall  gentle  Coleridg^  pass  unnoticed  here. 
To  tui^d  ode  and  tumid  stanza  dear  ? 
Though  thei:2es  of  innocence  amvise  him  best. 
Yet  still  obscurity 's  a  welcome  guest. 
If  Inspiration  should  her  aid  remse 
To  him  who  takes  a  pixy  £or  a  muse,|l 
Yet  none  in  lofty  numbers  can  surpass 
The  bard  who  soars  to  elegise  an  ass. 
How  well  the  subject  suits  his  noble  mind  1 
"A  fellow-feeling  makes  us  wondrous  Idnd." 

Oh !  wonder-working  Lewis  I  monk,  or  bard. 
Who  fain  wouldst  make  Paroassus  a  churchyard  1 
Lo !  wreaths  of  jew,  not  laurel,  bind  thy  brow. 
Thy  muse  a  sprite,  Apollo's  sexton  thou ! 

•  See, "  Hie  Old  Woman  of  Berkeley/*  a  ballad  by  Mr.  Southey,  trtMrdn  an  tied  fi 
Uewoman  Is  oaxried  away  by  Beeliebab,  cm  a  "  high  trotting  hoxM." 

t  The  lact  line,  "  God  help  thee,"  le  an  evident  plaglariem  firom  the  "  Aati-Jaeobln" 
Mr.  8outh«y,  on  bis  Dactylics.   "  Qod  help  thee,  silly  Qm.''-Fottrg  tif  (As  AtM-JamM 

; '*  IjTlcal  BaUadB,"  page  4.—"  The  tables  tamed.*   Stann  L 
'*  Up,  up,  my  friend,  and  dear  your  looks ; 
Why  aU  this  toil  and  trouble  ? 
Up,  up,  my  friend,  and  quit  your  books. 
Or  surely  touII  grow  double." 
9  Mr.  W.  in  his  prefitce  labours  hard  to  prove  that  prose  and  Terse  axe  much  Ummh 
and  certainly  his  precepts  and  practice  are  strictly  conformable. 
**  And  thus  to  Betty's  question  he 

Made  answer,  like  a  traveller  bold. 
The  cock  did  crow  to-whoo,  to-whoo. 


bsre 


And  the  sun  did  shine  so  cold,"  Ac.  Ac— Zyrioal  BaUadt,  9MlS 
I  Ooi«rUit^»  Foems,  p.  11,  "  Bonn  of  tiha  7Vsie&,"  i, «.  Devonshire  EWziBi:  bTIl  * 
ire  "Ltnet  to  *  Tonng  Unaji'  mqA  p.  n,  '*  Uivea  V>  SkTwon^  JbmT 
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Wltether  oa  Ancient  tombs  thou  tak'st  thy  stand, 

Bj  gibVrinff  spectres  hail'd,  thy  kindred  band ; 

Or  traoest  chaste  descripti(»is  on  thy  page, 

To  please  the  females  of  our  modest  age ; 

All  nail,  M.P.  1  from  whose  infernal  brain* 

Thin-sheeted  phantoms  ^lide,  a  grisly  train ; 

At  whose  command  "gnm  women  "  throng  in  crowds. 

And  kings  of  fire,  of  water,  and  of  clouds, 

With  ''small  gray  men,"  "wild  yagers,"  and  what  not. 

To  crown  with  honour  thee  and  Walter  Scott  1 

Again  all  hail  I  if  tales  like  thine  may  please^ 

St.  Luke  alone  can  vanquish  the  dis^tse : 

Even  Satan's  Beii  with  thee  might  dread  to  dwell^ 

And  in  thy  skull  discern  a  deeper  hell. 

Who  in  soft  ^;uise,  surrounded  by  a  choir. 
Of  vii^gins  melting,  not  to  Vesta's  fire. 
With  sparkling  eyes,  and  cheek  by  passion  flush'd. 
Strikes  his  wika  lyre,  whilst  listening  dames  are  hush'd  t 
rris  Little  f  younp:  Catullus  of  his  day. 
As  sweety  bi^  as  munoral,  in  his  lay ! 
Grieved  to  condemn,  the  muse  must  still  be  just. 
Nor  spare  melodious  advocates  of  lust. 
Pure  IS  the  fiame  which  o'er  her  altar  bums ; 
From  grosser  incense  with  disgust  she  turns : 
Tet,  kmd  to  youth,  this  expiation  o'er. 
She  bids  thee  "mend  thy  Ime,  and  sin  no  more." 

For  thee,  translator  of  the  tinsel  song. 
To  whom  such  glittering  ornaments  belong, 
Hibernian  Strangford  1  with  thine  eyes  of  blue,  t 
And  boasted  locks  of  red,  or  auburn  hue. 
Whose  plaintive  strain  each  love-sick  miss  admires. 
And  o'er  harmonious  fustian  half  expires. 
Learn,  if  thou  canst,  to  yield  thine  author's  sense. 
Nor  vend  thy  sonnets  on  a  false  pretence. 
Think'st  thou  to  gain  thy  verse  a  higher  place. 
By  dressing  Camoens  in  a  suit  of  lace  ? 
Mend,  Strangford  !  mend  thy  morals  and  thy  taste ; 
Be  warm,  but  pure ;  be  amorous,  but  be  chaste : 
Cease  to  deceive ;  thy  pilfer'd  haj^  restore. 
Nor  teach  the  Lusian  bard  to  copy  Moore. 

In  many  marble-cover'd  volumes  view 
Hayley,  in  vain  attempting  something  new ; 
Whether  he  spin  his  comedies  in  rhyme. 
Or  scrawl,  as  Wood  and  Barclay  walk,  'gainst  time. 
His  style  in  youth  or  age  is  still  the  same, 
For  ever  feeble  and  for  ever  tame. 

*'  Pbt  rvuy  one  knowB  UtUe  ICatt's  an  H.P.''— See  a  Poem  to  Mr.  Lewis,  In  the 

Wii— nil*  ntppQaed  to  be  written  by  Mr.  Jekyll. 

rftt  rwider  who  nuty  -wish  for  an  explanation  of  this,  may  refer  to  "  Strangford's 

■■BiM,"  p.  U7,  note  to  page  66  or  to  the  last  page  of  tiie  Edinburgh  review  of  Bttttng- 

■nOuioeiia. 

•  li  «Im  to  be  xemMTked,  ibat  the  things  given  to  the  pabllc  as  poems  of  GamoQiis.  »i« 

^mmtcbv/intadlff  the  origiwd Fortugueae,  tluux  In  the  Bong  of  Solomon. 


H  BTBOSr'S  POEMS. 

Triumphant  first  see  "Temper's  Trimsphs"  shine  1 
A.t  least  I'm  sure  they  trimnph'd  over  mine. 
Of  "Mu8ic*s  Triumphs/'  all  who  read  may  swear, 
That  luckloss  music  never  triumph'd  there.* 

Moravians,  rise !  bestow  some  meet  reward 
On  dull  devotion— Lo  I  the  Sabbath  bard, 
Sopulchral  Grahame,  pours  his  notes  sublime^ 
In  mangled  prose,  nor  e'en  aspires  to  rhyme^ 
Breaks  mto  olank  the  Gk>spel  of  St.  Luke, 
And  boldly  pilfers  from  the  Pentateuch ; 
And,  undistarb'd  by  conscientious  qualms. 
Perverts  the  Prophets,  and  purloins  the  PiEn]ms.t 

Hail,  Sympathy !  thy  soft  idea  brings 
A  thousand  visions  of  a  thousand  thingis. 
And  shows,  dissolved  in  thine  own  melting  tears. 
The  maudlin  prince  of  mournful  sonneteers. 
And  art  thou  not  their  prince,  harmonious  Bowlos ! 
Thou  first,  great  oracle  of  tender  souls  I 
Whether  in  sighing  winds  thou  seek'st  relief. 
Or  consolation  in  a  yellow  leaf; 
Whether  thy  muse  most  lamentably  tells 
What  merry  sounds  proceed  from  Oxford  bell8|$ 
Or,  still  in  bells  delighting,  finds  a  fiiend 
In  every  chime  that  jingled  from  Ostend ; 
Ah !  how  much  juster  wei*e  thy  muse's  hap. 
If  to  thy  beUs  thou  wouldst  but  add  a  cap  1 
Delightful  Bowles !  still  blessing  and  still  blest^ 
All  love  thy  strain,  but  children  like  it  best. 
'Tis  thine,  with  gentle  Little's  moral  song. 
To  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amorous  throng ! 
With  thee  our  nursery  damsels  shed  their  tears, 
Ere  miss,  as  yet,  completes  her  infant  years ; 
But  in  her  teons  thy  whining  powers  are  vain ; 
She  quits  poor  Bowles  for  Little's  purer  strain* 
Now  to  soft  themes  thou  scomest  to  confine 
The  lofty  numbers  of  a  harp  like  thine ; 
"  Awake  a  louder  and  a  loftier  strain,  "§ 
Such  as  none  hoard  before,  or  will  again ; 
Where  all  discoveries  jumbled  firom  the  flood. 
Since  first  the  leaky  ark  reposod  in  mud, 

*  Hayley'i  two  mort  notorlons  yene  productions,  an  "  Ttiumplia  of  Tbm|S 
"  Trlumphi  of  MuBic."  He  has  also  wntton  much  oouedy  in  rbymo,  mUtktt, 
As  he  is  rather  an  elegant  mriter  of  notes  and  biography,  let  ns  recoinun«nd  Popn 
to  Wycherley,  to  Mr.  H.'8  consideration :  vis.  "  to  convert  his  poe^  into  pvoMb' 
may  easily  be  done  by  taking  away  the  final  syllable  of  eadi  eoaplet 

t  Mr.  Orahame  has  ponred  forth  two  volumes  of  cant,  nndsr  tbsiUMMof  "I 
Walks,"  and  "  Biblical  Fiotues." 

t  See  Bowles's  Bonnets,  *o.-^  Sonnet  to  Qzftnd*"  and  •*  8tana«  on  hMote  i 
of  Ostend."  ^ 

§  "  Awake  alonder,"  *&  fta,  is  the  first  line  in  Bowles^  <•  Spirit  of  DiM«v«T,* 
spirited  and  pretty  dwarf  epic    Among  other  exquisite  lines  w«  hvn  th*  Mtoat^ 
"  AUss 

Stole  on  the  Usfnlng  silence,  never  yet 
Here  heard;  they  trembled  even  as  if  the  power/*  Acb 
That  Im,  the  woods  of  Madeira  txeok'bled  \o  r  Vth  ,  ttt  TnTih  -Mrtnmt  Awl,  h  v 
might  bo,  at  snob  »  phenomenon. 


mamMa  ba.sdb  akd  scotch  beviswebs.  if 

Bj  more  or  less,  are  sung  in  every  book^ 

From  Captain  Noah  down  to  Captain  Cook^ 

Nor  thk  alone ;  bnt,  pausing  on  the  road. 

The  bard  dghs  forth  a  gentle  m&aode  ;* 

And  gravelr  teUe-^ttend,  eat^  beauteous  miss  I 

Whon  first  Madeira  tirembled  to  a  kiss. 

Botrles  1  in  thy  memory  let  this  precept  dwell, 

8ti<dc  to  thy  eonnets,  man  1 — at  least  they  selL 

Bat  if  iK>me  nev'bom  whim,  or  larger  bnbe. 

Prompt  thy  erode  brain,  and  daim  thee  for  a  siaribe. 

If  (dumoe  wom»  bard,  though  onee  by  dunces  ^ear^d. 

Now,  prosie  in  dust,  can  only  be  revered ; 

If  Ifope,  whose  fame  and  genius,  from  the  fijst, 

Have  Icnl'd  the  best  of  critics,  needs  Ihe  worsts 

Do tboa  essay;  eadi fiuxlt,  each £uling scan : 

Hie  first  of  poets  wasy  alas  i  but  man. 

Bake  firmn  eadi  andent  dung^iill  ev'xy  pearl, 

Oottsiilt  Lord  Fanny,  and  confide  in  Ciurll  ;t 

I«et  an  the  scandals  of  a  former  age 

Perdi  on  thy  pen,  and  flutter  o'er  tiiy  page ; 

AfEiBet  a  candour  which  thou  canst  not  im, 

C9othe  envy  in  the  garb  of  honest  seal : 

Write,  a»  if  St.  John's  soul  could  still  jbs^r^ 

And  do  firom  hate,  what  Mallet  did  f<xe  Yaxe,t 

Oh !  hadst  thou  lived  in  that  congenial  time, 

To  rave  with  Dennis,  and  with  Balph  to  rhyme  ;§ 

Throng'd  with  the  rest  around  his  Uving  head. 

Not  raised  thy  hoof  against  the  lion  dead, 

A  meet  reward  had  crown'd  thy  glorious  gains, 

And  link'd  thee  to  the  Dundad  for  thy  pains.  || 

Another  epic  !  who  inflicts  again 
More  books  of  blank  upon  the  sons  of  men  ? 
Bceotian  Cottle,  rich  Bristowa's  boast. 
Imports  old  stories  from  the  Cambrian  coast. 
And  sends  his  goods  to  market — all  alive ! 
Lines  forty  thousand,  cantos  twenty-five  ! 
Fresh  fish  from  Helicon  !  who'll  bity !  who'll  buy  ? 
The  predous  bargaiu  's  cheap— in  mith,  not  I. 
Too  much  in  turUe  Bristol's  sons  delight. 
Too  much  o'er  bowls  of  rack  prolong  the  night ! 
If  Commerce  fills  the  purse,  she  clogs  the  brain. 
And  Amos  Cottle  strikes  the  lyre  in  vain. 

•  «VlK>da  than  aUiided  to,  Ii  the  story  of  **  Bobert  a  Machin,"  and  *'  Anna 
^  a  pair  of  constant  lovon,  who  pexfoxmed  the  Ua  above  mentioned,  that  startled 


dlliOMofth«hfln>esorthe*'I>imelad''andwuabookfleUer.    Lord  Fuinj  Is  the 
iBHae  of  Loid  Hervey,  author  of  "  Lines  to  the  Imitator  of  Homoe." 
riBdUnghioke  hired  MaUet  to  tradnce  Fope  after  his  decease,  because  the  poet 
Wnod  soma  copies  of  a  work  by  Lord  Bollngbroke  (the  "  ffttriot  King  1,  whloh 
iMfid  bat  malignant  genius  had  ordered  to  be  destroyed, 
■■fi^  tka  critic,  and  Balph,  the  rhymester. 

"  BUenoe,  ye  wolves  1  while  Balph  to  Qjmthia  howls. 
Making  night  hldeoaa  ;  manrar  him,  ye  owls  I  "—Dundad, 
•  Inrtani  lal0  editiioi  of  Pope'a  worka,  for  which  he  received  80O  povnfla  :  thntt 
*— ' 'how much  easier  it  la  to  proUt  by  the  refutation  of  AaottMr,  Una 


9$  BYilON'S  rOEMS. 

In  him  on  author's  luckless  lot  behold, 
(Dondemn'd  to  make  the  books  which  once  he  sold. 
Oh,  Amos  Cottle  I — Phoebus  !  what  a  name. 
To  fill  the  speaking  trump  of  future  fame  1 
Oh,  Amos  Cottle !  for  a  moment  think 
What  meagre  profits  spring  from  pen  and  ink  1 
When  thus  devoted  to  poetic  dreams. 
Who  will  peruse  thy  prostituted  roams  " 
Oh,  pen  perverted !  paper  misapplied ! 
Had  Cottle  still  adom'd  the  counter's  side,* 
Bent  o'er  the  desk,  or,  bom  to  useful  toils. 
Been  taught  to  moke  the  paper  which  he  soils, 
Plough' d,  delved,  or  plied  the  oar  with  lusty  limb, 
He  mid  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  I  of  him. 

As  Sisyphus  against  the  infernal  steep 
Bolls  the  huge  rock,  whose  motions  ne'er  may  sle^. 
So  up  thy  hiU,  ambrosial  Richmond  !  heaves 
Dull  Maurice  all  his  granite  weight  of  leaves  rf* 
Smooth,  solid  monuments  of  mental  pain  1 
The  petrifactions  uf  a  plodding  brain. 
That  ere  they  reach  the  top  Ml  lumbering  back  agun. 

With  broken  lyre,  and  cheek  serenly  pale, 
Lo !  sad  Alcseus  wanders  down  the  vale ; 
Though  fair  they  rose,  and  might  have  bloom'd  at  lasty 
His  hopes  have  perish'd  by  the  northern  blast : 
Nipp'd  in  the  bud  by  Caledonian  gales. 
His  blossoms  wither  as  the  blast  previuls  1 
0*cr  his  lost  works  let  classic  Shofiield  weep ; 
May  no  rude  hand  disturb  their  eai-ly  deep  l^I 

Yet,  say  !  why  should  the  bard  at  once  resign 
His  claim  to  favour  from  the  sacred  Nine  ? 
For  ever  startled  by  the  mingled  howl 
Of  northern  wolves,  that  still  in  darkness  prowl ; 
A  coward  brood,  which  mangle  as  they  prey. 
By  hellish  instinct,  all  that  cross  their  way ; 
Aged  or  yoimg,  the  living  or  the  dead. 
No  mercy  finor— these  harpies  must  be  fed. 
Why  do  the  injured  unresisting  yield 
The  calm  possession  of  their  native  field  ? 
Why  tamely  thus  before  their  fangs  retreat. 
Nor  hunt  the  bloodhounds  back  to  Arthur's  Seat  t  § 

Health  to  immortal  Jeffrey !  once,  in  name, 
England  could  boast  a  judge  almost  the  same ; 


•  Mr.  CotUe,  Amos,  Joseph,  I  don't  know  w'Wch,  bnt  one  or  botli,  m  .  ,.,  ^.. 
ttiey  did  not 'write,  and  now  writem  of  books  tnat  do  notaell,  have  pdbUdaitlftBri 
roics.  "  Alfred"  (poor  Alfred  I  Pye  has  been  at  him  too  i)  "  Allnd"  and  tlw"l 
OK  Cambria." 

t  Hr.  Manriee  hath  mannfactured  the  component  parts  of  a  pondeztniB  ooMta.  ■ 
the  "  Beantiea  of  Richmond  Hill,"  and  the  like  ;— it  also  takes  in  a  oharmljw^l 
Tumham  Green,  Hammersmith,  Breutfoi-d,  Old  and  New,  and  the  parts  adfaminL 

X  Poor  Montgomery  1  thoiigh  praised  by  every  English  review,  has  been  MttnriT  BM 
Dy  the  Edinbuzgh.    After  all,  the  biird  of  8ht:meld  is  a  man  of  considerableamlHI 
"  WuUhnr  of  Switzerland"  is  worth  a  UvoMaand"  Lyrical  Bidlads,"  and  JTlmSi: 
"d^^nded  epics." 
if  ArtbWT'a  Seat;  the  hill  which  orv^exhang*  VA\u\mTi^  . . 
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In  soul  80  like^  so  meroifu],  yet  just. 
Some  think  that  Satan  has  resigned  his  tros^ 
And  giyen  the  i^irit  to  the  world  again. 
To  soiteiioe  letters,  as  he  sentenced  men. 
With  hand  lees  m^hty,  but  with  heart  as  black, 
With  voice  as  willing  to  decree  the  rack ; 
Bred  in  the  eourts  betimes,  thoueh  all  that  law 
As  yet  hath  taught  him  is  to  find  a  flaw. 
Since  well  instructed  in  the  patriot  school 
To  nil  at  pftrtv^  though  a  party  tool. 
Who  know%  if  diance  his  patrons  should  restore 
Back  to  the  fwajr  they  forfeited  before. 
His  BcribbUn^  toils  some  reoompense  may  meet. 
And  raise  this  Daniel  to  the  judgment-seat. 
Let  Jeffiries'  shade  indulge  the  pious  hope;, 
And  ^rreeting  thus,  present  him  with  a  rope : 
"  Heur  to  my  yirtues  1  man  of  equal  mind  I 
SkQl'd  to  condemn  as  to  traduce  mankind. 
This  cord  receive,  for  thee  reserved  with  care. 
To  wield  in  judgmeni^  and  at  length  to  wear." 

Health  to  great  Jeffrey  1  Heaven  preserve  his  life^ 
To  flourish  on  the  fertile  shores  of  Fife, 
And  gfuard  it  sacred  in  its  feture  wars, 
Snce  authors  sometimes  seek  the  field  of  Mars  I 
Can  none  remember  that  eventful  day. 
That  ever  glorious,  almost  &tal  fray. 
When  Little's  leadless  pistol  met  his  eye. 
And  Bow  Street  myrmidons  stood  laughing  by  ?* 
Oh,  day  disastrous !  on  her  firm-set  rock, 
Ihmedm's  castle  felt  a  secret  shock : 
Dark  roU'd  the  sympathetic  waves  of  Forth, 
Low  groan*d  the  startled  whirlwinds  of  the  north  ; 
Twe^  ruffled  half  his  waves  to  form  a  tear, 
The  other  half  pursued  its  calm  career ;  t 
Arthur's  steep  summit  nodded  to  its  base. 
The  surly  Tolbooth  scarcely  kept  her  place ; 
The  Tolbooth  felt — for  marble  sometimes  can. 
On  such  occasions,  feel  as  much  as  man — 
The  Tolbooth  felt  defrauded  of  his  charms. 
If  Jefirey  died,  except  within  her  arms  :t 
Nay,  last,  not  least,  on  that  portentous  morn. 
The  sixteenth  story  where  himself  was  born, 

u  J«lb«7  and  Moots  met  at  Chalk  Farm.    The  duel  was  prerented  by 
.     >  of  the  magistraoy ;  and,  on  •xamination,  the  balls  of  the  pistols,  like 
_•  of  the  combatants,  were  found  to  have  evaporated.    This  incident  gave  occa* 
itoaack  waaery  in  the  daily  prints. 

t  Vm  Th— J  hm  belutved  with  proper  decorum ;  it  would  have  been  highly  repra- 
"  *    half  of  the  river  to  have  shown  the  smallest  symptom  of 


iMiJhVliqr  of  sympatky  on  the  part  of  the  Tolbooth  (the  principal  prison  iu  B£^- 
k/l^  vUflh  tratj  teems  to  have  been  most  a£RN;ted  on  this  occasion,  U  much  to  he 
■MMlM.  It  was  to  be  apprdiendMf,  tb»t  the  many  oj/happy  criminala  executed  \sl 
•tmt  addit  h*Te  rmdered  the  ediUoe  more  callous.  She  is  said  to  be  ot  the  lottat 
M^^mt^S^dMaB^^offff/hv  on  this  day  was  truly  feminine,  th<m^,  !!)(»  mart 

n2 
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llis  patrimonial  garret,  fell  to  ground. 

And  pole  Edina  shudder'd  at  the  sound : 

Strow'd  were  tbe  streets  around  with  milk-white  rcaiDii 

FlowM  all  the  Canongate  with  inky  streams ; 

Tliis  of  his  candour  seem'd  the  sable  dew. 

That  of  his  valour  showed  the  bloodless  hue  ; 

And  all  with  justice  deem'd  the  two  combined 

The  mingled  emblems  of  his  mighty  mind. 

IJut  Caledonia's  goddess  hover'd  o'er 

The  field,  and  saved  him  from  the  wrath  of  Moore  ; 

From  either  pistol  snatch'd  the  vengeful  lead, 

And  straight  restored  it  to  her  favourite's  head ; 

Tbat  head,  with  greater  than  magnetic  power, 

C-aught  it,  as  Danae  caught  the  golden  shower, 

And,  though  the  thickening  dross  will  scarce  refine, 

Aurnuents  its  ore,  and  is  itself  a  mine. 

**  My  son,"  she  cried,  "  ne'er  thirst  for  gore  again, 

Eesign  the  pistol,  and  resimie  the  pen ; 

O'er  i)olitics  and  poesy  preside, 

Boast  of  thy  country,  and  Britannia's  guide  1 

For  long  as  Albion's  heedless  sons  submit. 

Or  Scottish  taste  decides  on  English  wit. 

So  long  shall  last  thine  immolested  reign. 

Nor  any  dare  to  take  thy  name  in  vain. 

Behold,  a  chosen  band  shall  aid  thy  plan. 

And  own  thee  chieftain  of  the  critic  clan. 

First  in  the  ranks  illustrious  shall  be  seen 

The  travell'd  thane,  Athenian  Aberdeen.* 

Herbert  shall  wield  Thor's  hammer,  +  and  sometimes, 

In  gratitude,  thou'lt  praise  his  rugged  rhymes. 

Smug  Sydney  X  too  thy  bitter  page  shall  seek. 

And  classic  Hallam,§  much  renown'd  for  Greek  ; 

Scott  may  perchance  his  name  and  influence  lend. 

And  paltry  Pillans||  shall  traduce  his  friend ; 

While  gay  Thalia's  luckless  votary,  Lambe,^! 

As  he  himself  was  damn'd,  shall  try  to  damn. 

•  His  lordship  has  been  much  abroad,  la  a  member  of  the  Athenian  Sodetj,  ■• 
Ticwer  of  "  Gell'a  Topogi-aphy  of  Troy." 

t  Mr.  Herbert  is  a  translator  of  Icelandic  and  other  poetry.  One  of  the  prlndnil  p 
Is  a  "  Song  on  the  Recovery  of  Thor'i  Hammer :"  the  translation  i«  a  pleanntdM 
the  Tulgar  tongue,  and  endeth  thua  :— 

"  Instead  of  money  and  rings,  I  wot. 
The  hammer's  bruises  were  her  lot ; 
Thua  Odin's  son  his  hammer  got." 

I  The  Reverend  Sydney  Smith,  the  reputed  author  of  "  Peter  Flymleyli  Leitv^* 
sundry  criticisms. 

§  Mr.  HaUam  reviewed  Payne  Knight's  "  Taste,"  and  was  exceeding  mnten  OBI 
Greek  verses  therein :  it  was  not  discovered  that  the  lines  were  Pindar^  tilltlM: 
rendered  it  impossible  to  cancel  the  critique,  which  still  stands  an  eyerlaitinf  nuMM 
of  Hallam's  ingenuity. 

The  said  Hallnni  is  incensed,  because  ho  is  falsely  accused,  seeing  that  be  nsrar  A 
at  Holland  House.  If  this  be  true,  I  nm  sorry— not  for  having  said  ao,  bot  « 
account,  as  I  understand  his  lordship's  feasts  ore  preferable  to  his  oompositiom.  tth 
not  review  Loi'd  Holliind's  performance,  I  am  glad,  because  it  must  have  been  P*M 
read,  and  Irksome  to  praise  it.  If  Mr.  Hallam  wiU  toll  me  who  did  review  it,  tkl 
name  shall  find  a  place  in  the  text;  provided,  nevm-theless,  the  said  name  Mil 
orthodox  musical  sylLibles,  and  will  come  into  the  vexve ;  till  then,  F«JiiMn  WHtl 
for  vrnnt  of  a  better. 
i  PUlsna  ja  a  tator  at  Eton. 
T  The  Uonovmhle  Q.  LamVe  reviewed     BeTC&toTd'Bia^aKa^WtA;*  vsA^a'WHwvRit 
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Known  be  thy  name,  unbounded  be  tby  sway ! 
Thy  Holland  s  banquets  shall  each  toil  repay  ; 
While  grateful  Britain  yields  the  praise  she  owes 
To  Houand's  hirelings  and  to  learning's  foes. 
Yet  mark  ono  caution,  ere  thy  next  review 
Spread  its  light  win^^s  of  saffron  and  of  blue. 
Beware  lest  blundermg  Brougham*  destroy  the  sale, 
Turn  beef  to  bannocks,  cauliflowers  to  kail." 
Thus  having  said,  the  kilted  goddess  kiss'd 
Her  son,  and  vanished  in  a  Scottish  mist.t 

Illustrious  Holland !  hard  would  be  his  lot, 
His  hhrelin^  mentioned,  and  himself  forgot ! 
Holland,  with  Henry  Petty^T  at  his  back. 
The  whipper-in  and  huntsman  of  the  pack. 
Blest  be  ^e  banquets  spread  at  Holland  House, 
Where  Scotchmen  feed  and  critics  may  carouse  ! 
Lon^,  long  beneath  that  hospitable  roof, 
ShaU  Grub  Street  dine,  while  duns  are  kept  aloof. 
See  honest  Hallam  lay  aside  his  fork, 
Besume  his  pen,  review  his  lordship's  work. 
And,  grateful  to  the  founder  of  the  feast. 
Declare  his  landlord  can  translate  at  least  ;§ 
Dunedin !  view  thy  children  with  delight, 
They  write  for  food— and  feed  because  they  write : 
And  lest,  when  heated  with  the  unusual  grape, 
Some  glowing  thoughts  should  to  the  press  escape, 
And  tinge  with  red  the  female  reader's  cheek. 
My  lady  skims  the  cream  of  each  critique ; 
Breathes  o'er  the  page  her  purity  of  soul, 
Reforms  each  error,  and  refines  the  whole.  || 

Now  to  the  Drama  tarn — Oh  !  motley  sight. 
What  precious  scenes  the  wondering  eyes  invite  ! 
Puns,  and  a  prince  within  a  barrel  pent,*II 
And  Dibdin's  nonsense  yield  complete  content.** 

I  fime  enacted  with  much  applause  at  the  Priory,  Stanmore  ;  and  damned  with  great 
pedition  at  the  late  theatre,  Coveut  Garden.  It  was  entitled  "  Whistle  for  It." 
*  Mr.  Brougham,  in  No.  XXV.  of  the  "  Edinhurgh  Review,"  throughout  the  article 
Meming  Don  Pedro  de  Cevallos,  has  displayed  more  politics  than  policy ;  many  of 
!  worthy  burgesses  of  Edinburgh  being  so  incensed  at  the  inftiraous  principles  it  evinces, 
to  hare  withdrawn  their  subscriptions. 

llwems  that  Mr.  Brougham  is  not  a  Plot,  as  I  supposed,  but  a  Borderer,  and  his  name 
l>ranoanoed  Broom,  from  Trent  to  Tay  : — So  be  it. 

\  I  oa^t  to  apologize  to  the  worthy  deities  for  Introducing  a  new  goddess  with  short 
tUeoata  to  their  notice :  but  alas  !  what  was  to  be  done  7  I  could  not  say  Caledonia's 
uiat.  It  being  well  known  ther)  W  no  genius  to  be  found  from  Clackmannan  to  Calth- 
■  ;  yet  without  supematpral  a^eacy,  how  was  Jeffrey  to  be  saved?  The  national 
ktiplea,'' *e.  are  too  unpoetical,  and  the  "  brownies"  and  "  gude  neighbours"  (spirits 
%  food  disposition)  refused  to  extricate  him.  A  goddess,  thereforo,  has  been  called  for 
rpopuw,  and  great  ought  to  be  the  gratitude  of  Jeffrey,  seeing  It  Is  the  only  commu- 
Mtion  be  ever  held,  or  is  Lllcely  to  hold,  wlLh  anything  heavenly. 

iManiiils  of  Lanadowne. 
Lbcd  ILhas  transl.atcd  some  specimens  of  Lope  de  Vega,  Inserted  in  his  life  of  the 
itbar :  both  are  bepraised  by  bis  disinterested  guests. 

f  Ototain  It  is,  her  ladjrahip  is  suspected  of  having  displayed  her  matchless  wit  in  the 
Efiahoifh  Review."  However  that  may  bd,  we  know,  from  good  authority,  that  tihe 
■waotpts  an;  submitted  to  her  perusal— no  doubt  tor  correction. 

f  la  the  melo-drama  o(  "  Teke]},"  that  heroto  prince  is  clapt  into  a  barrel  ontVit 
•fi ;  a  new  asylum  for  distressed  heroes. 
'^JS!7!Ut^U»b"%'lk°^  """'  '^''^^'°^*'''  "^"snsh  Fleet,"  "  Mother  Gooae,"  8wv 
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Thougb  now,  thank  Heaven !  the  Boficiomaiua*8  o*er,* 
And  full-grown  actors  are  endured  once  more ; 
Yot  what  avail  their  vain  attempts  to  please, 
While  British  critios  sufier  scenes  like  these! 
While  Reynolds  vents  his  "dammesl"  "poohs  I"  and 

"zoirndsr'-t 
And  common-place  and  common  sense  confounds? 
While  Kenne3?st  "  World"  iust  suflFer'd  to  prw^eod, 
Proclaims  the  audience  very  kind  indeed ! 
And  Beaumont's  pilfer'd  Caratach  affords 
A  tragedy  complete  in  all  but  words  I  § 
Who  but  must  mourn,  while  these  are  all  the  rage, 
The  degradation  of  our  vaunted  staffo  T 
Heavens !  is  all  sense  of  shame,  and  talent  gone  ? 
Have  we  no  living  bard  of  merit  ? — ^none  ? 
Awake,  George  Colman  1  Cumberland,  awake  * 
Bing  the  alarum-bell !  let  folly  quake ! 
Oh,  Sheridan  I  if  aught  can  move  thy  pen, 
Let  Comedy  resume  ner  throne  again ; 
Abjure  the  mummery  of  German  schools. 
Leave  new  Pizarros  to  translating  fbols ; 
Give,  as  thy  last  memorial  to  the  age. 
One  classic  drama,  and  reform  the  stage. 
Gods  !  o'er  those  boards  shall  Follv  rear  her  head. 
Where  Garrick  trod,  and  Kemble  Uves  to  tread  ? 
On  those  shall  Farce  display  Bufifoon'ry's  mask, 
And  Hook  conceal  his  heroes  in  a  cask  ? 
Shall  sapient  managers  new  scenes  produce 
From  Cherry,  Skeffington,  and  Mother  Goose  ? 
While  Shakspoaro,  Otway,  Massinger,  forgot. 
On  stalls  must  moulder,  or  in  closets  rot  ? 
Lo  1  with  what  pomp  the  daily  prints  proclaim 
The  rival  candidates  for  Attic  &me  1 
In  glim  array  though  Lewis'  spectres  rise. 
Still  Skeffington  and  Gk)ose  divide  the  prise. 
And  suro  great  Skeffington  must  claim  our  praise. 
For  skirtless  coats  and  skeletons  of  plays 
Bonown'd  alike ;  whose  genius  ne'er  confines 
Her  flight  to  garnish  Greenwood's  gay  designs  ;{| 
Nor  sleeps  with  "Sleeping  Beauties,    but  anon 
In  five  £icetious  acts  comes  thundering  on,^ 
While  poor  John  Bull,  bewildor'd  with  the  scene. 
Stares,  wondering  what  the  devil  it  can  mean ; 
But  as  some  hands  applaud — a  venal  few — 
Rather  than  sleep,  -why  John  applauds  it  too. 

*  Hit«ter  Betty  luid  made  his  fortane,  and  iraa  gone  to  adiool,  aa  ft  bof  c(  Ui  • 
ikoxilil. 

t  All  these  are  fkvonrite  expressions  of  Mr.  B.,  and  prominent  In  Us  eomeaii^  In 
imddeAmet. 

1  Author  of  the  excellent  fiurce  of  "  RaiBing  the  Wind,"  and  other  deT«r  vbeWi 

i  Mr.  T.  Sheridan,  the  new  manager  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  atrlpped  (m  tnfft 
'*  Bonduca"  of  the  dialogue,  and  exhibited  the  soenei  as  the  speetede  ef 
Was  this  worthy  of  his  size?  or  of  himself  ? 

/  Mr.  Onmwood  is,  we  believe,  Boene-paSntet  to  Drury  L»ne  theatr»-M  i 
is  much  Indebted  to  him. 
^Mr.B.iM  the  fllwatriotui  author  of  the "  ae«sto«"Beanfcj  .      ^        ^,    , 
talArly  "  Jtfaidi  and  Bachelon  ^  BaocailKuxii  \mcvi1o  xaa(^  q^oaxn.  akqsa  ^\^p\. 
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Such  are  we  now.    Ah  1  wherefore  should  we  turn 
To  what  our  fathers  were,  unless  to  mourn  ? 
Degenerate  Britons !  are  ye  dead  to  shame, 
Or,  kind  to  dulness,  do  you  fear  to  blame  % 
Well  may  the  nobles  of  our  present  race 
Watch  each  distortion  of  a  Naldi's  fetce ; 
Well  may  they  smile  on  Italy's  buffoons. 
And  worship  Catalani's  pantaloons,* 
Since  their  own  drama  yields  no  fairer  trace 
Of  wit  than  puns,  of  humour  than  grimace. 

Then  let  Ausonia,  skilled  in  every  art 
To  soften  manners,  but  corrupt  the  heart. 
Pour  her  exotic  follies  o'er  the  town, 
To  sanction  vice,  and  hunt  decorum  down : 
Let  wedded  stnunpets  languish  o'er  Deshayes, 
And  bless  the  promise  which  his  form  displays : 
While  Gayton  bounds  before  th'  enraptured  looikM 
Of  hoary  marquises  and  stripling  dukes ; 
Let  hiffh-bom  lechers  eye  the  lively  Preale 
Twirl  her  light  limbs,  that  spurn  the  needless  veil ; 
Let  An^olini  bare  her  breast  of  snow. 
Wave  the  white  arm,  and  point  the  pliant  toe  * 
Collini  trill  her  love-inspiring  son^. 
Strain  her  &ir  neck,  and  charm  the  listening  throng  f 
Reuso  not  your  scythe,  suppressors  of  our  vice ! 
Beforming  saints !  too  delicately  nice ! 
By  whose  decrees,  our  sinful  souls  to  save. 
No  Sunday  tankards  foam,  no  barbers  shave ; 
And  beer  undrawn,  and  beards  unmown,  display 
Your  holy  reverence  for  the  Sabbath-day. 

Or,  hail  at  once  the  patron  and  the  pile 
Of  vice  and  folly,  Greville  and  Argyle  !+■ 
Where  yon  proud  palace,  fashion's  hallow'd  fane. 
Spreads  wide  her  portals  for  the  motley  train. 
Behold  the  new  Petronius  of  the  day,$ 
The  arbiter  of  pleasure  and  of  play ! 
There  the  hired  eunuch,  the  Hesperian  choir, 
The  melting  lute,  the  soft  lascivious  lyre. 
The  soDff  from  Italy,  the  step  from  France, 
The  mi(Uiight  orgy,  and  the  mazy  dance, 

■  Sil^  tad  Ottiluii  TRfTdra  lUUd  ncitltMi.—far  itha  vim^a  of  tlia  ona  Hid  Uu  uEhrr  v^ 

■k^  Unt  fhun  Uie  V|Vcer^  ou  Lhc  Cir^t  njybl  ur  (lis  lui^J^^'fl  «Lii],H-ju^LMC!e  in  trcoBan. 
Il^pmifit  uix  t'ltiudflr,  iu^ h  ili  luI&CAlcltLir  Actrcrt  tor  n  mun,  I  i^^  If-wn  to  vtat^ 
■Alt  ■  Qm  ttutltetldll,  nnd  Uut  the  duke  of  th»t  fLnTufr,  wInEirth  It  h<>r«  aIIqiIhI  ta, 

tliS&iAzi,  vdtli  wboid  J  Mu  id]|rhtly  ncqUAltitfil,  loi^t  [n  Uio  Aj^yte  Ho<mu  uTQiral 
i  pmndB  Ht  bACbjimmiy^ti  :  IL  ie  Lut  JiE&Urjc  ta  Hie  li]JU;ii>>t&3r  Ui  IhlH  In^itvice  ta  lAf* 
Hi  decna  of  Jimm'i^tull.auti  -tras  matLlR'ated  ^  liut  wliy  tn  tTie  ImplementB  d 
■QvPvd  t&  ■  I)ll.C«  ifeVDlcd  tr>  ttie  Eocictj'  uf  both  t^xm  T  A  pile(v»ftnt  thing  tor  thA 

-. id  dkuglitf It  {tf  tho»  *Eioftro  bimft  or  cilrtt  fritli  silcTi  ei>nneclloi3(,  tptaiirttifl 

fcri-tftiiliB  mtttlngt  In  EKlio  ntom,  uid  the  dka  tn  Alivtli^Tl    Tli«t  tllil  W  ttltClK^  1 
IMitak  tHlU^H  ■>  *  ^'^  iUiWurttir  iD'Cmlvr  oT  an  fJlpUtutloil  wh^Qh  mfVtflrthUy  iA«4W 
laciiaqf  th«  higbn' pnJcjT,  wAi/a  the  low^F  may  iHit  fivcu  tuqvB  ta  tlie  toxmdotfc 
iKiBd  Adtfflr  nfithooi  the  a&vi^it  vf  iiidictmf^ni  /Jir  i^nbioi  bcLAvlQnr. 

' JlA^if^^  **Aj'MOir  tJfgnnlfAm  as  " '-  h^^—    «  _  __i  ^  „^^^ ^ .  _   *  . 

t  i^sBtivrr'M**  iMJ BspLflftr"  snitli 
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The  imilo  of  beauty,  and  the  flush  of  wine. 

For  fops,  fools,  gamesters,  knaves,  and  lords  combine : 

Each  to  his  humour — Comus  all  allows  ; 

Champaign,  dice,  music,  or  your  neighbour's  spouse* 

Talk  not  to  us,  ye  stai*ving  sons  of  tnide ! 

Ot  piteous  ruin,  which  ourselves  have  made ; 

In  rlenty's  sunshine  Fortune's  minions  bask^ 

Nor  think  of  poverty,  except  "  en  masque," 

When  for  the  night  some  lately  titled  ass 

Appears  the  beggar  which  his  grandsire  was. 

The  curtain  dropp'd,  the  gay  burletta  o'er. 

The  audience  take  their  turn  upon  the  floor ; 

Now  round  the  room  the  circling  dow'gers  sweep. 

Now  in  loose  waltz  the  thin-clad  daughters  leap : 

The  first  in  lengthened  line  majestic  swim, 

The  last  display  the  free,  unfetter'd  limb  ! 

Those  for  mbcmia's  lusty  sons  repair 

With  art  the  charms  which  nature  oould  not  spare ; 

These  after  husbands  wing  their  eager  flight. 

Nor  leave  much  mystery  for  the  nuptial  night. 

Oh !  blest  retreats  of  infamy  and  ease. 
Where,  all  forgotten  but  the  power  to  please, 
Each  maid  may  give  a  loose  to  genial  thought. 
Each  swain  may  teach  new  s^tems,  or  be  taught : 
There  the  blithe  youngster,  just  retum'd  from  Spain, 
Cuts  the  light  pack,  or  calls  the  rattling  main  ; 
Tlie  jovial  caster  *s  set,  and  seven 's  the  nick. 
Or— Kione ! — a  thousand  on  the  coming  trick  I 
If,  mad  with  loss,  existence  'gins  to  tire. 
And  all  your  hope  or  wish  is  to  expire, 
Here's  Powell's  pistol  ready  for  your  life, 
And,  kinder  still,  a  Paget  for  your  wife : 
Fit  consummation  of  an  earthly  race. 
Begun  in  folly,  ended  in  disgrace  ; 
While  none  but  menials  o'er  the  bed  of  death. 
Wash  thy  red  wounds,  or  watch  thy  wavering  breath  ; 
Traduced  by  liars,  and  forgot  by  all, 
The  mangled  victim  of  a  drunken  brawl,* 
To  live  like  Clodius,  and  like  Falkland  fall.f 

Truth !  rouse  some  genuine  bard,  and  guide  his  hand, 
To  drive  this  pestilence  from  out  the  land. 
E'en  I — ^least  thinking  of  a  thoughtless  throng, 
Just  skill*  d  to  know  the  right  and  choose  the  wrong, 

•  Lord  Falkland  was  kiUed  in  s  duel  by  Captain  PoweU, 
t  Mutato  nomine  de  te 
Fabula  narratur. 

I  knew  the  late  Lord  Falkland  well.  On  Snnday  nigbt  I  bebeld  him  pmldine  tlUl 
own  table,  in  aU  the  honest  pride  of  hospitality;  on  Wednesday  momiiw,  u  limt 
o'clock,  I  aaw  stretched  before  me  all  that  remained  of  courage,  feeling.  Kui  a  1  *  ' 
paMions.    He  was  a  gallant  and  successfal  officer :  bis  faults  were  the  nults  of  a 


o'clock,  I  aaw  stretched  before  me  all  that  remained  of  courage,  feeling.  koS  a  hoci  if 
passions.  He  was  a  gallant  and  successfal  officer :  bis  faults  were  the  nults  of  anlkri 
as  such,  Britons  will  forgive  them.  He  died  like  a  brave  man  in  a  better  ctuise ;  for  Iwi 
be  Mien  in  like  manner  on  the  deck  ot  the  ti\«a.\A  lo  -<rYv\e,\i  he  waa  Just  appointed.  Mi 

iMst  momenta  wovdd  have  been  held  np  \n  "tia^  oounXxyingn.  »a  mi  <«»aa^ftft\ft  wwawT 

h«mee. 


I 


nrazjQEBi  Riii0s  aud  sootc^  betiewsbs.  lod 

fmad  tit  tliat  age  ^^^lieTi  reagon's  ehioM  h  lost, 

To  fight  my  courEa  tbroiig-h  paaaion's  countliiss  boatj  ' 

Whom  every  path  ef  pleafiure's  flow'ry  ivny 

Hns  lured  in  turn,  and  tail  have  led  ostrnv — 

Fen  T  miiat  rabe  my  voke^  ©'en  I  mttst  tcci 

Bueh  beeoes^  suak  meHj  de>stroy  the  |ml]ll(^  weal : 

Although  Boms  kindj  deusoritniJt  fiiend  tvill  sny, 

"Whflt  firt  thou  better,  meddling' foe],  thiui  theyt'* 

And  ovciy  brotlier  rake  will  smilo  to  see 

Thab  mira^lej  a  moniHBt  in  me. 

No  niJFitter :  whcai  Bomo  hard  in  virtue  strong — 

Girtbrd  perchance—^haU  mise  the  ehasj^ctiiiig  sottg^ 

Then  sleep  tnv  pen  for  ev^r  ;  and  my  voico 

Be  only  Beanl  to  h:xil  him^  and  rejciice ; 

Rtjoice,  nnd  yield  my  leeblfi  pfaisCj  though  I 

May  feel  the  lash  that  Virtus  must  fli^ply. 

As  ftrtlie  smaller  fiy,  who  swarm  in  shoals^ 
Fk<OBi  tSOf  Hafix  m>  to  almpla  Bowles^* 
Why  shdaid  we  eaU  them  from  tb^  dark  abods^ 
hk  brand  St  OUes's  or  in  Tofctenbam-road  1 
Or  (siDpe  some  men  of  £uihion  nobly  dare 
To  sorawi  in  Teisd)  from  Bond  Street  or  the  Sqnaref 
If  tliinn  of  ton  tbdr  barmless  lays  indite. 
Most  wkefy  doomfd  to  shim  the  poblio  sigbt^ 
What  harm  f    In  spite  of  erery  critic  elf. 
Sir  T.  may  read  his  stanzas  to  himself; 
Miles  Anarews  still  his  strength  in  couplets  try. 
And  live  in  prologues,  though  his  dramas  die. 
Lords  too  are  bards,  such  things  at  times  befall. 
And  'tis  some  praise  in  peers  to  write  at  all. 
Yet,  did  or  taste  or  reason  sway  the  times, 
Ah !  who  would  take  their  titles  with  their  rhymes  ? 
Roficomraon !  Sheffield  1  vith  your  spirits  fled. 
No  future  laurels  deck  a  noble  head  ; 
No  m*ise  will  cheer,  with  renovating  smile. 
The  paralytic  puling  of  Carlisle  : 
The  puny  schoolboy  and  his  early  lay 
Men  pardon,  if  his  follies  pass  away : 
But  who  forgives  the  senior's  ceaseless  verse, 
Whose  hairs  grow  hoary  as  his  rhymes  grow  worse  ? 
What  heterogeneous  honours  deck  the  peer ! 
Lord,  rhymester,  petit-mattre,  pamphleteer  If 
So  dull  in  youth,  so  drivelling  in  his  age. 
His  scenes  alone  had  damn'd  our  sinking  stage; 
But  managers  for  once  cried,  "  Hold,  enough  1 " 
Nor  droffg'd  their  audience  with  the  tragic  stuff. 
Yet  at  their  judgment  let  his  lordship  laugh. 
And  ease  his  volumes  in  congenial  calf: 

J^J|al«Mdd  1m  the  Mnttments  of  the  Peniiin  Anacreon,  Hafiz,  eould  he  rlM  fh>m  hli 
imlkhn  at  Sheenut,  where  he  zepoees  with  Ferdousi  and  Sadi,  the  Oriental 
M  OrtaUoi,  and  behold  hlB  nameamunad  by  one  Stott  of  SVomore,  the  moat 
nioaerabla  atiiienrypoaebenforibedAUyprtnta. 
tAttOoAUf  ba»  JBteljrpnUiBbed  an  eigbteen-penny  pamphlet  on  the  atate  ot 

wm^ifimmtrAxrwmniMBytbSvfor  the  gtag9-~exotpt  his  owaS«ediSr^^^ 
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Yes  1  doff  tbat  covering,  where  xnoroooo  sbinei^ 
And  hang  a  calf-Bkin  on  those  recreant  lines.* 

With  ^ou,  ;^e  Dmids  1  rich  in  natiTO  lead. 
Who  daily  scribble  for  yoor  daily  bread ; 
^^th  you  I  war  not :  Giffi>rd's  heavy  hand 
Has  crush'd,  without  remorse,  your  numerous  band. 
On  "all  the  talents"  vent  your  venal  spleen ; 
Want  is  your  pica,  let  pity  be  your  screen. 
Let  monodies  on  fox  regale  your  crew. 
And  Melville's  Mantle  prove  a  blanket  too. 
One  common  Lethe  waits  each  hapless  bard. 
And,  peace  be  «nth  you !  'tis  your  best  reward. 
Such  damuing  &me  as  Dunciads  onlj  g^ySi. 
Ck)uld  bid  your  lines  beyond  a  mommg  live ; 
But  now  at  once  your  fleeting  labours  cloeei. 
With  names  of  greater  note  m  blest  repose. 
Far  be't  from  me  unkindly  to  upbraid 
The  lovely  Rosa's  prose  in  masquoude. 
Whoso  strains,  the  fitithful  echoes  of  her  mind^ 
Leave  wondering  comprehension  fax  behind.*^ 
Though  Bell  has  lost  his  nightingales  and  ow]% 
Matilda  snivels  still,  and  mfiz  l^wls ; 
And  Crusca's  spirit,  rising  from  the  dead. 
Revives  in  Laura,  Quiz,  and  X.Y.Z.:}: 

When  some  brisk  youth,  the  tenant  of  a  stall. 
Employs  a  pen  less  pointed  than  his  awl. 
Leaves  his  snug  shop,  forsakes  his  store  of  shoes, 
St.  Crispin  quits,  and  cobbles  for  the  muse, 
Heavens !  how  the  vul^  stare !  how  crowds  appland ! 
How  ladies  read,  and  htorati  laud  1 
If  chance  some  wicked  wag  should  pass  his  jjest^ 
'TIS  sheer  ill-nature— don't  the  world  knowoest ! 
Genius  must  guide  when  wits  admire  the  rhvme!. 
And  Capel  Lofft  declares  'tis  quite  sublime.  § 
Hear,  then,  ye  happy  sons  of  needless  trade ! 
Swains !  quit  the  plough,  resign  the  useless  spade ! 
Lo  !  Bums  and  Bloomfield,  nay,  a  greater  fiur, 
Glfford  was  bom  beneath  an  adverse  star. 
Forsook  the  labom^  of  a  servile  state, 
Stemm'd  the  rude  storm,  and  triumph'd  over  fiita : 
Then  why  no  more  ?  if  Phcebus  smiled  on  yon, 
Bloomfield  I  why  not  on  brother  Nathan  too! 

•  *'DoffthAt  lion's  hide. 

And  hang  s  calf-flkin  on  those  recreant  limbs.' 
Zi&id  C.^  vorki  moat  reaplendently  Ixnmd,  form  a  consptovona 
(helrc3. 

"  Tho  rest  la  all  but  leather  and  praneDa." 

t  This  UTely  little  Jessica,  the  daughter  of  the  noted  Jew  K » 

of  the  Delia  Omsca  school,  and  has  published  two  volumes  of  very  ] 
in  ifayme,  as  times  go ;  besides  sundxy  novels  in  the  s^le  of  the 


i  These  are  the  signatures  of  various  worthies  who  flguro  in  the  poefltMl 
tb0  aewapapen.  ' 

§  Ckpu  Loot,  Em.,  the  Ifaaoenaa  ot  aho«imak»n, saoA.  TfnAkm-^iiiMsB-cMHil  tol 
tnmed  ruwemen :  a  kind  of  gratis  aoeoaciheuz  to  \3&cm  wYxoirtAk\A>)tt  MkranAL^'Mfl 


cnMM  ranemen !  a  kind  of  gratis  aoo 
but  donotkuow  tufw  to  bring  forth. 
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Him  too  the  maniay  not  the  muse^  has  seized ; 

Not  inspiration,  but  a  mind  diseased : 

And  now  no  boor  can  seek  his  last  abode, 

No  common  be  inclosed,  without  an  ode.* 

Oh  I  since  increafled  refibiemont  dei^  to  smile 

On  Britain's  sons,  and  bless  our  genial  isle. 

Lot  poesy  go  forth,  pervade  the  whole. 

Alike  the  rustic  ana  mechanic  soul. 

Yo  tuneftil  oobblen  1  still  your  notes  prolong. 

Compose  at  once  a  slipper  and  a  song ; 

So  shall  the  fear  your  handiwork  peruse. 

Your  sonnets  sore  shall  please — perhaps  your  shoes. 

May  Moorland  weavers  boast  Pindaric  skill,  i* 

And  tailors'  lays  be  longer  than  their  bill ! 

WhOe  punctual  beaux  reward  the  grateful  notes. 

And  pay  for  poems — ^when  they  pay  for  coats. 

To  the  fiuned  throng  now  paid  the  tribute  due. 
Neglected  genius  I  let  me  turn  to  you. 
Come  forth,  0  Campbell  1  give  thy  talents  scope ;% 
Who  dares  aspire  if  thou  must  cease  to  hope  T 
And  tfaon,  melodious  Bogers !  rise  at  last, 
BecaU  the  pleasmg  memory  of  the  past ; 
Ansel  let  Uest  remembrance  still  inspire, 
And  strike  to  wonted  tones  thv  hallowed  lyre ; 
Bestore  Apollo  to  his  vacant  throne, 
Assert  thy  country's  honour  and  thine  own. 
Whatl  must  deserted  poesy  still  weep 
Where  her  last  hopes  with  pious  Cowper  sleep  ? 
Unless,  perchance,  from  his  cold  bier  she  turns 
To  deck  the  turf  that  wraps  her  minstrel.  Bums ! 
No  t  though  contempt  hath  mark'd  the  spurious  brood, 
The  race  who  rhyme  from  folly,  or  for  food. 
Yet  still  some  genuine  sons  'tis  hers  to  boast^ 
Who,  least  afic^cting,  still  affect  the  most : 
Feel  as  they  write,  and  write  but  as  they  feel^ 
Bear  witness  Gifford,  Sotheby,  Macneil.§ 

"  Why  slumbers  Gifford  ?"  once  was  ask'd  in  vain  !  ii 
Why  slumbers  Gifford?  let  us  ask  again. 
Are  there  no  follies  for  his  pen  to  purge  ? 
Are  there  no  fools  whose  backs  demand  the  scouige  t 
Are  there  no  sins  for  satire's  bard  to  greet  ? 
Stalks  not  gigantic  Vice  in  every  street  ? 

3m  Kathanld  Bloomfleld's  ode,  elegy,  or  whatever  he  or  any  one  die  ohooies  to  ebll 
n  the  ineloeare  of"  Honliwton  Oreea." 

TiOm  -  BeooUeeiiona  of  a  Weaver  in  the  Moorlands  of  StafTordshire." 
It  voDld  be  raperflnooi  to  recaU  to  the  mind  of  the  reader  the  anthoa  of"  The 
■uei  ef  Memory  "  and  "  The  Pleasures  of  nope,"  the  most  beautiful  didactio  poems 
«r  laacaage,  if  ve  except  Pope's  "  Essay  on  Man ;"  but  so  many  poetasters  have 
•d  «pk  thsi  even  the  names  of  Osmpbell  and  Rogers  become  strange. 
WmKi,  airt]Kirofthe«'BaTiad  and  MMTiad,"  ttie  first  satires ^the  day,  and  tnns- 
erjtBWBaL 

Itahy,  traasihKlor  of  Wldasd'b  "  OberDn"  and  Tinril's  "  Georglcs,"  and  sotber  of 
■I/*  an  apfe  poem. 

mmO,  ^^oaa  poems  are  deservedly  popular ;  particularly  **  SooUand's  Seaith,  or  the 
lefwar,"  of  whieh  tan  thousand  ooples  were  sold  in  one  month, 
ir.  OU&nd  proniaad  pablidy  that  the  "  Baviad  and  Mwiad"  shonld  not  he  Uslaat 
nal  wotki;  let  hlanmember  "  Mox  in  relvctantes  dzMOOMi.'' 
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Shall  peers  or  princes  tread  pollution's  patii. 
And  'scape  alike  the  law's  and  muse's  wrath  f 
Nor  blaze  with  guilty  glare  through  future  time, 
Eternal  beacons  of  consummate  crime  ? 
Arouse  thee,  Gifibrd  I  be  thy  promise  claim' d. 
Make  bad  men  better,  or  at  least  ashamed. 

Unhappy  White  !  while  life  was  in  its  spring,* 
And  thy  young  muse  just  waved  her  joyous  wing. 
The  spoiler  came ;  and  all  thy  promise  fair 
Has  sought  the  gmve^  to  sleep  tor  ever  there. 
Oh  I  what  a  noble  heart  was  here  undone, 
When  Science'  self  destroy'd  her  favourite  son  ! 
Yes,  she  too  much  indulged  thy  fond  pursuit. 
She  sow'd  the  seeds,  but  death  has  reap'd  the  fruit. 
Twos  thine  own  genius  gave  the  fina!  blow. 
And  holp'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  low  : 
So  the  struck  eagle,  stretch'd  upon  the  plain, 
No  more  thi*o\jfgh  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 
View'd  his  own  feather  on  the  fatal  dart, 
And  wing'd  the  shaft  that  quivered  in  his  heart ; 
Keen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  &r  to  feel, 
He  nuraed  the  pinion  which  impell'd  the  steel ; 
While  the  same  plumage  that  had  warm'd  his  nest,    - 
Drank  the  last  life-drop  of  his  bleeding  brea8t.i* 

There  be,  who  say,  in  these  enlighten'd  days, 
That  splendid  lies  are  all  the  poet's  praise  ; 
That  strain'd  invention,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Alono  impels  the  modoiii  bard  to  sing : 
Tis  true,  that  all  who  rhyme — nay.  Hi  who  write, 
Shrink  from  that  fatal  word  to  genius — ^trite ; 
Yet  truth  will  sometimes  lend  her  noblest  fires. 
And  decorate  the  verse  herself  inspires  : 
This  fact  in  Virtue's  name  let  d'abbe  attest ; 
Though  nature's  sternest  painter,  yet  the  best. 

And  hero  lot  Sliee  and  genius  find  a  place,^ 
Whose  pen  and  pencil  yield  an  equal  grace : 
To  giiido  whose  bands  the  sister  arts  combine, 
Aud  trace  the  poet's  or  the  paintei''s  line ; 
Wliose  magic  touch  can  bid  the  canvas  glow. 
Or  poiu"  the  easy  rhyme's  harmonious  flow. 
While  honours,  doubly  merited,  attend 
The  poet's  rival,  but  the  painter's  friend. 

Blest  is  the  man  who  dares  approach  the  bower 
Where  dwelt  the  muses  at  their  natal  hour ; 

TTenry  Klrke  White  died  at  Cambridge,  In  October,  1806,  in  oonaefiaeBc*  of  h 
rtion  in  the  ponuit  of  studies  that  would  have  matured  a  miud  which  Mm 
porerty  could  not  impair,  and  which  death  itself  destroyed  rather  than  nbta 
poems  abound  in  such  beauties  as  must  impress  the  reader  with  the  Uvelieat  nml 
short  a  period  was  allotted  to  talents  which  would  have  dignified  even  the  saond  ft 
he  was  destined  to  assume. 

/  TbiB  ia  one  of  the  finest  images  In  aUlATdByxon'i'woTlcB :  whether  qoito  fli 
Aif  own  I  win  not  be  bound  to  say.  __         .     .,  .^ 

/  Mr.  Stoee,  wthorot**  Bhymea  on  Art,"  mx«L*'  ^l«nwA»  kA  ktW 


ENQLISH  BABIX3  AlfD  SCOTCH  REVIEWERS.  109 

Whose  stops  have  press'd,  whoso  eye  has  mark'd  afar, 

Thn  clime  that  nursed  the  sons  oi  song  and  war, 

Tlie  scenes  which  glory  still  must  hover  o'er, 

Ilcr  place  of  birth,  her  own  Achaian  shore. 

But  doubly  blest  is  he,  whose  heart  expands 

With  hallow'd  feelings  for  those  classic  lands ; 

Who  rends  the  veil  of  ages  long  gone  by, 

And  views  their  remnants  with  a  poet's  eye. 

Wright  !*  'twas  thy  happy  lot  at  once  to  view 

Those  shores  of  glory,  and  to  sing  them  toe ; 

And  sure  no  common  muse  inspired  thy  pen  ; 

To  hail  the  land  of  gods  and  godlike  men. 

And  you,  associate  bards  !  who  snatch'd  to  liglitf 
Those  gems  too  long  withheld  from  modem  sight ; 
Whose  mingling  taste  combined  to  cull  the  wreath 
Where  Attic  flowers  Aonian  odours  breathe. 
And  all  their  renovated  fragrance  flung. 
To  grace  the  beauties  of  your  native  tongue  ; 
Now  let  those  minds,  that  nobly  could  transfuse 
The  glorious  spirit  of  the  Grecian  muse. 
Though  soft  the  echo,  scorn  a  bori'ow'd  tone  : 
Resign  Achaia's  lyre,  and  strike  your  own. 

*    Let  these,  or  such  as  these,  with  just  applause, 
Restore  the  muse's  violated  laws  ; 
But  not  in  flimsy  Darwin's  pompous  chime. 
That  mighty  master  of  unmeaning  rhyme  ; 
Whose  gilded  cymbals,  more  adom'd  than  dear, 
The  eye  delighted,  but  fatigued  the  ear ; 
In  show  the  simple  lyre  could  once  surpass, 
But  now,  worn  down,  appear  in  native  brass  ; 
While  all  his  train  of  hovering  sylphs  around 
Evaporate  in  similes  and  sound  : 
Him  let  them  shnn,  with  him  let  tinsel  die  : 
False  glare  attracts,  but  more  offends  the  eye.  J 

Yet  let  them  not  to  vulgar  Wordsworth  stoop, 
The  meanest  object  of  the  lowly  group, 
Whose  verse,  of  all  but  childish  prattle  void, 
Seems  blessed  harmony  to  Lambe  and  Lloyd  :§ 
Let  them — but  hold,  my  muse,  nor  dare  to  teach 
A  strain,  far,  far  beyond  thy  humble  reach  : 
The  native  genius  with  their  being  given 
Will  point  the  path,  and  peal  their  notes  to  heaven. 

And  thou  too,  Scott,  ||  resign  to  minstrels  rude 
The  wilder  slogan  of  a  border  feud  : 

'  Mr.  Wrigbt,  lato  consul-general  for  the  Seven  IsIanJs,  Is  author  of  a  very  beantifal 

« jut  published :  it  is  entitled"  HorsB  lonicsc,"  and  is  descriptive  of  the  ides  and 

ittat  eout  of  Greece. 

I  Tk»  tnuislators  of  the  "  Anthology  "  have  since  published  separate  poems,  which 

bet  genius  that  only  rc(iulres  opportunity  to  attain  eminence. 

I  &•  ne^ect  of  the  "  Botanic  Garden  "  is  some  proof  of  returning  taste  :  the  scenery 

w  Ml*  rceommendation. 

I  lUmn.  Lunbe  and  Lloyd,  the  most  Ignoble  followers  of  ffouthey  and  Co. 

I  ^  the  bye,  J  hope  tbst  in  Mr.  Scott's  next  poem,  his  hero  or  heroine  irUl  \>e\eM 

^nm^^r^Sbie^'^  '""''  ^  imaiiuzi-r,  than  the  Lady  of  the  W,  an4  \x« 
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Lei  others  spin  their  meagre  linos  for  hiro , 

Enough  for  genius,  if  itself  inspire ! 

Let  ^utiiey  sing,  although  his  teeming  muse, 

Prolific  every  spriog,  be  too  profuse ; 

Let  simple  Wordsworth  chime  his  childish  vorse^ 

And  brother  Coleridge  lull  the  babe  at  nurse ; 

Let  spectre-mongoring  Lewis  aim,  at  most. 

To  rouse  the  galleries,  or  to  raise  a  ghost : 

Let  Moore  be  lewd :  let  Strangford  steal  from  MoorOt 

And  swear  that  CamoSns  sang  such  notes  of  yore ; 

Let  Hayley  hobble  on ;  Mon^mery  rave  ; 

And  godly  Grahame  chant  a  stupid  stave  ; 

Let  sonneteering  Bowles  his  strams  refine, 

And  whine  and  whimper  to  the  fourteenth  line ; 

Let  Stott,  Carlisle,  Matilda,  and  the  rest* 

Of  Grub  Street,  and  of  Grosvenor  Place  the  beet. 

Scrawl  on,  till  death  release  us  from  the  strain. 

Or  Common  Sense  assert  her  rights  again. 

Buttiiou,  with  powers  that  mock  the  aid  of  praissy 

Shouldst  leave  to  humbler  bards  ignoble  lays : 

Thy  country's  voice,  the  voice  of  all  the  nine. 

Demand  a  htdlow'd  harp— that  harp  is  thine. 

Say  I  will  not  Caledonurs  annals  jrield 

The  glorious  record  of  some  nobler  field. 

Than  the  wild  foray  of  a  plundering  dan. 

Whose  proudest  deeds  disgrace  the  name  of  man  T 

Or  Marmion's  acts  of  darkness,  fitter  food 

For  outlawed  Sherwood's  tales  of  Bobin  Hood  f 

Scotland!  still  proudly  claim  thy  native  bard. 

And  be  thv  praise  his  first,  his  best  reward  I 

Yet  not  with  thee  alone  his  name  should  live. 

But  own  the  vast  renown  a  world  can  give ; 

Be  known,  perchance,  when  Albion  is  no  more, 

And  tell  Uie  tale  of  what  she  was  before ; 

To  future  times  her  faded  fame  recall, 

And  save  her  glory,  though  his  country  falL 

■  ll  uuvy  Im  ulEed  vrb^  I  imrv  ODDKUrcd  tha  Sul  ot  Ckrlielfri  my  gtutdiau  mi4  xvlnUTf, 

noiiiLlmJ^  At  !«&»%  m  fkr  m  I  hmv*  bKA  bUi  to  iUfOHfr  i  tht  talmiixmsMp  I  Q&Kpat  help^ 
imil  iDd  \xrj  tQiTT  for  \%t  liUt  M  lib  LotdBlUp  UflHWd  iu  forget  It  un  a.  timt  qieiitiAl 

DTCMJon  to  i»@,  I  ituvll  Titti  \imdvn  my  ranauirf  irilli  ttm  t^t^hcatlotL,  I  do  not  tliljik 
llj^t  fCfiiO'TiAl  dlffeivncHuuicLSi])]  Uiif  tLTiJiai  eoaidsnuutluii ol  & brutfa v Kilbblar ;  but; 
Fcv  uoreAKa  vby  ihoy  ^quVI  JUt  u  a  pfdrantlTi^  vli6U  the  AUlIior^  iicibli  ori^diltlai, 
liM,  fur  »  Kcria  of  ymn,  h«ffiiUc(l  n  "  diKbnilDf  pmoUa  "  ^  th»  Dil^iiTtiuHneiiti  bKn  it) 
vrlUi  ^L'L'en  nunfl  of  nuvL  onhMl&x,  tai|>«rt»l  noawmHi  UenEdni,  I  do  bot  itrpud^lo 
vituit^Ttitt  tbot^r]  i  rio— )il*  v[irki9  ciomis  fAlrl?  La  roTJ«w  vitlt  tltoH  of  oth^r  pAtrtnlKii 
]iUn»{|.    ir,  he:jQT^  I  nciip«|  tsom  my  tistitt,  T  mUd  tnftJtkliiB  Ik  Ikwoux  of  liJj  loddiblii'^ 

Gai>«r  tKMlu,  H  TiTA^  in  thft  wa^  of  dutiAU  dJttUc&tiga,  vii  more  ft^m  ttat  ailvio*  afcAhaia 
•\An  TttTown  Jnilsm^itt,  Mil)  I  »9iz^  the  tint  opTtpFtunftj  of  pfnmoiuicliig  my  ilncen 

C^'[kla  [  tf  aoj  ]  ^h^tl  ba  mutat  yHo^tcuLirlT'  hApp^r  ^  EforQ  wJiAt  thoy  H*.  umI  wbdti 
CDufniTH],  ttut  Lhcy  mny  i^  duly  appnetEnt  d^  wad  pnhMclj  ncknowWigoiL     Whbt  I  ^1fi 

ImuittL^  ulYutoed  A^  lui  4o;ilijLr>ii  •m  hl.H  i^rtiited  tliEugi,  I  am  prEi^uLT^CI  (o  mppcrt,  U  iieelt- 
ury,  Uy  ^WlntUntP-    ri'iii    1 1  ..I'.-,    ii.'  -^'n^^  G>d4»^  DplAodtia,    ifcn4  osrtiftlli  uhCctlgUi  Uld 

"  What  can  ennoble  knaves,  oi/ooU,  or  eoiranb  I 
Alas  1  not  aU  the  Uood  of  aU  tha  Howudi  t* 
Bo  My»  Pope.    Amen  1 


BNOIASH  BABDS  AND  SCOTCH  BEYIEWEBS.  lU 

Tet  what  avails  the  sanguine  poet's  hope. 
To  conquer  ages,  and  with  time  to  cope  1 
New  eras  spread  their  wings,  new  nations  rise. 
And  other  victors  fill  the  applauding  skies  ;* 
A  few  brief  generations  fleet  along, 
Whose  sons  foiget  the  poet  and  his  song : 
Fen  now,  what  once-loved  minstrels  scarce  may  claim 
The  transient  mention  of  a  dubious  name  1 
When  &me's  load  trump  hath  blown  its  noblest  blasts 
Though  long  the  sound,  the  echo  sleeps  at  last ; 
And  glory,  like  the  phoenix  'midst  her  fires. 
Exhales  her  odours,  nlazes,  and  ezpures. 

Shall  hoar^  Granta  call  her  sable  sons. 
Expert  in  science,  more  expert  at  puns  ? 
Shall  these  approach  the  muse  ?  ah,  no  I  she  flies. 
And  even  spurns  the  great  Seatonian  prize  ; 
Though  printers  condescend  the  press  to  soil 
With  rhyme  by  Hoare,  and  epic  blank  by  Hoyle  : 
Not  him  whose  page,  if  still  upheld  by  whist. 
Requires  no  sacreof  theme  to  bid  us  list.t 
Te  1  who  in  Granta's  honours  would  surpass, 
Must  mount  her  Pegasus,  a  full-grown  ass ;. 
A  foal  well  worthy  of  her  ancient  dam, 
"Whose  Helicon  is  duller  than  her  Cam. 

There  Clarke,  still  striving  piteously  ''  to  please," 
Forgetting  doggrel  leads  not  to  degrees, 
A  would-be  satirist,  a  hired  buSbon, 
A  monthly  scribbler  of  some  low  lampoon, 
Comdemn'd  to  drudge,  the  meanest  of  the  moan. 
And  furbish  falsehoods  for  a  magazine. 
Devotes  to  scandal  his  congenial  mind  ; 
Himself  a  Uving  libel  on  mankind.:!: 

Oh  !  dark  asylum  of  a  Vandal  race  !§ 
At  once  the  boast  of  learning,  and  disgrace ; 
So  sunk  in  dulness,  and  so  lost  to  shame, 
That  Smythe  and  Hodgson  scarce  redeem  thy  fame !  i| 
But  where  fair  Isis  rolls  her  purer  wave. 
The  partial  muse  delighted  loves  to  lave  ; 
On  her  green  banks  a  greener  wreath  is  wove. 
To  crown  the  bards  that  haunt  her  classic  grove ; 

V  lllimo,  TlqrtoTijqe  v] mm  toU ia.n  par  QTtkr" — ViEoiF^ 

I  tt(  Hofl^,"  vtli  tctgwB  W  iht  voturt^  fii  whtat^  cb?E&,  fto..  Art  not  it 
■r  tlM  TBgulfif  at  liti  poetLcial  riJiinta&ke,  vhrjB«  poem  coinpiiaed,  as  ex- 
t,  tjia  ■dT^rtLifimti]  t,  »ll  th^  **  pls|^i£fl  (tt  Egyv^" 

Jt  wlitj  has-  lalelf  b(ilrBj€4l  tlit  mimt  nibid  Byuiptoma  of  confirmed  author 

U  ii  vTJter  q(  k  poem  lien  Chjn  Una  ted  the  '*  Art  ot  Fl^aalug/'  hi  "  Iiil^ms  a  Don  luceudo/' 

"'  'af  LJttia  plBOAi-uitT?,  Bxid  ^tBa  pot-l-ryr    Un  aljia  act^  sM  ntoti Lilly  stipendiary  and 

of  ciLnmni»  Tar  Lbe  "  ButLrlEt,"     If  thlA  nnfi^^rtmiHte  yuuu;[  u\\<.ii  would  exchange 

icj  tin  L\\  0  inji Lib f  matt d ,  sjitl  Endeavour  tu  tjiko  n  Jti^L^n  i  *i  i^  ee  In  his  unlver* 

iit  BTeDtnjilJj  pn]¥B  mom  iArvU«iljlQ  tLjui  bLa  {jrE^i^U  I  lalAr J^. 

„     CkmbrlklsBililn  the   unpai'OF    Prohus    trou^vrU^  a    eoikukdernble  body  of 

■ML^—ficKKiLir'*  ■'  UfKiinia  Kod  FbJ],"  Totii.  Tfagc  Si.   Ttisre  li  na  reaaoa  to  douYii 
t«nt^  of  tL5i  uaertloii ;  tho  brae  J  la  itUl  In  hSjfb  ywrfecCJon. 

I  Vf,  HMd^>n'k  iLUHfl  Twirdrifa  ntf  maias ;  the  m!n\  vfiO  'Ji  tnutElnttoU  dlsplaya UlUltklBa- 
w^  foii-at,  mv  ^r-ii  b^  tjf}ipt:ii.-Ci  to  sxcaJ  in  origltAJtl  comwuixiioa,  of  irbicih  it  U  %i 
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Where  Richards  wakes  a  genuine  poet's  iiros, 
And  modem  Britons  justly  praise  their  siroa.* 

For  mo,  who,  thus  unask'd,  have  dared  to  tell 
My  country,  what  her  sons  should  know  too  weU» 
Zeal  for  her  honour  bade  me  here  engage 
The  host  of  idiots  that  infost  her  age  ; 
No  just  applause  her  honoured  name  shall  lose, 
As  iirst  in  freedom,  dearest  to  the  muse. 
Oh  !  would  thy  bards  but  emulate  thy  &mo. 
And  rise  more  worthy,  Albion,  of  thy  name  ! 
What  Athens  was  in  science,  Rome  in  power, 
Wliat  Tyre  appeared  in  hor  meridian  hour, 
'Tis  thine  at  once,  fair  Albion  I  to  have  been — 
Earth's  chief  dictatress,  ocean's  mighty  queen : 
But  Rome  decay'd,  and  Athens  strew'd  tne  plain. 
And  Tyre's  proud  piers  lie  shatter'd  in  the  main : 
Like  these,  thy  stren^h  may  sink,  in  ruin  hurl'c^ 
And  Britain  fall,  the  oulwark  of  the  world. 
But  let  me  cease,  and  dread  Cassandra's  fate,t 
With  warning  ever  scofif  d  at,  till  too  lato ; 
To  themes  less  lofty  still  my  lay  confine, 
And  uige  thy  bards  to  gain  a  name  like  thine. 

Then,  hapless  Britain  I  be  thy  rulers  blest. 
The  senate's  oracles,  thy  people's  jest. 
Still  hear  thy  motley  orators  dispense 
The  flowers  of  rhetoric,  though  not  of  sense. 
While  Canning's  colleagues  hate  him  for  his  wit, 
And  old  dome  Portland  :|:  fills  the  place  of  Pitt. 

Yet  once  again,  adieu  !  ere  this  the  sail 
That  wafts  me  hence  is  shivering  in  the  gale ; 
And  Afiic's  coast  and  Calpe's  adverse  height^f 
And  Stamboul'sll  minarets  must  greet  my  sight : 
Thence  shall  I  stray  through  beauty's  native  clime,^ 
Where Kafif** is  clad  in  roc^,  and  crown'd  with snowBi 
But  should  I  back  return,  no  letter'd  rage 
Shall  drag  my  common -place  book  on  the  stage. 
Let  vain  V  alentiaft  rival  luckless  Carr, 
And  equal  him  whose  work  he  sought  to  mar ; 
Let  Aberdeen  and  Elgin:)::]:  still  pursue 
The  shade  of  fame  through  regions  of  virtll ; 

*  The  "  Aborigiiuil  BrltonB,"  an  excellent  poem  by  Bieharda. 

t  The  mad,  prophetic  daughter  of  Friam,  whose  pxedictiona  ware  iMvar  balli 

t  A  Mend  of  mine  being  asked  why  hia  Grace  of  P.  waa  llfcimft^l  to  •&  fli 
replied,  **  he  supposed  it  was  because  he  was  past  bearing." 

I  Galpe  is  the  ancient  name  of  Gibraltar. 

I  Stamboul  is  the  Turkish  word  for  Ckinstantinople. 

5  Georgia,  remarkable  for  the  beauty  of  its  inhabitants. 

**  Mount  Caucasus. 

tt  Lord  Valentia  (whose  tremendous  travela  are  forthcoming  with  dxt»  i 
graphical,  topographical,  and  typographical)  deposed,  on  Sir  John  Gair'a  va 
that  Dubois's  satire  prevented  his  purchase  of  the  "  Stranger  in  Ireland.'*— 
lord  I  has  your  lordship  no  more  feeling  for  a  feUow-tourist  t    "  Bat  two  o 


they  My,  io. 


,i  Lord  Elgin  would  fain  persuade  ua  iVveA.  <a\  lYi«  ^coxvikt  -^VSj^.  vcA  -wUImn 
hiM  gtone-shop,  ore  the  work  of  FhVdiaa  \  **  CtoeLaX  9>aAH3Qa\*> 
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Wasto  uaelan  thoasands  on  their  Phidian  freaks, 
MUwihftpen  monumento  and  maim'd  antiques ; 
And  make  their  grand  saloons  a  general  mart 
For  all  the  motilated  blocks  of  art. 
'    Of  Bardan  tours  let  dUettantitefi, 
I  leaTO  topography  to  dassio  G^  ;* 
And,  quite  oontent,  no  mtore  shall  interpoM 
To  stun  mankind  imh  poesy  or  prose. 

Thus  far  I've  held  my  undbturb'd  career. 
Prepared  for  miKiour^  steel"  d  'gJunst  edfish  foar  i 
This  tiling  of  rhyme  1  ne*er  difldain'd  to  own^ 
Thoujfli  not  obtrusi^e^  jet  not  qui  to  tinkno^vn. 
My  voice  was  t^ard  agnm^  tliough  not  go  lowlj 
JMy  pagej  though  nameless,  nevar  diaivow'd  ; 
Ana  now  &t  onco  I  tear  tho  veil  away : — 
Cheer  on  the  pack — the  quarry  stands  at  hay, 
Unscared  by  all  the  din  of  Melboiirno  Tloitae, 
By  ijambc'a  resctitmeotj  or  by  Holliind'a  apouso. 
By  Jef!rey*H  harmlees  pistol,  Hallam'e  rng^ 
Eliinn'fi  brawny  Bona  and  brituatone  pogo. 
Our  men  in  buckram  sball  have  blows  enough. 
And  feel  they  too  "  are  ponetrnble  sttjfT:'* 
And  tho^tgli  T  hope  not  heDce  unscjiLhed  to  go, 
Whp  conquers  me  ahall  Ikid  a  stubborn  foo^ 
The  time  hath  boon,  when  no  harsh  sound  would  fall 
From  Ify:-^  thnt  n-^r  niny  seom  imbued  with  gaU|. 
Nor  lb'    ■,■!■;■:■•    :]jpt  m<3  to  dijispbo 
The  meanest  thing  that  crawled  beneath  my  eyes  ; 
But  now,  so  dtUous  grown,  so  changed  since  youtti, 
I've  Ieam*d  to  think,  and  stemly  speak  the  truth ; 
Leam'd  to  deride  the  critic's  starch  decree. 
And  break  him  on  the  wheel  he  meant  for  me ; 
To  spurn  the  rod  a  scribbler  bids  me  kiss. 
Nor  care  if  courts  and  crowds  applaud  or  hiss  ; 
Nay  more,  though  all  my  rival  rhymesters  frown, 
I,  too,  can  hunt  a  poetaster  down  ; 
And,  arm'd  in  proof,  Uie  gauntlet  cast  at  on^'o 
To  Sooteh  marauder,  and  to  southern  dimce. 
Thus  much  I've  dared  to  do ;  how  far  my  lay 
Hath  wrong'd  these  righteous  times,  let  others  say : 
This,  let>the  world,  wmch  knows  not  how  to  spare, 
Yec  rarely  blames  unjustly,  now  declare. 

'  Ml.  GdTk  "  Topogrmphy  of  Troy  and  Itliaca  "  cannot  fail  to  insure  tho  Apimbatiun  of 
(IT  uaa  potaaed  of  cliiaiiicwl  taste,  as  weU  for  the  information  Mr.  Q.  conveys  to  thff 
M  «( tht  reader,  as  for  the  ability  and  research  the  respective  works  display. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

I  BAVB  been  informed,  since  the  present  edition  went  to  the  pvess,  thsl 
my  trusty  and  well-beloved  consins,  the  Edinbnrgrh  Reviewers,  ue  pce- 
paringr  a  most  vehement  eritiqne  on  my  poor,  gentle,  uaresigtbig  Mate, 
whom  th^  have  olready  so  bedevilled  with  their  nngodly  ribaldry : 

*  Tkatano  •almJs  OBlMttbu  ins  l* 
I  suppose  I  must  say  of  Jeffrey  as  Sir  Andrew  Agoadieek  taitli,  <*  An  I  bid 
known  he  was  so  cunningr  of  fence,  I  had  seen  him  damned  ere  I  had 
fought  him."  What  a  pity  it  is  that  I  shall  be  beyond  the  Bosphonis 
before  the  next  number  lias  passed  the  Tweed.  Bat  I  yet  hope  to  li(ht 
my  pipe  with  it  in  Persia. 

My  Northern  firiends  have  accused  me,  with  Jnstioe,  of  penonality 
towards  their  great  literary  Anthropophagns,  Jeffiriey }  but  what  dae  was 
to  be  done  with  iiim  and  Ids  dirty  pacii,  who  feed  by  **  lyfaoy  and  alaader. 
ing/*  and  slake  their  thirst  by  **  evU  speaking?'*  I  have  adduced  ftkcti 
already  well  known,  and  of  Jeffrey's  mind  I  have  stated  my  ficee  <9inion, 
nor  has  he  thence  sustained  any  i^jury ;— what  scavenger  was  ever  soiled 
by  beiug  pelted  with  mud?  It  may  be  said  tiist  I  quit  BnglaBd  because  I 
have  censured  there  "  persons  of  honour  and  wit  aboot  towni**  but  I  am 
coming  back  again,  and  their  vengeance  will  keep  hot  till  1117  return. 
Those  who  know  me  can  testier  thai  my  motlvea  for  leaving  Kntfand  an 
very  different  from  fears,  literary  or  personal)  thoae  who  4o  BOt^  may  one 
day  be  convinced.  Since  the  publication  of  this  tt^ti^c,  my  lunne  faes  not 
been  concealed ;  I  have  been  mostly  in  London,  reacQ'  to  answer  for  ny 
transgressions,  and  in  daily  expectation  of  simdry  cuCeb}  bot^  alas! 
"  the  age  of  chivalry  is  over,"  or  in  tbe  vulgar  tengwe,  tiMMrie  no  qpbtt 
nowadays. 

There  is  a  youth  ydcpt  Hewson  Clarice  (sobendU  Baquhr^  •  Sxer  of 
Emanuel  College,  and  I  believe  a  denizen  of  Berwick-apon-Tweed,  whom 
I  have  introduced  in  these  pages  to  much  better  company  than  be  has 
been  accustomed  to  meet;  he  is,  notwithstandfaag,  a  very  sad  dog,  and 
for  no  reason  that  I  can  discover,  except  a  personal  muunral  with  a  bear 
kept  by  me  at  Cambridge  to  sit  for  a  fellowship,  and  whom  ttaejeatousy  of 
his  Trinity  contemporaries  prevented  from  success,  has  been  abudng  me^ 
and  what  is  worse,  the  defenceless  innocent  aboive  memttonei^  fan  the 
'*  Satirist,*'  for  one  year  and  some  months.  I  am  utterly  unconadous  of 
having  given  him  any  provocation;  indeed,  I  am  guiltleaa  of  having  heard 
liis  name  till  coupled  with  the  **  Satirist."  He  has  therefore  no  reason  to 
compliiin,  and  I  dare  say  that,  like  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary,  he  is  rather  a^Msed 
than  otherwise.  I  have  now  mentioned  all  who  have  done  me  ttie  hflnoar 
to  notice  me  and  mine,  that  is,  my  ear  band  my  lK>ok,  except  the  editor 
of  the  "  Satirist,"  who,  it  seems,  is  a  gentleman,  God  woti  I  wish  ha 
could,  impart  a  little  of  his  gentility  to  Mb  sulxMrdinate  scribblera.  I  hear 
that  Mr.  Jemingham  is  about  to  take  up  the  cudgels  for  hia  Itaoenaa, 
Lord  Carlisle.  I  hope  not :  he  was  one  of  the  few,  in  the  very  sihort  inter- 
course I  had  with  him,  treated  me  with  kindness  when  a  boy ;  and  what- 
ever  he  may  say  or  do,  *'  pour  on,  I  will  endure."  I  have  nothing  ftntber 
to  add,  save  a  general  note  oi  thanksgiving  to  readers,  pondiaaeB^  «id 
publisher ;  and  in  the  words  of  Scott,  I  wish 

**  To  all  «nd  each  s  fidr  good  night, 
Axid  nwy  dreams  and  alamlMs  Ugbt." 
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LINES  WRITTEN  IN  AN  ALBUM  AT  MALTA. 

As  o*er  the  cold  sepulchral  stone 

Some  name  arrests  the  passer  by ; 
ThiiS;  when  thou  view'st  tnis  page  alone. 

May  mine  attract  thy  pensive  eye  t 

And  when  by^  thee  that  name  is  read. 
Perchance  in  some  succeeding  year, 

Beflect  on- me  as  on  the  dead. 
And  think  my  heart  is  buried  here. 

September  14, 180ft, 


TO  FLORENCE. 

Oh  Lady  I  when  I  left  the  riiore. 
The  <£staQt  shore  which  gave  me  birth, 

I  hardly  thought  to  grieve  once  more. 
To  quit  another  spot  on  earth : 

Yet  here,  amidst  this  barren  isle, 
Wh6re.panting  Nature  droops  the  head. 

Where  only  thou  art  seen  to  smile, 
I  yiew  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 

Though  far  from  Albin*s  craggy  shore, 

Divided  by  the  dark  blue  main, 
A  few,  brief,  rolling  seasons  o*er, 

Perchance  I  view  her  cliflfe  again : 

But  wheresoe*er  I  now  may  roam, 

Thiough  scorching  clime  and  varied  sea, 

Though  Time  restore  me  to  my  home, 
I  ne'er  shall  bend  mine  eyes  on  thee : 

On  thee,  in  whom  at  once  conspire 

All  charms,  which  heedless  hearts  can  move, 
Whom  but  to  see  is  to  admire, 

And,  oh  I  forgive  the  word — ^to  love. 

Forgive  the  word,  in  one  who  ne'er 
With  such  a  word  can  more  offend ; 

And  since  thy  heart  I  cannot  share. 
Believe  me,  what  I  am,  thy  friend. 

And  who  so  cold  as  look  on  thee. 
Thou  lovely  wandVer,  and  be  less  ? 

Nor  be,  what  man  should  ever  be. 
The  friend  of  beauty  in  distress  ? 

Ah  I  who  would  think  that  form  had  pass'd 
Through  Dan^er'^  most  destructivo  path, 
JJad  braved  the  death-wing'd  tempest^  blast. 
And  Escaped  a  tyrant's  Gercer  wrath  I 
Z  2 
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Lady  I  when  I  shall  view  the  walls 

Where  free  Byzantium  once  arose^ 
And  Stamboul's  Oriental  halls 

The  Turkish  tyrants  now  inclose ; 

Though  mightiest  in  the  lists  offsune, 

That  glorious  city  still  shall  be ; 
On  me  'twill  hold  a  dearer  okdm. 

As  spot  of  thy  nativity  : 

And  thoueh  I  bid  thee  now  &rewell, 
When  I  behold  that  wondrous  scene. 

Since  where  thou  art  I  may  not  dwell, 
'TwUl  soothe  to  be  where  thou  hast  been. 

Septemlier,  180a 


STANZAS 

OOlirOSED  DXTBIKa  A  THUNDEB-STORH,  Al^D  WHILE  BEWIU)EII£0 
ITEAB  IfOUNT  FINDUS,  IN  ALBANIA* 

Chill  and  mirk  is  the  nightl^r  blast. 

Where  Pindus'  mountains  rise. 
And  angry  clouds  are  pouring  fast 

The  vengeance  of  the  skies. 

Our  guides  are  gone,  our  hope  is  lost. 

And  lightnings,  as  they  play, 
But  show  where  rocks  our  path  have  crossV 

Or  gild  the  torrent's  spray. 

Is  yon  a  cot  I  saw,  though  low  ? 

When  lightning  broke  the  gloom — 
How  welcome  were  its  shade  I— ah,  no  ! 

'Tis  but  a  Turkish  tomb. 

Through  sounds  of  foaming  waterfalls, 

I  hear  a  voice  exclaim — 
My  way-worn  countryman,  who  calls 

On  distant  England's  name. 

A  shot  is  fired — ^by  foe  or  Mend  f 

Another — ^"tis  to  tell 
The  mountain-peasants  to  descend. 

And  lead  us  where  they  dwelL 

Oh  !  who  in  such  a  night  will  dare 

To  tempt  the  wilderness  ? 
And  who  mid  thunder-peals  can  hear 

Om*  signal  of  distress  f 

And  who  that  heard  our  shouts  would  rise 

To  try  the  dubious  road  ? 
Nor  rather  deem  from  nightly  cries 

That  outlaws  were  abroad. 


tSouds  barsfc,  skies  ftaah,  oh,  dreadtiil  hour ! 

More  fieroely:poi]X8  the  .storm  t 
Yefe  here  (me  wough^  has 'still  the  powor 

To  keep  my  boMm  frami.    . 

WhOe  wand'xioff  throDgh  eadi  hrokeo  pii^ 

O'er  brske  and  eraggy^brow ; 
While  elements  eiiiiaast  theh*  .Wfsa^ 

Sweet  Fk»aioe>  where  art  thoaf 

Not  on  the  sea,  ii»ot  on  the  sea. 
Thy  boilc  hath  knig:  been  gone : 

Oh,  may  the  sUnrm  that  poms  on  m% 
Bow  down  my  head  alraie  I, 

Fun  swiftly  blew  the  swift  Siroo^ 

When  kst  I  pressed  thy  lip ; 
jbid  kme  ere  now,  with  ibaming  diock, 

In^eurd  thy  gi^lant  ship. 

Now  thoiHirt  safe ;  nay,  long  ere  now 

Hast  trod  the  shore  of  Spam ; 
"Twere  hard  if  anght  so  iair  as  won 

Should  linger,  on  tl^e  main. 

And  suioe  I  now  remember  thee 

In  darkness  and  in  dread. 
As  in  those  hours  of  revelry 

Which  mirth  and  music  sped ; 

Do  thou,  amid  the  fair  white  walls, 

If  Ca(Uz  yet  be  free. 
At  times,  fi'om  out  her  latticed  halls. 

Look  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea ; 

Then  think  upon  Calypso's  isles, 

Endeared  by  days  gone  by ; 
To  others  give  a  thousand  smiles. 

To  me  a  single  sigh. 

And  when  the  admiring  cirde  mark 

The  paleness  of  thy  face, 
A  halt-form'd  tear,  a  transient  spark 

Of  melancholy  grace, 

Again  thou'lt  smile,  and  blushing  shun 

Some  coxcomb's  raillery ; 
Nor  own  for  once  thou  thought'st  on  on% 

Who  ever  thinks  on  thee. 

Though  smile  and  sigh  alike  are  vain. 

When  severed  hearts  repine. 
My  spirit  flies  o'er  mount  and  main^ 

And  mourns  in  search  of  thine. 


118  BTRON*S  FOSMS. 

STANZAS 
WBimN  ON  PAfssnra  thb  ambba^oiah  qulf.* 

Through  cloudless  skies,  in  silyerv  sheen, 
Full  beams  the  moon  on  Actium  s  coast ; 

And  on  these  waves,  for  Egypt's  queen, 
The  ancient  world  was  won  and  lost. 

And  now  upon  the  scene  I  look. 
The  azure  grave  of  many  a  Soman ; 

Where  stem  ambition  once  forsook 
His  wavering  crown  to  follow  woman. 

Florence !  Whom  I  will  love  as  well 

As  ever  yet  was  said  or  sung, 
(Since  Orpheus  sang  his  spouse  from  hell), 

"Whilst  thou  art  fair  and  I  am  young ; 

Sweet  Florence !  those  were  pleasant  times. 
When  worlds  were  staked  for  ladies'  eyes : 

Had  bards  as  many  realms  as  rhymes. 
Thy  charms  might  raise  new  Antonies. 

Though  Fate  forbids  such  things  to  be. 
Yet,  by  thine  eyes  and  ringlets  ourl'd ! 

I  cannot  lose  a  world  for  thee. 
But  would  not  lose  thee  for  a  world. 

November  14.  IW- 


THE  SPELL  IS  BROKE,  THE  CHARM  IS  FLOWN ! 

WRITTEN  AT  ATHENS,  JANUARY  16,  1810. 

The  spell  is  broke,  the  charm  is  flown  I 

Thus  is  it  with  life's  fitful  fever  : 
We  madly  smile  when  we  should  groan ; 

Delirium  is  our  best  deceiver. 

Each  lucid  interval  of  thought 
Recalls  the  woes  of  Nature's  charter, 

And  he  that  acts  as  wise  men  ought, 
But  lives,  as  saints  have  died,  a  martyr. 

•  The  lady  referred  to  in  thle  and  the  two  following  plccee  the  wife  of  Mr.  Spew 
Smith,  and  daughter  of  Baron  Herbert,  Austrian  ambaaeador  at  Gomrtantlnople^^a 
Ae  was  bom— was  a  very  remarkable  person,  and  experienced  »  variety  at  iMU 
adventures.  She  was  unhappy  in  her  marriage,  yet  of  unblemished  reputation  |  ■ 
engaged  in  some  plots  against  Bonaparte,  which  excited  his  vengeanoe;  ^^■■'j 
prisoner,  but  subsequently  escaped  ;  afterwards  suffered  shipwreck— and  all  beAn  ri 
was  twenty-five  years  of  age.  The  poet  met  her  at  Malta,  on  her  w«"  "'  ~— ^— •  *- 
her  hoshand ;  and  these  poems,  and  a  refisrence  to  her  in  "  Ohilde 
■UIs  of  their  brief  acqnaintanoo. 
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ES  WiUTXIBII  Hr  TSM  TBJCfBWUBff  BOOK  AT 
BOOK  A  raUTHUJEB  SAD  wBiTmr  :— 


Tbm  modert  \mrA,  fike  many  a  bavd  mdenowii. 
Rhymes  OQ  «r  Baiiifl%  k«t 'vIm^  Mto  Us  mm ; 
Bafc  yet>  wluMTer  ]|»  M^  te  ai^  «o  fronw^ 
Bm  namo  iimdd  bi^jp  mora  cradH  tiisa  Idi  9in^ 


MAID  Of  ATHERB,  888  WB  FAJEHP.       , 

ZAm  MOv«  M^r  fcrav A* 
]fAXB«f  AthflM^  tMimpMty 

^Kvo,  «1^  glt«  mo  badk  my  iMirt  I 

Or,  slxioe  uiat  has  left  my  breaat^ 
Keep  it  now,  and  take  tne  rest ! 
Hear  my  vow  before  I  go, 
Tmti  liov,  ffOQ  o'yaTrai.* 

^  those  tresses  miconfined, 
Woo'd  by  each  iBgean  wind ; 
By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kjss  thy  soft  cheeks  blooming  tinge ; 
By  those  wild  e^es  like  the  roe, 
Z&l  fp>Vy  ffdg  ayairw. 

By  that  lip  I  lon^  to  taste ; 
By  that  sone-encuroled  waist ; 
By  all  the  token-flowers  that  tell  t 
What  words  oan  never  speak  so  well ; 
By  love's  alternate  joy  and  woe, 
Zmq  fioVf  ffdQ  ayaTTw. 

Maid  of  Athens!  I  am  gone: 
Think  of  me,  sweet  1  whon  alone. 

i  of  tenderness:  if  Itmn^^LtQ  it,  X  i^All  riflVntii  {"hn  s*nil1rmnT»  m 
1  they  could  not  t  Hnd  it  J  do  i]>£>t,  Inmy  oityuiLt  thei  LttUm^ 

^on  on  the  part  of  the  Utt*(r>  I  aJi»ll  do  »,  bc«gtnf  ^nrdoii  til 

^  "My  life,  I  love  yflu  t"  which  MmpdP  -rerf  prottiljr  ia.  kQ 

■  nradi  in  fuhlon  in  GlMt^e  ti  ttila  dhf ,  ma^  JaTsniu  toUl  m,  IhjQ  tiro 
t  the  1V*"»^"  ladlee,  n  hcvt  ^nit4c  exx>'ivBlom  wvrt  All  tiallDiilzed. 
Jadlea  are  not  taught  tt*  *iit«,  |i«&  tbe^  flioold  icribblA  Ms)<£iii^ 
,  pebblei^  *e.,  eoaraf  tho  aentJinQDl*  of  tbs  i»fti«^  by  lAu^ 
<-«■  oiif  womMB.   A  fJndH-  Mja^  *■  I  tmm  lor  tliH  T  i^Jmnc^i 
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Thotigh  I  flv  to  Istambol,* 
Athens  holds  my  heart  and  soul : 
Can  I  cease  to  love  thee  ?    No  I 
Zwt]  fiov,  a&Q  Ayaww, 


WRITTEN  AFTER  SWIMMING  FROM  SBSTOSTO  ABYDOat 

If,  in  the  month  of  dark  December, 

Leander,  who  was  nightly  wont 
(Whr^t  maid  will  not  the  tale  i*emember  ?) 

To  cross  thy  stream,  broad  Hellespont ! 

If,  when  the  wintry  tempest  roar'd. 

He  sped  to  Hero,  nothing  loath. 
And  thus  of  old  thy  cuirent  pour*d, 

Fair  Venus  I  how  I  pity  both  I 

For  me,  degenerate  modem  wretch, 
Though  in  the  genial  month  of  May, 

My  dripping  limbs  I  faintly  stretch. 
And  think  I've  done  a  feat  to-day. 

But  since  he  cross'd  the  rapid  tide, 

According  to  the  doubtful  story. 
To  woo — and — ^Lord  knows  what  beside, 

And  swam  for  Love,  as  I  for  Glory ; 

*Twere  hard  to  say  who  fared  the  best : 
Sad  mortals  !  thus  the  gods  still  plague  you ! 

He  lost  his  labour,  I  my  jest ; 
For  he  was  drown' d,  and  I've  the  ague. 

Miy  9,1810. 

LINES  WRITTEN  BENEATH  A  PICTURE. 

Dear  object  of  defeated  care ! 

Though  now  of  love  and  thee  bereft. 
To  reconcile  me  with  despair. 

Thine  image  and  my  tears  are  left. 

t  On  tlie  anl  i>f  ftfiy,  ISIO,  wlill*  tt^e  "  SaiMtiU  "  K^njitaln  Eatftntil)  wm  ljln«  In  Uii 
I>iiTvl*n'elU''ft,  UcntfTinnt  iflceTiliivel  of  thjfct  frlsf4t'tfl  and  tho  writer  of  thtett  rlxpna  rmt 
Jmni  tlie  BunopcMu  R^iomto  the  Aslfltlc— by  tUa  bye,  from  AbydM  U>  feMtoi  vouldluivi 
heen  mora  oorrectv  "nie  Trhciie  dJatAiioc  from  tJi&  plitcu  wlieDCu  wb  lUrU-d  to  our  (wiilNl 
on  tbb  etbicr  aJde*  tin^ludinff  tlie  l«i:igtli  wfrirere  ourrfcil  by  thfl  cutmit^  *sa  ^^DmpatM  by 
tioio  Qii  bonrd  the  fllar^tn  a*  urwftiJV  of  four  J01ut-li*h  lllLLc*  (  though  tlnj  JutuAl  hn^Jth 
libunljr  Dnen  T^«  TTLS't'i^tj  O'f  tttt)  rumcul  li  ttlu:li  tbftt  Ho  boHtcmi  FDir  ttfrecilT  vi^tmr 
Uid  II.  mnjt  In  nnme  locuune,  1w  UlSluAt'Cd  ttvm  the  clrxUlus^^lKn  tl  tha  'nJiola  dtil^QA 
bnliie  occampltstl^  ^j  one  of  Utfr  imftlcs  Irt  ait  hu'Uf  fUid  Ctq,  nnd  by  the  DthcritHO 
hour  aud  ten  niljiiita.  The  ^m^ter  wac  exttf  tnaSr  ^Id,  fraln  the  mel ting  i>f  th{>  lEuooxitiiifi 
■DowH,  A]v>nt  UiKe  vmikJi  beCVira,  in  A^irll.  'no  imd  mrulo  an  attempt ^  hut  hnvlnii  rinUlo 
liU  tii^  wny  ttv>m  Ui«  Tl'OkluI  tilt  tamn  tnomhig,  ftbd  the  Wnter  bfllu;  qF  iiXi  Icj  dhUtEij^ 
WB  fOiUJit]  Lt  DeccvMLir>'  to  VQ^f^iifim  the  CCruiplctlaH  till  Ihci  firEgJvte  anchond  t>elow  1^ 
Csatlu^  when  wq  uivfim  tb^  JltrAllti^  Aft  JUfit  fltAt^^il ;  EiiterLttg  a.  coxiBidfmUo  W17  l^lrtTe  tb* 
ItuTDjieU],  ELZid  ],iii(lht(  liflcJV  the  ABiivtfCi  fDit.  CIievoIIkt  m^  that  n.  j'aqng  jewrw^n 
thg  bamfl  dlAtanog  Url  hii  mlitiTU  ;  Ktid  OliTcr  moutlDbB  Jia  hA^lne  hecu  daoe  ^  ■ 
JfeftpoUtnn  j  but  uur  coiuraU  Tarr4ifc'oUA^  rcmcmbared  nG[theT  of  th^e  clrcuniibiQofl*^  Klil 
Irfed  to  tUostiado  ub  fjDin  l]ip  ftlttlliyt  A  number  al  tho  *'  Salaatte'*  "  CTCW  Wrrt  ksfvli 
^  ilAVf  MUC^jnpUAhtil  a  grcAtcr  dS;;t&na) ;  nufi  Uiq  cnAy  iMn^tliiLt  suTX^rJ^ed  laa  wosj  QMti 
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Tis  said  with  Sonow  Time  can  oope; 

Butthky  Ifoeloanne'wbetnM;- 
For  by  the  death-blow  of  my  Hope 

My  Meznory  immortal  grew. 


8LATI0N  07  THB  FAMOtTS  GREEK  WAB  BONO. 

Sons  of  the  Greeks,  arise  t 

The  s^orioas  -hour  'b  gone  fbrth. 
And,  worthy  of  saeh  ties, 

I^lay  who  gave  us  birth. 

OHOBTJS. 

Boss  of  Greeks  I  letu&^r* 
In  arms  against  the  foe. 
Till  the  hated  blood  shall  flow 
Id  a  river  past  our  feet. 

Then  manfollT  dosEosing 

The  Turkish  tyrant's  yoke. 
Lot  your  oonntij  see  you  ricmg, 

And  all  her  chains  are  broke. 
Brave  shades  of  cMefii  and  sages, 

Behold  the  coming  strife  1 
Hellenes  of  past  ages, 

Oh,  start  again  to  lifo  1 
At  the  sound  of  my  trumpet,  breaking 

Your  sleep,  oh,  join  with  me  I 
And  the  seven-hill'd  city  seeking,^ 

Fight,  conquer,  till  we're  free. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  &o. 

Sparta,  Sparta,  why  in  slumbers 

Lethargic  dost  thou  lie  ? 
Awake,  and  join  thy  nmnbers 

With  Athens,  old  ally  1 
Leonidas  recalling. 

That  chief  of  ancient  song. 
Who  saved  ye  once  from  falling, 

ITio  terrible  1  the  strong  1 
Wlto  made  that  bold  diversion 

In  old  Thermopyl», 
And  warring  with  the  Persian 

To  keep  his  coimtry  free  ; 
With  his  three  hundred  waging 

The  battle,  long  he  stood. 
And  like  a  lion  raging, 

Expired  in  seas  of  blood. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  &0. 

at  VM  written  bv  JtigM,  who  perUbed  in  the  attempt  to  TeTolntionlM  QtM<». 
Irtloo  If  as  nteraJ  at  the  author  oovdd  make  it  In  TttN,   It  it  ot  the  none 
thMtoftheorlgtiiML 
tittoph 
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TRANSLATION  OF  THE  ROMAIC  SONG, 

"  Mveva*  /Mr  'to**  r^(M/86X<* 
'apaiSrarn  Xaqd^,"  &C.* 

I  ENTER  ihf  garden  of  roses. 

Beloved  and  £iir  Haid^e, 
Each  morning  where  Flora  reposes. 

For  surely  I  see  her  in  thee. 
Oh,  Ivovely !  thus  low  I  implore  thee, 

Receive  this  fond  truth  from  my  tongue, 
Wliich  utters  its  song  to  adore  thee. 

Yet  trembles  for  what  it  has  sung ; 
As  the  branch  at  the  bidding  of  Nature, 

Adds  fragrance  and  finit  to  the  tree, 
Through  her  eyes,  through  her  every  feature, 

Shines  the  soul  of  the  yoimg  Haid^. 

But  the  loveliest  garden  grows  hateful 

When  love  has  abandon'd  the  bowers ; 
Bring  me  hemlock — since  mine  is  ungrateful; 

That  herb  is  more  fragrant  than  flowers. 
The  poison,  when  pour*a  from  the  chalice. 

Will  deeply  embitter  the  bowl ; 
But  when  orunk  to  escape  from  thy  malice, 

The  draught  shall  be  swoet  to  my  soul. 
Too  cruel !  m  vain  I  implore  thee 

My  heart  from  these  horrors  to  save : 
Will  nought  to  my  bosom  restore  thee! 

Then  open  the  gates  of  the  grave. 

As  the  chief  who  to  combat  advances 

Secure  of  his  conquest  before. 
Thus  thou,  with  those  eyes  for  thy  lances. 

Hast  picreed  through  my  heart  to  its  core. 
Ah,  tell  me,  my  soul !  must  I  perish 

By  pangs  wmch  a  smile  would  dispel  ? 
Would  the  hope,  which  thou  oncebad'st  mo  cberiBn, 

For  torture  repay  me  too  well  I 
Now  sad  is  the  garden  of  roses. 

Beloved  but  f^e  Haid€e ! 
There  Flora  all  wither'd  reposes, 

And  mourns  o'er  thine  absence  with  me. 

«  Th«  wng  trom  which  this  1b  taken  is  a  great  favourite  -with  the  TOtmg  glrU  of  A^ 
of  all  claasee.  Their  manner  of  singing  it  Is  by  verses  in  rotation,  the  vholt  u"* 
present  joining  in  the  chores.    The  air  is  plaintive  and  pretty. 


THE  CUESE  OF  MINERVA.® 

'PbOm  to  hoe  TulncrOf  PIbIIm 
I^Bflulftt,  et  pcBnam  acelexato  ex  umgaine  ramii.'*'— JF)i«{£,  \u 

Slow  mnks,  more  lovely  ere  his  race  be  run. 
Along  Morea's  hiUs  the  setting  sun  ; 
Not,  as  in  northern  dimes,  obscurely  bright. 
But  one  unoloaded  blaze  of  living  light ; 
O'er  the  hush'd  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  throws. 
Gilds  the  green  wave  that  trembles  as  it  glows , 
On  old  iEgina's  rock  and  Hydra's  isle 
•Tlie  god  of  gladness  sheds  ms  parting  smile ; 
O'er  his  own  redone  lingering  loves  to  shine, 
Thoogh  there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine. 
Doscendhig  £Eist,  the  mountain-shadows  kiss 
2!liy  glorious  gulf,  unconquer*d  Salamis ! 
Their  asure  arches  through  the  long  expanse. 
More  deeply  purpled,  meet  his  mellowing  glance, 
And  tenderest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 
Mfurk  his  gay  course,  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven ; 
Till  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep, 
Behhid  hu  Delphian  rock  he  sinks  to  sleep. 

On  such  an  eve  his  palest  beam  he  cast 
When,  Athens  1  here  thy  wisest  look'd  his  last. 
How  watch'd  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  ray. 
That  closed  their  murder 'd  sage's f  latest  day; 
Not  yet — ^not  yet — Sol  pauses  on  the  hill. 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  lingers  still ; 
But  sad  his  light  to  agonizing  eyes. 
And  dark  the  mountain's  once  delightful  dyes ; 
Gloom  o'er  the  lovely  land  he  seem'd  to  pour. 
The  land  where  Phoebus  never  frown'd  before ; 
But  ere  he  sunk  below  CSithseron's  head. 
The  cup  of  woe  was  quaff 'd — ^the  spirit  fled ; 
The  sonl  of  him  that  scom'd  to  fear  or  fly, 
Who  lived  and  died  as  none  can  live  or  die. 

But,  lo !  from  high  Hymettus  to  the  plain 
The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign ;  X 
No  murky  vapour,  herald  of  the  storm. 
Hides  her  &ir  face,  or  girds  her  glowing  form. 


1U«  wven  aalmadretBion  upon  Lord  Blgin  for  bringing  to  England  the  treasnres  of 
**  iBoppreebad  by  Lord  Byron,  but  the  opening  lines  are  in  the  " CorBair." 

k  the  hemlock  a  short  time  before  sunset  (the  hour  of  execution),  noi 
aatraatiee  <tf  hiB  dlMiplee  to  wait  till  the  sun  went  down.— 2). 
hrill^t  la  €kMM  to  much  shorter  than  In  our  own  country;  the  day*  in  wisto* 
Vtboltai  foraiMr  of  leu  daxKtiosi.— A 
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With  oomice  glimmering  as  the  moonbeams  pby« 
There  the  white  colmnn  greets  her  grateful  ray, 
And  bright  around,  with  quivering  beams  beset, 
Ilor  emblem  sparkles  o'er  the  minaret : 
The  groves  of  olive  scattered  dark  and  wide, 
Whore  meek  Cephisus  sheds  his  scanty  tide. 
The  evpress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque. 
The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  kiosk,* 
And  sad  and  sombre  'mid  the  holy  calm. 
Near  Theseus'  fene,  yon  sohtary  palm  ; 
All,  tlugod  with  varied  hues,  an*est  the  eye ; 
And  dull  were  his  that  pass'd  them  heedless  by. 

Again  the  ^gean,  heard  no  more  afar. 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war ; 
Again  his  waves  in  milder  tints  mifold 
Their  long  expanse  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
Llix'd  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  isle. 
That  frown,  where  gentler  ocean  deigns  to  smile. 

As  thus,  within  the  walls  of  Pallas*  fiine,t 
I  mark'd  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main. 
Alone,  and  friendless,  on  the  magic  shore. 
Whoso  arts  and  arms  but  live  in  poets'  lore ; 
Oft  as  the  matchless  dome  I  tunrd  to  scan. 
Sacred  to  gods,  but  not  secure  from  man. 
The  past  rotum'd,  the  present  seem'd  to  cease, 
And  glory  knew  no  clime  beyond  her  Greece ! 

Hours  rolled  along,  and  Dian's  orb  on  high 
Ilad  gain'd  the  centre  of  her  softest  sky; 
And  yet  unwearied  still  my  footsteps  trod 
O'er  the  vain  shrine  of  many  a  vanish'd  god : 
But  chiefly,  Pallas  !  thine  ;  when  Hecate's  glare, 
Chock'd  by  thy  colunms,  fell  more  sadly  fiur 
O'er  the  chill  marble,  where  the  startling  tread 
Thrills  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  from  the  dead. 
Long  had  I  mused,  and  treasured  every  trace 
The  wreck  of  Greece  recorded  of  her  race. 
When,  lo  I  a  giant  form  before  me  strode. 
And  Pallas  h^'d  me  in  her  own  abode  ! 

Yes,  'twas  Minerva's  self  ^  but,  ah  i  how  changed 
Since  o'er  the  Dardan  field  m  arms  she  ranged  ; 
Not  such  as  erst,  by  bar  divine  command, 
Her  form  appcar'd  from  Phidias'  plastic  hand  : 
Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awfm  brow, 
Hor  idle  eegis  boro  no  Gorgon  now  ; 
Hor  helm  was  dinted,  and  the  broken  lanoe 
Seem'd  weak  and  shaftless  e'en  to  mortal  glance  ; 
The  olive  branch,  wh^ch  still  she  deign'd  to  dasp^ 
Shrunk  from  her  touoii,  and  wither'd  in  her  grasp ; 

*  The  klodE  Is  %  Tarkish  sximmer-hoiue ;  the  palm  le  -wtthonfc  the  j/nmaA 
Athem,  not  Ar  from  the  temple  ot  Theeexui,  'between. ^^i&ah.  wid  the  tree  the  «i 
renm.    Oephisns'  itroam  is  Indeed  ao&iity ,  eaod  lUavu'hM  ta  itomaia  iliiiilQL«-l, 
t  The  Purtbenou,  or  Temple  of  MlneTviu 
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Asd,  ah  !  though  still  the  brightest  of  the  sky. 
Celestial  tears  bedimm'd  her  large  blue  eye ; 
Bound  the  rent  casque  her  owlet  circled  slow. 
And  moom'd  his  mistress  with  a  shriek  of  woe  ! 

''Mortal !"— 'twas  thus  she  spake— "that  blush  of  shame 
Prodaims  thee  Briton,  once  a  noble  name ; 
Ilrst  of  the  mighty,  foremost  of  the  free. 
Now  honooi^d  lect  by  all,  and  least  by  me : 
Chief  of  thy  foes  shall  Pallas  still  be  found. 
Seek'st  thoa  the  cause  of  loathing ! — ^look  around. 
Lo  !  here,  desinte  of  war  and  wasting  fire, 
I  saw  snooessive  tyrannies  expire. 
"Scaped  firom  the  rayage  of  the  Turk  and  Goth, 
Thy  oountiy  sends  a  spoiler  worse  than  both. 
Snr?ey  this  Tacant^  Tiolated  &ne ; 
Beoount  the  lelicp.  torn  that  yet  remain : 
Tkae  Cecrops  placed,  this  Pericles  adom'd,* 
That  Adrian  rear*d  when  drooping  Science  moum'd. 
"What  more  I  owe  let  gratitude  attest — 
Enow  Alario  and  Elgin  did  the  rest. 
That  all  mav  learn  from  whence  the  plunderer  came. 
The  insulted  wall  sustains  his  hated  name  ; 
For  Elgin's  fiune  thus  grateful  Pallas  pleads. 
Below,  his  name— above,  behold  his  deeds  ! 
Be  ever  hail'd  with  equal  honour  here 
The  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictish  peer : 
Arms  gave  the  first  his  right,  the  last  had  none, 
But  bfl^y  stole  what  less  barbarians  won. 
So  when  the  lion  quits  his  fell  repast, 
Next  prowls  the  wolf,  the  filthy  jackal  last : 
Flesh,  limbs,  and  blood  the  former  moke  their  own. 
The  last  poor  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bone. 
Yet  still  the  gods  are  just,  and  crimes  are  cross'd : 
See  here  what  E^in  won,  and  what  he  lost ! 
Another  name  with  his  pollutes  my  shrine  : 
Behold  where  Dian's  beams  disdain  to  shine  ! 
Some  retribution  still  might  Pallas  claim. 
When  Venus  half  avenged  Minerva's  shame."t 

She  ceased  awhile,  and  thus  I  dared  reply. 
To  soothe  the  vengeance  kindling  in  her  eye  : 
"  Daughter  of  Jove  I  in  Britain's  injured  name, 
A  true-bom  Briton  may  the  deed  disclaim. 
Frown  not  on  England  ;  England  owns  him  not : 
Athena,  no  1  thy  plunderer  was  a  Scot. 
Ask'st  thou  the  difference  ?    From  fair  Phylo's  towers 
Sunrey  Bootia ; — Caledonia 's  ours. 

'  Ikh  ii  apdkmk  of  tfa«  dtjr  in  general,  and  not  of  the  AoropollB  in  parttoulKr.  The 
■pi*  af  Jupiter  Oljinpina,  hy  eome  tnpposed  the  Parthenon,  was  finished  by  Hadrian  ; 
MM  eoliinina  are  etandlng,  of  the  most  beantifol  marble  architecture.— A 
mi  kvdddp'a  name,  and  that  of  one  who  no  longer  bears  it,  are  carved  conspicnously 
thaDarttuaon ;  above,  in  a  part  not  far  distant,  are  the  torn  ramnants  of  the  boass 
mna,  dartnyM  in  a  rain  attempt  to  remore  them.— iff. 
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And  wen  I  know  wifUn  that  bastard  land* 

Hath  Wisdom's  BoddecB  never  held  eommaad ; 

A  banen  soiL  where  Natore^s  germs,  confined 

To  stem  stermtj,  can  stint  the  mind ; 

Whose  thistle  well  betrays  the  niggard  earthy 

Bmblem  of  all  to  whom  the  land  gives  birth ; 

Each  fi:enial  influence  nmtnred  to  resist ; 

A  land  of  meanness,  sophistiy,  and  wigL 

£ach  breese  from  foggy  momit  and  marshy  plain 

Dilutes  with  drivel  every  drizzly  brain. 

Till,  burst  at  length,  each  wateiy  head  o'erflowi^ 

Foul  as  their  soil,  and  frigid  as  their  snows. 

Then  thousand  schemes  of  petulance  and  pride 

Despatch  her  scheming  children  iear  and  wide : 

Some  east,  some  west ;  some  everywhere  bat  norths 

In  Quest  of  lawless  gain,  they  iarae  fortiL 

Ana  thils— accursM  be  the  oay  and  year  I — 

She  sent  a  Pict  to  play  the  felon  here. 

Tet  Caledonia  daims  some  native  worth. 

As  dull  Bcootia  gave  a  Pindar  birth ; 

So  may  her  few,  the  lettered  and  the  brave. 

Bound  to  no  dixne^  and  victors  of  the  graven 

Shake  off  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a  land. 

And  shine  like  children  of  a  happier  strand ; 

As  once  of  yore  in  some  obnoxious  place. 

Ten  names  (if  found)  had  saved  a  wretched  race.* 

"Mortal ! "  the  blue-eyed  maid  resumed,  "  once  mon 
Bear  back  my  mandate  to  thy  native  shore. 
Though  fidlen,  alas  1  this  vengiiBance  yet  is  mine. 
To  turn  my  counsels  tar  from  lands  like  thine. 
Hear  then  in  silence  Pallas'  stem  behest ; 
Hear  and  believe,  for  Time  will  tell  the  rest. 

"  First  on  the  head  of  him  who  did  this  deed 
My  curse  shall  light,  on  him  and  all  his  seed ; 
Without  one  spark  of  intellectual  fire. 
Be  all  the  sons  as  senseless  as  the  sire : 
If  one  with  wit  the  parent  brood  disgrace. 
Believe  him  bastard  of  a  brighter  race : 
Still  with  his  hireling  artists  let  him  prate. 
And  Folly's  praise  repay  for  Wisdonr  s  hate ; 
Long  of  their  patron's  gusto  let  them  tell. 
Whose  nobles^  native  gusto  is--to  sell : 
To  sell,  and  make — ^may  shame  record  the  day  t— 
The  state  receiver  of  his  pilfer'd  prey. 
Meantime,  the  flattering,  feeble  dotard.  West, 
Europe's  worst  dauber,  and  poor  Britain's  h&kp 
With  palsied  hand  shall  turn  each  modcd  o'er. 
And  own  himself  an  in£Emt  of  fourscore,  "t* 

f  Mr.  Wet*,  on  Meing  the  "  Elgin  CoHw^Von'*  C^  vxe^oM-w^AaiSL^MttdL^Mk* 
lAnir*  juid  «  Jack  Bh^phard"  ooUaction),  dwftMta^itaBMM"  «.inn%\qv»*  >!ft>iA 


"^f^" 
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%  tSi  Old  brtuaors  ciiJl'd  fh>m  ^  St.  GildA', 

That  art  and  oattu^  may  compare  their  stylea ; 

While  brawny  bratas  in  stupid  wonder  &taii&j 

And  Dftarvel  at  hia  Jordahip's  'atone  shop  **  tberd, 

Bound  the  throng' d  gs^ie  E^hall  BatiatenDg  CDXCombe  creapk 

To  lounge  and  lucubrate,  to  prats  and  peep  ; 

While  man  J  a  langxiid  mctid^  with  lou^ng  sigh. 

On  gmtit  statues  ca^ta  tlie  curious  eye  ] 

The  reom  with  trantnent  glance  appears  to  skim, 

Yflt  marks  the  Kn^hfcy  back  luad  Jen^h  of  Mtnb  ; 

UeurosoVr  the  dulerence  of  now  and  ihsm  j 

Eiclalmfi,  '  These  Greeks  indeed  v^ere  proper  men  1 ' 

Dmwa  dy  ooroparigona  of  ihc$6  with  thoiej 

And  en^iA^  Laie  atl  her  Attic  beaux. 

When  fihall  a  modem  maid  have  swainjs  Hke  theso  1 

Aks  !  Sir  Harry  is  no  Herculea  \ 

And  last  of  ail,  amidst  the  gapmg  crew*  J 

Some  Cidm  speetMor,  as  he  kdcee  Ms  viei^^  ' 

In  El  lent  indignation  mii*d  with  g^rief, 

Admires  tho  plimderj  hnt  abhors  the  thief. 

Oh,  loathed  in  lifCj,  nor  pardon*d  in  the  dust^ 

May  hate  pursue  his  sacnlegious  luiit  [ 

link'd  with  the  fool  that  fired  the  Epbesian  diJGio, 

Shall  vengeance  follow  far  beyond  tho  tomb. 

And  Enktofltratiisf  and  Elgin  gibine 

In  many  a  branding  pa^^a  and  burning  line  f 

AJike  Tflaarred  for  aye  to  stand  accursed, 

Ferchaiice  the  aecoiid  blanker  than  the  first. 

''So  let  him  stand,  through  agoft  yet  mibom, 
Fix'd  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  soom ; 
Though  not  for  him  alone  revenge  shall  wait. 
But  fits  thy  country  for  her  coming  fate ; 
Hers  were  the  deeds  that  taught  her  lawless  son 
To  de  what  oft  Britannia's  self  had  done. 
Look  to  the  Baltic — ^blasang  firom  afar. 
Tour  old  ally  yet  mourns  perfidious  war. 
Not  to  such  deeds  did  Pallas  lend  her  aid. 
Or  break  the  compact  which  herself  had  made  ; 
Far  firom  such  councils,  from  the  faithless  field 
She  fled— but  left  behind  her  Gtorgon  shield ; 
A  &tal  gift,  that,  tum'd  your  friends  to  stone. 
And  left  lost  Albion  hated  and  alone. 

"Look  to  the  East»  where  Ganges'  swarthy  rase 
Shan  shake  youi*  tyrant  empire  to  its  base ; 
Lo  1  there  Rebellion  rears  her  ghastly  head. 
And  glares  the  Nemesis  of  native  dead ; 
Till  utduB  rolls  a  deep  piurpureal  flood. 
And  daims  his  long  arrear  of  northern  blood. 

J  ^MtCklttb  vu  tmBjvuMOed  whm  the  auublet  wen  fnt  flocUbltod  at  Elgiu  HotM  \ 
*."Mir  1ft  wmaot"*  ttout  tbop  f—He  waa  xMit :  itUa.  Mbap^-JB, 
fWtttggalatHmaurtamrbymtangttn  to  tttetempio  of  Diuui  atl^borak 
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So  may  ye  perish  ! — ^PallaSy  when  she  gave 
Your  Iree-bom  rights,  forbade  ye  to  ^slave.* 

"  Look  on  your  Spain  ! — she  olasps  the  hand  she  hiat 
But  boldly  clasps,  and  thrusts  you  Irom  her  gates. 
Bear  witness,  bright  Barossa  1  thou  const  tell 
Whose  wore  the  sons  that  bravely  fought  and  felL 
But  Lusitania,  kind  and  dear  ally, 
Can  snare  a  few  to  fight,  and  sometimes  fly. 
Oh,  glorious  field  !  by  Famine  fiercely  won. 
The  Graul  retires  for  once,  and  all  is  done  1 
But  when  did  Pallas  teach,  that  one  retreat 
Retrieved  three  long  Olympiads  of  defeat ! 

"  Look  last  at  home — ^ye  love  not  to  look  there ; 
On  the  grim  smile  of  comfortless  despair  : 
Your  city  saddens :  loud  though  Revel  howls, 
Here  Famine  feunts,  and  yonder  Rapine  prowls. 
See  all  alike,  of  more  or  less  bereft ; 
No  misers  tremble  when  there's  nothing  left. 
'  Blest  paper  credit,  t  who  shall  dare  to  sing? 
It  clogs  like  lead  Corruption's  weary  wing. 
Yet  Pallas  pluck'd  each  premier  by  the  ear. 
Who  gods  and  men  alike  disdained  to  hear ; 
But  one,  repentant  o'er  a  bankrupt  state. 
On  Pallas  calls, — ^but  colls,  alas  !  too  late : 
Then  raves  for  *  *  ;  to  that  Mentor  bends. 
Though  he  and  Pallas  never  yet  wero  friends. 
Him  senates  hear,  whom  never  yet  they  heard, 
Contemptuous  once,  and  now  no  less  absurd. 
So,  once  of  yore,  each  reasonable  frog 
Swore  faith  and  fealty  to  his  sovereign  '  log.' 
Thus  hail'd  your  rulers  their  patrician  olod^ 
As  Egypt  chose  an  onion  for  a  god. 

"  Now  fere  ye  well  1  enjoy  your  little  hour ; 
Gk),  grasp  the  shadow  of  your  vanish'd  power ; 
Gloss  o'er  the  failure  of  each  fondest  scneme ; 
Your  strength  a  name,  your  bloated  wealth  a  dream. 
Gone  is  that  gold  the  marvel  of  mankind, 
A.nd  pirate's  barter  all  that's  left  behind.:}: 
No  more  the  hirelings,  purchased  near  and  far. 
Crowd  to  the  ranks  of  mercenary  war ; 
The  idle  merchant  on  the  useless  quay 
Droops  o'er  the  bales  no  bark  may  bear  away ; 
Or,  back  returning,  sees  rejected  stores 
Rot  piecemeal  on  his  own  encumber'd  shores : 
The  starved  mechanic  breaks  his  rusting  loom. 
And  desperate  mans  him  'gainst  the  coming  doom. 
Then  in  the  senate  of  your  sinking  state 
Show  me  the  man  whose  counsels  may  have  weight. 
Vain  is  each  voice  where  tones  could  once  command  J 
E'en  fections  cease  to  charm  a  factious  land : 

*  IaU  eTcnto  might  prove  his  lozdship  »  prophet  as  woll  as  »  poet, 
t  "  Biusi  paper  credit  I  laat  and  best  snpply. 

That  lends  OorrvLptVoiix  Viciiiia  iiVxk^  \a  t^  V— Vote— & 
/  Tb9  DmI  And  Dover  inkfilckieixsiiimrMl*.— B* 
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Yet  jarring  sects  oonyulse  a  sister  isle. 

And  light  with  maddening  hands  the  mutoal  pile. 

"'Tis  done,  'tis  past,  since  Pallas  warns  in  vain  ; 
The  Furies  seize  her  abdicated  reign  ; 
Wide  o*er  the  realm  they  wave  their  kindling  brands, 
And  wring  her  vitals  with  their  fiery  hands. 
But  one  convulsive  straggle  still  remains, 
And  Graul  shall  weep  ere  Albion  wear  her  chains. 
The  bannered  pomp  of  war,  the  glittering  files. 
O'er  whose  gay  trappings  stem  Bellona  smiles ; 
The  brazen  trump,  the  spirit-stirring  drum. 
That  bid  the  foe  defiance  ere  they  come ; 
The  hero  bounding  at  his  country's  call. 
The  glorious  death  that  consecrates  his  fall, 
Swelfihe  young  heart  with  visionary  charms, 
And  bid  it  antMate  the  joys  of  arms. 
But  Imow,  a  lesson  you  may  yet  bo  taught. 
With  death  alone  are  laurels  cheaply  bought : 
Not  in  the  conflict  Havoc  seeks  delight. 
His  day  of  mercy  is  the  day  of  fight. 
But  when  the  field  is  fought,  the  battle  won. 
Though  drench'd  with  gore,  his  woes  are  but  begun ; 
His  deeper  deeds  as  yet  ye  know  by  name ; 
The  slauffhter'd  peasant  and  the  ravish'd  dame, 
The  rifled  mansion  and  the  foe-reap'd  field, 
HI  suit  with  souls  at  home,  untaugat  to  yield. 
Say  with  what  eye  along  the  distant  down 
Would  flpng  burghers  mark  the  blazing  town  ? 
How  view  the  column  of  ascending  flames 
Shake  his  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames? 
Nay,  frown  not,  Albion  !  for  the  torch  was  thine 
That  lit  such  pjTres  from  Tagus  to  the  Rhine : 
Now  sheuld  they  burst  on  thy  devoted  coast. 
Go,  ask  thy  bosom  who  deserves  them  most. 
Tho  law  of  heaven  and  earth  is  life  for  life. 
And  she  who  raised,  in  vain  regrets,  the  strife." 


ON  PARTING. 

Thb  kiss,  dear  maid !  thy  lip  has  left 

Shall  never  part  firom  mine. 
Till  happier  hours  restore  the  gift 

Untainted  back  to  thine. 

Thy  parting  glance,  which  fondly  beams. 

An  equal  love  may  see : 
The  tear  that  from  thine  eyelid  streams 

Can  weep  no  change  in  me. 

I  ask  no  pledge  to  make  me  blest 

In  lazing  when  alone ; 
If  or  one  memorial  for  a  breast 

Whose  thoughts  are  all  thine  owiu         ' 
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Nor  need  I  write— to  teU  the  tftle 
My  pen  were  doubly  weak : 

Ohl  what  can  idle  words  avaO^ . 
Unless  the  heart  could  speak! 

By  day  or  nlght>  in  weal  or  woe. 
That  hearty  no  longer  free. 

Must  bear  the  love  it  oankiot  show, 
And  silent^  aohe  for  thee. 


•"^dKlf^M^^^ 
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TO  THYHZA. 

WiTHOni'  a  stone  to  maik  the  spot. 
And  say,  what  Truth  might  well  hftve  said, 

By  all,  Saye  one,  perchance  forgot, 
Ah  I  wherefore  art  thou  lowty  laid  ? 

By  many  a  shore  and  many  a  Sta 

Divided,  yet  bdored  in  rain  I 
The  past,  the  future  fled  to  thee. 

To  bid  us  meet— no— ne'er  again  t 

Could  this  have  been— a  word,  a  look, 
That  softly  said,  "  We  part  in  peace," 

Had  tauffht  my  bosom  how  to  brook, 
With  fidnter  sighs,  thy  soul's  release. 

And  didst  thou  not,  since  Death  for  thee 
Prepared  a  light  and  pangless  dart. 

Once  long  for  Imu  thou  ne'er  shalt  see, 
Who  held,  and  holds  thee  in  his  heart? 

Oh !  who  like  him  had  watch'd  thee  here  ? 

Or  sadly  ftiark'd  thy  glazing  eye. 
In  that  dread  hour  ere  death  appear. 

When  silent  sorrow  fears  to  sigh. 

Till  all  was  past !  But  when  no  more 
'Twas  thine  to  reck  of  human  woe. 

Affection's  heart-drops,  gushing  o'er. 
Had  flow'd  as  fest— as  now  they  flow. 

Shall  they  not  flow,  when  many  a  day 
In  these,  to  me,  deserted  towers. 

Ere  call'd  but  for  a  time  tt^ecv , 
Affection's  mVng\mg  Vioax^  ^«t^  W5ix%^ 


AWATi  AlffAl,  YB  KWJES  OF  WOB. 

Oura  too  tlia  gltmce  none  saw  "hesido ; 

Tha  smilo  noQa  else  mi^ht  uadarstBJid ; 
The  wliJBp©r*d  th  ©tight  of  hearte  nLliod, 

The  preBguro  of  tha  thrOling  haud ; 

The  kdad.  so  guiltless  nrid  rehnsd, 
That  Love  each  wamiflt  wish  fofhot?o ; 

Thomi  ejiHi  proclaimed  bo  pure  a  niinidj 
ETan  p&saion  blushed  to  plead  Ibr  morc» 

The  tone,  that  tatigbt  rae  to  rDJoioOj 

When  prone,  unlike  thee,  to  ropme ; 
The  songv  oelestial  from  th^  voicOj 

But  Bweet  to  me  ^m  nofie  but  thloo ; 

The  pledge  we  wore — I  wefvr  it  fltijl. 
Bat  whore  ia  thine  ?— Ah  (  where  art  thtrn  ? 

Oft  have  I  borad  tho  weight  of  ill, 
But  never  bent  henetat^  tiU  now  I 

Well  hast  thou  left  in  life's  host  bloom 

The  ctip  of  woo  lor  njo  to  drain. 
If  rest  alono  be  in  the  tombj 

I  would  not  wish  tho«  hGV&  ogtiSii  j 

But  if  in  worlds  more  Meet  ^han  tbjj 

Tby  virtjuoa  seek  a  fitter  apheFOj 
Inipart  some  portion  of  tb]r  bliss, 

To  wean  me  from  mine  angiiish  here» 

Teach  me— too  early  taught  by  thee  1 

To  bear,  forgiving  and  foigiven : 
On  earth  thy  love  was  sacli  to  me, 

It  £Eun  wonld  form  my  hope  in  heaven  1 

October  U«  1611. 


AWAY,  AWAY,  YB  NOTES  OF  WOE. 

AwAT,  away,  ye  notes  of  woe  1 

Be  silent,  thou  onoe  soothing  strain. 
Or  I  must  flee  from  hence— for,  oh ! 

I  dare  not  trust  those  sounds  again. 
To  me  they  speak  of  bri^ter  days— 

But  lull  the  chords ;  for  now,  aias  1 
I  must  not  think,  I  fnav  not  gaze. 

On  what  I  am — on  wnat  I  was. 

The  voice  that  made  those  sounds  more  sweet 

Is  hush'd,  and  all  their  charms  arc  fled ; 
And  now  their  softest  notes  repeat 

A  dirge,  an  anthem  o'er  the  dead ! 
Yes,  Thyrza !  yes,  they  breathe  of  thee, 

BelovM  duBtt  sinoe  amt  thou  art ; 
And  all  that  once  was  harmony 
Is  worBB  than  discord  to  my  heart. 
K  2 
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Tib  silent  all  l^but  on  my  ear 

The  well-rememb^d  e^oes  thrill, 
I  hear  a  voioe  I  would  not  hear, 

A  voice  that  now  might  well  be  stilL 
tei  oft  cay  doubting  soul  'twill  shake ; 

Even  slumber  owns  its  gentle  tone. 
Till  consciousness  will  vainly  wako 

To  listen,  though  the  dream  be  flown. 

Sweet  Thyrza  I  wakine  as  in  sleep. 

Thou  art  but  now  a  lovely  dream ; 
A  star  that  trembled  o'er  the  deep, 

Then  tum'd  from  earth  its  tender  beam. 
But  he  who  through  life's  dreanr  way 

Must  pass  when  heaven  is  veil'd  in  wrath, 
Will  long  lament  the  vanish'd  ray 

That  scatter'd  gladness  o'er  his  path. 


ONE  STRUGGLE  MOBE,  AND  I  AM  FREE. 

Onb  struggle  more,  and  I  am  free 

From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain ; 
One  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee. 

Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 
It  suits  me  well  to  mingle  now 

With  things  that  never  pleased  before : 
Though  every  joy  is  fled  below, 

Wl^t  future  grief  can  touch  me  more  ? 

Then  bring  me  wine,  the  banquet  bring! 

Man  was  not  form'd  to  live  alone ; 
I'll  be  that  light,  unmeaning  thing, 

That  smiles  with  all,  and  weeps  with  none. 
It  was  not  thus  in  days  more  dear, 

It  never  would  have  been,  but  thou 
Hast  fled,  and  left  me  lonely  here ; 

Thou'rt  nothing — all  ai-e  nothing  now. 

In  vain  my  lyre  would  lightly  breathe  ! 

The  smile  that  sorrow  fain  would  wear 
But  mocks  the  woe  that  lurks  beneath. 

Like  roses  o'er  a  sepulchre. 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill ; 
Though  pleasure  fires  the  maddening  soul^ 

The  heart — ^the  heart  is  lonely  still  1 
On  many  a  lone  and  lovely  night 

It  soothed  to  gaze  upon  the  sky ; 
For  then  I  deenr  d  tiie  heavenly  light 

Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye : 
And  oft  I  thought  at  Cynthia's  noon. 

When  sailing  o'er  the  JSgeaxi  wave^ 
"Now  Thyrza  geaea  on  VJaaX.  moOTL*— 

Alas,  it  gleam'd\q^u'Vi!&Tg;cv^«\ 


Wbea  stretched  on  ferc^r's  ak^Iesa  bed;. 

And  sickness  shrunk  my  throbbing  vdiis, 
'^'Tia  comfort  still/'  I  faintly  said, 

*'  Tbat  ThiT^a  cannot  know  my  paina :  '* 
Lit  J  freedom  to  the  time- wo  ra  sla^c, 

A  boon  'tis  idle  then  to  give,  J 

KcIcDting  NfttUTB  vainly  gave  m 

My  life,  when  Tbyraa  ceoaod  to  Hto  I' 

My  Tbyrza^a  pledge  in  bettsr  dnya, 

When  love  nndlifo  alike  ivero  new  I 
iJ'jw  difTerent  tjow  thou  njcct'iit  my  fKiisc  1 

How  tinged  by  time  with  sorrow's  liue  1 
The  he^b  that  gave  itaelf  with  thee 

U  ^ilont^— oh,  were  mine  aa  atiJl ! 
Though  eold  fta  e'«n  the  dOELd  can  bfij, 

It  feel^,  it  Eickena  with  the  chilL 

Thou  bittnr  plodge  f  thou  mournful  token  I 

Tbongh  pain  fill  J  wclccmie  to  my  hniaatl      | 
Still,  stil],  presePTfl  that  love  unbrokeu, 

Or  break  the  heart  to  which  thouVt  pnega'd  t 
Time  tempera  IcTe^  but  not  remoTeis, 

More  hallowed  whtin  its  hope  is  fled. ; 
Oh !  what  are  tliousand  living  loves 

To  t^t  wbigh  cannot  quit  the  de«Mlf 
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When  l^e,  or  soon  or  late,  shall  bring 
The  dreamless  sleep  that  lulls  the  dead, 

OblivUm!  may  thy  languid  wing 
WaTO  gently  o'er  my  dying  bed  1 

Ko  band  of  Mends  or  heirs  be  there^ 
To  weep  or  wish  the  coming  blow ; 

Ko  maiden,  with  disheyell'd  hair. 
To  feel,  or  feign,  decorous  woe. 

But  silent  let  me  sink  to  earth. 
With  no  officious  mourners  near ; 

I  would  not  mar  one  hour  of  mirth. 
Nor  startle  friendship  with  a  tear. 

Yet  Loye,  if  Love  in  such  an  hour 
Could  nobly  check  its  useless  siglus, 

Might  then  exert  its  latest  power 
In  her  who  lives  and  him  who  dies. 

'Twere  sweet,  my  Psyche  !  to  the  last 

Thy  featQraer5^i9firi9ne  to  see : 
Fmgiet/hl  of  its  Btrugglea  past, 
irm  Pain  iiseJfabauld  gmile  on  thee. 
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But  vain  the  wish—- for  Beauty  ttill 
Will  shrink,  as  shrinks  the  ebbing  hseath; 

And  woman's  tears,  prodmsed  at  wuj. 
Deceive  in  life,  unman  in  death. 

Then  lonely  be  my  latest  hour. 
Without  regret,  without  a  groaa ; 

For  thousands  D^th  hath  ceased  to  lowsr. 
And  pain  been  transient  or  unknown. 

''Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go,"  alss  1 
WhOTe  all  have  gone;,  and  all  must  go  1 

To  be  the  nothing  that  I  was 
Ere  bom  to  life  and  living  woe. 

Count  o'er  the  joys  thine  hours  have  seen, 
Count  o'er  thy  days  from  anguish  free, 

And  know,  whatever  thou  hast  been^    ' 
'Tis  something  better  not  to  be. 


AND  THOU  ART  DEAD,  AS  YOUNG  AB  FAl 

**  Hen,  qiiumto  mlnm  <tt  wan  nellgBli  fwunl  f—  tal  nMmlnhw  I 

And  thou  art  dead,  as  ^oung  and  fair, 

As  aught  of  mortal  birth  4 
And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  so  rare. 

Too  soon  retum'd  to  Earth  1 
Though  Earth  received  l^em  in  her  bed. 
And  o'er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread 

In  carelessness  or  mirth. 
There  is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 
A  moment  on  that  grave  to  look. 

I  will  not  ask  where  thou  liest  low. 

Nor  gase  upon  the  spot ; 
There  flowers  or  weeds  at  will  may  grow, 

So  I  behold  them  not : 
It  is  enough  for  me  to  prove 
That  what  I  loved,  and  long  must  love, 

like  common  earth,  can  rot ; 
To  me  there  needs  no  stone  to  tell^ 
'Tis  Nothing  that  I  loved  so  weU. 

Yet  did  I  love  thee  to  the  last 

As  fervently  as  thou, 
Who  didst  not  change  through  au  the  past, 

And  canst  not  alter  now. 
The  love  where  Death  has  sot  his  seal. 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal. 

Nor  fialsehood  disavow : 
And,  what  were  woTse,  \IhsM  cK&sfcTtf^  sm 
Or  wrongs  or  ohange,  ot  ftn^isiixA. 


The  better  days  of  life  were  ours  j 

Th&  worst  can  bd  but  mino  ; 
The  HtiD  that  cheers,  the  etorm  thai  lowerSi 

Shall  never  more  be  thiae. 
The  altenco  of  thsit  dreamless  fileep 
I  auvj  now  too  much  to  weep  ^ 

Nor  need  I  to  repine 
That  all  thoae  ohKTinfi  b^Tie  pada'd  &wa,j  ; 
I  might  have  watoh'd  through  long  deoa^* 

The  fiower  !□  ripened  bloom  unmiitah^d 

Must  fall  the  earliest  prey  ; 
Though  hy  no  hsmd  uxLtunely  sn^tjobidf 

The  I«ives  must  drop  tt-wny  i 
Ajud  yet  it  were  a  ^preater  gnef 
To  watch  it  withenn^,  leaf  by  leai^ 

Than  boo  it  plucked  tiO-4ay; 
Since  earthly  eye  but  ill  but  bear 
To  trace  tho  ohange  to  Ibul  £noia  fiiir< 

I  know  not  if  I  could  have  borne 

To  see  thy  beanties  fade ; 
The  mght  that  foUow'd  such  a  mom 

Had  worn  a  deeper  ahade  : 
Tky  day  without  a  cloud  hath  paaa'd^ 
And  thou  wort  lovely  to  the  last : 

Bj:titigukh*d,  not  deca/d ; 
As  Etare  thivt  shoot  along'  tho  sky 
^hinf)  brightest  as  they  wl  from  high. 

As  once  I  w«pty  If  I  oovld  wMp, 

Mv  toaxs  nu^t  well  be  shea. 
To  think  I  was  not  near  to  keep 

One  TigU  o'er  itf  bed ; 
To  ffaie,  >ow  fondlv  I  <nith7&06^ 
To  fold  ikee  S9  a  Ibkt  emtoboe^   " 

Uphold  Htj  ^^roGjgmg  bead  ^ 
And  show  that  love,  however  ^ra^. 
Nor  ihou  nor  I  mbl  feel  a^ain. 

Tet  how  nxveb  le69  iti  wenp  te  1PP8W 

Though  thou  hast  left  me  free. 
The  loyeM«9t  U)iagB  thait  i<^  «eilic4n» 

Than  tb«s  remember  tbte  I 
The  all  ^  jkhin«  tbat  oani^  (^ 
Through  4ark  tM»d  dretwl  SMin^ 

Betmns  qgajn  to  me. 
And  more  fky  buried  )o?e  9i»tof|l 
Than  aughji,  Axospt  il;^  luring  ynsm.         -uw-----  i«« 
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IF  SOMETIMES  IN  THE  HAUNTS  OF  MEN. 

If  sometimes  m  the  hamits  of  men 

Thine  image  from  my  hreast  may  iade^ 
The  lonely  hour  presents  again 

The  semblance  of  thy  gentle  shade : 
And  now  that  sad  and  suent  hour 

Thus  much  of  thee  can  stUl  restore^ 
And  sorrow  unobserved  may  pour 

The  plaint  she  dare  not  epeaik  before. 

Oh,  pardon  that  in  crowds  awhile 

I  waste  one  thought  I  owe  to  thee. 
And,  self-condemn^,  appear  to  smile^ 

Unfeithful  to  thy  memory  ! 
Nor  deem  that  memory  less  dear. 

That  then  I  seem  not  to  repine ; 
I  would  not  fools  shoidd  overhear 

One  sigh  that  should  be  wholly  thine. 

If  not  the  goblet  pass  unq^uaflTd, 

It  is  not  drained  to  banish  care ; 
The  cup  must  hold  a  deadlier  draughty 

That  brings  a  Lethe  for  despair. 
And  could  Oblivion  set  my  soul 

From  all  her  troubled  visions  free, 
I'd  dash  to  earth  the  sweetest  bowl 

That  drown'd  a  single  thought  of  thee. 

For  wert  thou  vanished  from  my  mind, 

Where  could  my  vacant  bosom  turn? 
And  who  would  then  remain  behind 

To  honour  thine  abandoned  Urn? 
No,  no— it  is  my  sorrow's  pride 

That  last  dear  duty  to  fulfil ; 
Though  all  the  world  forget  beside^ 

'Tis  meet  that  I  remember  stilL 

For  well  I  know,  that  such  had  been 

Thy  gentle  care  for  him,  who  now 
Unmoum'd  shall  quit  this  mortal  scene, 

Where  none  regarded  him,  but  thou : 
And,  oh  i  I  feel  in  that  was  given 

A  blessing  never  meant  for  me ; 
Thou  wert  too  like  a  dream  of  heaven, 

For  earthly  Love  to  merit  thee. 

Ibrehl4,l 


BTBOK*a  K)I1 


A  COENELIAN  HEABT  WHICH  WAS  BROKEN,! 


JUj-Yated  Hmrt  f  and  ctm  it  h% 

Th&t  thot3  sltouldat  thuB  be  rent  in  twain  I 
^HfLTfl  years  of  csare  for  thln^  and  tbes 
'     AJike  been  all  amploy'd  in  yhIh  I 

Yet  pFeotoiu  swniff  each  sbattaFd  port^ 
And  erery  fragment  dearer  gvowxii 

Since  be  who  waais  thee  feels  thou  art 
A  fitter  emblem  of  Ai*  owij. 


LIIOS  TO  A  LADY  WEEPING.* 

WemPj  dansfUter  of  a  royal  line, 
A  Sire'fi  disgiiaco,  a  realm's  decay  ; 

Ah  I  bappy  if  each  tear  of  tbino 
Could  waflh  a  fatbar*3  fault  away  1 

We9p*«-fo  llnr  toaiar  wre  Ylrtaa's  taa^ 

Anqiloiom  to  iiMm  suiediiflr  ^« » 
And  be  eaoh  ditop  In  ftitore  jeara 


THE  CHAIN  I  GAVE. 

TBOM  THB  TURKISH. 

Thi  chain  I  gave  was  fidr  to  view. 
The  lute  I  added  sweet  in  sound ; 

The  heart  that  offered  both  was  true. 
And  ill  deserved  the  &te  it  found. 

These  gifts  were  chann'd  by  secret  spell. 
Thy  truth  in  absence  to  oiyine ; 

And  they  have  done  their  duty  well, — 
Alas!  they  could  not  teach  thee  thine. 

That  chain  was  firm  in  every  link. 
But  not  to  bear  a  stranger's  touch ; 

That  lute  was  sweet — ^till  thou  couldst  think 
In  other  hands  its  notes  were  such. 

X^et  him,  who  from  thy  neck  unbound 
The  chain  which  shivered  in  his  grasp^ 

"Who  saw  that  lute  refuse  to  soun<C 
Bestring  the  chords,  renew  the  clasp. 

^When  thou  wert  changed,  they  altered  too ; 

The  chain  is  broke,  the  music  mute. 
^Ks  past— to  them  and  thee  adieu — 

Fihe  heArt,  £rul  chain,  and  stjent  late. 
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TO  SAMUEL  BOGEBS,  ESQ. 

Absent  or  preBent,  still  to  thee. 
My  friend,  what  magio  epeUs  beloog  I 

As  all  can  t^,  who  emre,  like  me. 
In  turn  thy  oonTerse  and  thy  long. 

But  when  the  dreaded  hoar  shall  oome. 
By  Friendship  ever  deem'd  too  nigh. 

And  **  Mbmobt  "  o*er  her  Druid's  tomb 
Shall  weep  that  aogfat  of  thee  can  die^ 

How  fondly  will  she  then  repay 
Thy  homage  offer'd  at  her  shrine. 

And  blend,  while  ages  roll  away, 
Her  name  immortally  with  thine! 


ikprau,im 


ADDRESS, 


SPOKEN  AT  THB  OFENINa  OF  DBUBT-LANB  VHlAfBl,  BATUlDi 
OOTOBBB  10,  1812. 

In  one  dread  night  our  city  saw,  and  aigfa'd. 
Bow'd  to  the  dust,  the  Drama's  tower  of  pride ; 
In  one  short  hour  beheld  the  blazing  &ne, 
Apollo  sink,  and  Shakspeare  cease  to  reign. 

Ye  who  beheld  (oh !  sight  admired  and  moum'd, 
Whose  radiance  mock'd  the  ruin  it  adom'd  I) 
Through  clouds  of  fire  the  massive  fragments  rivOD^ 
Like  Israel's  pillar,  chase  the  night  from  hMven ; 
Saw  the  long  column  of  revolving  flames 
Shake  its  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames, 
While  thousands,  throng'd  around  the  burning  dome^ 
Shrank  back  appiall'd,  and  trembled  for  their  noms^ 
As  glared  the  volumn'd  blaze,  and  ghastly  riione 
The  skies,  with  lightnings  awiul  as  their  own. 
Till  blackening  asnes  and  the  lonely  wall 
Usurp'd  the  Muse's  realm,  and  marVd  her  &11 ; 
Say — shall  this  new,  nor  less  aspiring  pile, 
Rear'd  where  once  rose  the  migntiest  m  our  isle, 
Know  the  same  &.vour  wl^ch  the  former  knew, 
A  shrine  for  Shakspeare — ^worthy  him  and  you  t 

Tes— it  shall  be— the  magio  of  that  name 
Defies  the  scythe  of  time,  the  torch  of  flame ; 
On  the  same  spot  still  consecrates  the  scene. 
And  bids  the  Drama  be  where  she  hath  been: 
This  fiibrio's  birth  attests  the  potent  spdl — 
Indulge  our  honest  pride,  and  say,  Hoie  inUI 

Ab  soars  this  &iiq  io  exxm^aJtA  ^^\&^, 
Oh  I  might  we  draw  o>xr  om.Qiiaixoxa.VlbA'gd^ 


4 


BoraB  hour  propitiouB  to  our  pra^^a:^  may  Ixiaat 

If  am  CB  such  ua  hnlloi?  sViU  tha  dome  we  I  oat. 

On  Drury  firet  your  Siddooft"  thrilling^  art 

O'orwhofm'cl  the  gentloatj  Btonn'd  ll^  staniest  bcart, 

Od  Dniry,  Garrick'B  latest  laiirels  ^ew  ; 

HtJra  yout  la^st  tears  r&tirmg  Eoscius  draw, 

&a.;,^h^d  hiB  k^t  tKnukSr  and  wept  hig  li^^t  ndi<ni ; 

But  fitill  for  living  wit  th&  wreatbs  may  bloom. 

That  only  waste  Lheir  odours  o'er  tlie  tomb. 

Buch  Drury  claim' d  and  claims — nor  you  relufld 

Ono  tribute  to  revive  hia  slumb&riug  muaa ; 

"With  gaj'laudis  deck  your  own  Menander*s  h^a/i  I  * 

Nor  hooj-d  your  honours  idly  for  the  doad  ]  1 

Dimr  aro  tho  days  ^hich  made  our  aiiuak  brigLtj 
Ero  Garrick  flal,  or  Brinsley  ceased  to  write. 
Hcim  to  their  taboura^  Hk^  all  higb-boru  belrSj 
Vaifl  of  &w  ancostry  ua  thoy  of  iheirs  ; 
"WMlo  tbus  Rememm'fluce  borrows  Banquo'a  glas& 
To  clrdm  tbo  aceptrod  fihadows  aa  they  paas. 
And  \te  the  mirror  hold^  wLera  imngad  abine 
lEamortal  namea^  emblazou'd  on  our  UnOj  i 

Paua&— aro  thotr  f&&Mor  ofifopring  you  condemn, 
IbSect  how  bard  the  task  to  rirai  tbcm  \ 

Meods  of  the  stage  1  to  whom  both  Flajen  and  Flayi 

Most  sue  alike  lor  pardon  or  for  praise. 

Whose  judfi^ng  voice  and  eye  alone  direct 

The  boundkss  power  to  cherish  or  reject ; 

If  e'er  frivolity  nas  led  to  &me, 

And  made  ns  blush  that  you  forbore  to  blame ; 

If  e*er  the  sinking  stage  could  condescend 

To  soothe  the  sickly  taste  it  dare  not  mend. 

All  past  reproach  may  present  scenes  refute. 
And  oensore,  wisely  loud,  be  justly  mute  I 
Oh !  since  your  fiat  stami>«  the  Drama's  laws. 
Forbear  to  mock  us  witn  mi«pJacea  applause ; 
So  pride  shall  doubly  nerve  the  actor's  powers. 
And  reason's  voice  be  echo'd  l^Mik  by  ours  1 

This  greeting  o'er,  the  ancient  rule  obey'd. 
The  Drama's  homage  by  ner  herald  paid. 
Receive  our  welcome  too,  whose  every  tone 
Bprings  from  our  hearts,  and  £Edn  would  win  yom*  own. 
The  curtain  rises — may  our  stage  unfold 
Scenes  not  unworthy  Drury's  days  of  old  1 
Britons  our  judges,  I^fature  &r  our  guide. 
Still  may  ve  please — long,  long  may  f7»  preside  1 
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VERSES  FOUND  IN  A  SUMMERHOUSB  i 
HALESOWEN. 

When  Dryden's  fool,*  "  unknowing  what  he  Boitfri 
Ills  hours  in  whistling  spent,  "  for  want  of  thou^ 
This  guiltless  oaf  his  vacancy  of  sense 
Supplied,  and  amply  too,  by  innocence. 
Did  modem  swains,  possessed  of  Cymon's  powers 
In  Cymon*s  manner  waste  their  leisure  hours. 
The  oflfended  guests  would  not,  with  blushing,  sod 
These  fair  green  walks  disgraced  by  in&my. 
Severe  the  fate  of  modem  fools,  alas  t 
When  vice  and  folly  mark  them  as  they  pass. 
Like  noxious  reptiles  o'er  the  whiten'd  wall, 
The  filth  they  leave  still  points  out  where  they  en 

•  "  Qjinon,  a  down,  who  ne'er  had  dzeamt  of  loTe."— 

DsTDBH'i  JroftemiHKien  4 

t  At  nalei-Owen  the  poet  Shenstone  was  hailed, and  **  The  Leaeowes"  mi 
ronliguoiu  to  it  It  was  prohably  lome  deeeeratifm  of  the  poet's  tomh,  «r  f 
leale,  that  gave  hlrth  to  these  Unei. 


THE  WALTZ : 

AN    APOSTBOPHIC    HTMN. 


axanM 


DIaam  tAnuHmr  Vutoou 

*  aadi  m  aaxota%  UakM,  or  Oynthla's  iMls^t, 
DIaiiA  MMBs :  •^  10  sh*  ^^wt"«^  tha  ilcht. 
WkMi  la  tikt  daoM  th*  gntoaftil  goddflH  iMds 
&•  qpliit  a(  aymphi^  and  orwtopa  thoir  hnda."—  Detmbi's  Hrya 


TO   THE   PUBLISHER. 

Sir,— I  am  a  eoontrj  gcntJenian  of  a  midland  eowaty,  I  mlf^ht  have 
been  a  paiUament-maa  lor  a  certain  boroafh,  bavins  had  the  oilier  of  as 
many  Totaaaa  General  T.  at  tiie  general  election  in  181S.*  Bat  I  was  all 
fordomeatlc  bwplnenj  aa,  fifteen  years  aeo,  on  a  visit  to  London,  I 
married  a  middle-aged  maid  of  honoar.  We  lived  happily  at  Horoem 
Hall  tin  laat  leatoo,  when  my  wife  and  I  were  invited  by  the  Countess  of 
Waltzaway  (a  dirtaat  relation  of  my  spouse)  to  pass  the  winter  in  town. 

Thinking  no  harm,  and  our  girls  being  come  to  a  marriageable  (or, 
as  they  call  it,  wutrkeUMe)  age,  and  having  besides  a  Chancery  suit 
invetent^  entailed  upon  the  fsmlly  estate,  we  came  up  in  our  oM 
chariot,  of  whidi,  hj  the  bre,  my  wife  grew  so  much  ashamed  in  less 
than  a  week,  that  I  was  oboged  to  boy  a  ^econd.hand  barouche,  of  which 
I  might  numnt  the  box,  Mrst  H.  says,  if  I  could  drive,  but  never  see  the 
inside— that  plaoe  being  reserved  for  the  Honourable  Augustus  Tiptoe, 
her  partner-gcneral and  opera-knight.  Hearing  great  praises  of  Mrs.  H.'s 
dancing  (she  was  fiunoos  for  bfarthnight  mhiuets  in  the  latter  end  of  the  lout 
centmrjr),  I  oabootedL  and  went  to  a  ball  at  the  Countess's,  expecting  to  sec 
a  country  danee,  or,  «t  most,  cotillons,  reels,  and  all  the  old  paces  to  the 
newest  tones.  But  Judge  <tf  my  surprise,  on  arriving,  to  see  poor  dear 
Mrs.  Hovnem  wlUi  her  arms  half  round  the  loins  of  a  huge  hussar-looking 
gentleman  I  never  set  cm  on  before;  and  his,  to  say  truth,  rather  more 
tlum  half  round  her  waut,  taming  roond,  and  round,  and  round,  to  a 
d  d  see-saw   up-and-down  sort  of  tune,  tliat  reminded  me  of  the 

** Black  |6ke,"  only  more  "qfettuoso,**  till  it  made  me  quite  giddy  with 
wondering  they  were  not  so.  By-and-by  they  stopped  a  bit,  and  I 
thought  they  would  sit  or  fsll  down  .—but  no  j  with  Mrs.  H.'s  hand  on  Itis 
shoulder,  **qumm  familiarUer**  t  (as  Terence  said  when  I  was  at  school), 
they  walked  about  a  minat^  and  then  at  it  again,  like  two  cockchafers 
spitted  upon  the  same  bodkin.  I  asked  what  all  this  meant,  when,  with 
a  load  langh,  a  chOd  no  older  than  our  Wilhelmina  (a  name  I  never  heard 
but  in  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  though  her  mother  would  call  her  after  the 
Princess  of  Swappenbach)  said,  *'  Lord,  Mr.  Homem,  can*t  you  see  they  are 
▼altzing  I  '*  or  waltzing  ( I  forget  which ) ;  and  then  up  she  got,  and  her 
mother  and  sister,  jtnd  away  they  went,  and  round-abouted  it  till  supper, 
time.    Now,  that  I  know  what  it  is,  I  like  it  of  all  things,  and  so  does 

•  StKto  €f  the  pon  (iMk  div)>  & 

f  Mj  lAtia  Is  sU  foiiottan,  if  a  man  eaa  be  ntd  to  have  foxsotten  what  he  never 
HHiwnliTKl ;  1ml  I  bou^t  mj  tttle^page  motto  of  a  OathoUe  prleet  tor  a  three-ehUlLog 
baak  toiken,  after  sa«eh  nagriliig  tot  the  «mn  ilxpenee.  I  icnidged  the  money  to  a  papu^ 
balaf  aUforthemMDOvy  efPeroevalaod'*  Kopopery,**  andqutengrettlng  the  downfall 
«f  the  pope,  beewHt  w«  esort  iNHen  him  any  moTCk 
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Mrs.  H.  (thongh  I  have  broken  my  sbins,  and  four  times  overturned  Mn. 
Homem's  maid,  in  practising:  the  preliminary  steps  in  a  morning).  Indeed 
so  much  do  I  lilce  it,  that  having  a  turn  for  rhyme,  tastily  displayed  in 
some  election  ballads,  and  songs  in  honour  of  all  the  victories  (bat  till 
lately  I  have  had  little  practice  in  that  way),  I  sat  down,  and,  with  the  aid 
of  William  Fitzgerald,  Esq.,  and  a  few  liints  flrom  Dr.  Busby  (wbo&e 
recitations  1  attend,  and  am  monstrous  fond  of  Master  Busby's  manner  of 
delivering  his  father's  late  successful  **Drury  Lane  Address  "),  I  composed 
the  following  hymn,  wherewithal  to  make  my  sentiments  known  to  tlie 
public  j  whom  nevertheless,  I  heartily  despise,  as  well  as  the  critics. 
I  am.  Sir,  yoors,  &c.  &c. 

HORACE  HORNEM. 


THE  WALTZ. 


MnsB  of  the  many-twmkling  feet !  whose  cliarms* 
Are  now  extended  up  from  legs  to  arms : 
Terpsicliore  ! — too  long  misdeem'd  a  maid-^ 
Reproachful  term — ^bestow'd  but  to  upbraid — 
Henceforth  in  all  the  bronze  of  brightness  shine, 
The  least  a  vestal  of  the  viigin  Nine. 
Far  be  from  thee  and  thine  the  name  of  prude ; 
Mock*d,  yet  trimnphant ;  sneer'd  at,  unsubdued ; 
Thy  legs  must  move  to  conquer  as  they  fly, 
If  but  thy  coats  are  reasonaoly  high  ; 
Thy  breast — ^if  bare  enough — ^reqmres  no  shield ; 
Dance  forth, — sans  armour  thou  shalt  take  the  field, 
And  own — ^impregnable  to  most  assaults. 
Thy  not  too  lawfully  begotten  "  Waltz." 

Hail,  nimble  nymph  1  to  whom  the  young  hussar, 
The  whisker'd  votary  of  waltz  and  war. 
His  night  devotes,  despite  of  spur  and  boots  ; 
A  sight  unmatched  since  Orpheus  and  his  brutes : 
Hail,  spirit-stirring  Waltz ! — beneath  whose  banners 
A  modem  hero  fought  for  modish  manners ; 
On  Hounslow's  heath  to  rival  Wellesley*s  fame,^ 
Cock'd — fired— and  miss'd  his  man — but  gain'd  his  aim ; 


*  "  01anc«  their  many-twinkling  feei."— Gbat. 

t  ToriTalLordWellesIey's,  or  hia  nephew's,  as  the  reader  pleases  >—iht  one  calnaAt 
pretty  woman,  whom  he  deserved,  by  fighting  for;  and  the  other,  has  been  flfntiagii 
ihe  Fminsula  many  a  long  day,  "  by  Shrewsbury  dock,"  without  gaining  ai^tUafii 
that  country  but  the  title  of  "  the  Great  Lord  ,•"  and  "  the  Lord ;"  irhl<^  ta.rovntiV» 

fanation.  haTinir  been  hitherto  Annlied   nnlv  tn  Otak.  TSAinir  tn  whnm   **  9^  nnmma'tti 


fanation,  having  been  hitherto  applied  only  to  that  Being  to  whom  **  TbL 

carnage  are  the  rankest  blasphemy.    It  is  to  be  presumed  that  the  general  wlU  0B»4« 
return  to  his  Sabine  farm  ;  there 

"  To  tame  the  genius  of  the  stubborn  plain, 
Almotl  at  quickljf  as  he  conquer'd  Spaiu  1 " 
The  Lord  Peterborough  conquered  continents  in  a  summer;  we  do  iixife    we umlitw 
both  to  conquer  and  lose  them  in  a  ahoriu  wmou.   If  the  "  great  Lcnd'k  **  CTimliiaJhS 
pn^trcBB  in  flArloalture  be  no  speeddex  t3[i»n  \;he  -s«o!VnM^'B<ittl  wv«e««k  ^  tboae  Inlfepril 
couplet,  itwUl,  according  to  the  ftamer'apto^eit\>,^»"  T>\jw\*^3a%'«V«BL^ia«»r 
By  the  bye— one  of  this  illustrioua  per&ou'e  ue^  UUea  Sa  tot^^XKn.— *&  >a^Vsm«at 


THE  WALIX.  lis 

Hal],  moving  Muse  1  to  whom  the  fail  oue's  br6ast 

Gives  all  it  can,  and  bids  us  take  the  rest. 

Oh  I  lor  the  flow  of  Busbr,  or  of  Fits^ 

The  latter^s  \0yalt3r,  the  rormer's  wits. 

To  "  enemse  the  object  I  pursuei** 

And  give  both  Belial  and  his  dance  thetr  dtie ! 

Imperial  Waltz  1  imported  from  the  Rhine 
(Famed  for  the  growth  of  pedigrees  and  wine). 
Long  be  thine  import  fiom  all  duty  free, 
Andhock  itself  be  less  esteem'd  than  thee : 
In  some  few  qualities  alike— for  hock 
Improves  our  cellar— ^Aoti  our  living  stock. 
The  head  to  hock  belongs— thy  subtler  art 
Intoxicates  alone  the  heedless  heart : 
Through  the  ftill  veins  th^  gentler  poison  sni^lmii, 
And  irakes  to  wantonness  we  willing  limbs. 

Oh,  Germany,  how  mueh  to  thee  we  owe^ 
As  heaven-bom  Pitt  can  testify  below. 
Ere  cursed  confederation  made  thee  France's, 
And  only  left  us  thy  d-^ — d  debts  and  da&ces  ! 
Of  subsidies  and  Hanover  bereft. 
We  bless  thee  still-^lfor  George  the  Third  is  left ! 
Of  kings  the  best— and  last,  not  least  in  worth. 
For  graciously  begetting  George  the  Fourth. 
To  Germany,  and  highnesses  serene> 
Who  owe  us  millions-— don't  we  owe  the  Queen  ? 
To  Germany,  what  owe  we  not  besides  ? 
So  oft  bestowing  Brunswickers  and  brides  ; 
Who  paid  for  vulgar,  with  her  royal  blood. 
Drawn  from  the  stem  of  each  Teutonic  stud ; 
Who  sent  us — so  be  pardon' d  all  her  faults — 
A  dozen  dukes,  some  kings,  a  queen — and  Walts. 

But  peace  to  her — ^her  emperor  and  diet. 
Though  now  transferr'd to  Buonaparte's  "fiat ! " 
Back  to  my  theme — 0  Muse  of  Motion  !  say. 
How  first  to  Albion  found  thy  Waltz  her  way  ? 

Borne  on  the  breath  of  hyperborean  gales. 
From  Hamburg's  port  (while  Hamburg  yet  had  mails) 
Ero  yet  xmlucl^  fame — compell'd  to  creep 
To  snowy  Gottenburg — was  chill'd  to  sleep  ; 
Or,  starting  from  her  slumbers,  deign'd  arise, 
Heligoland,  to  stock  thy  mart  with  lies ; 

■ft  ttmauberlDg—**  Salvador  del  mundo  I "  ertdiU  poateri  I  If  this  be  the  appella- 
■■UMxed  t^  the  Inhabitants  of  the  Peninsnla  to  the  name  of  a  man  who  has  not  yet 
ni tiMB— qoery,  are  they  worth  saving,  even  in  this  world?  for,  aocordine  to  the 
Uat  modiflcailons  of  any  Christian  creed,  those  three  words  make  the  odds  much 
iMi  tham  in  the  next,  "  Saviour  of  the  world,"  quotha  I— it  were  to  be  wished  that 
•raayoiMdse,  could  save  a  corner  of  it— his  country.  Tet  this  stupid  misnomer, 
ks«|b  it  shows  the  near  connection  between  superstition  and  Impiety,  so  tax  liaaits 
,  ttfs*  It  pioves  there  can  be  lltUe  to  dread  firom  those  Gatbolics  (inquisitorial  Caiho- 
ftss)  who  can  eonfer  such  an  appellation  on  a  Protettant.    I  suppose  next  yeat  he  -wVI 

!j*^*^r,^2-*^/^^''^"''  f^^'fi^^so  Gordon  himaelf  wowld  hi^enothlna 
^teitoguebnbanlbMStArdaorourLady  uf  Babylon.  "w«^"a 
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While  unbumt  Moscow  yet  had  news  to  send,* 

Nor  owed  her  fiery  exit  to  a  friend^ 

She  came — ^Waltz  came — and  with  her  certain  selB 

Of  true  despatches,  and  as  true  gazettes  : 

Then  flamed  of  Austerlitz  the  blest  despatch. 

Which  Moniteur  nor  Morning  Post  can  match ; 

And — almost  orush'd  beneath  the  glorious  news — 

Ten  plays — and  forty  tales  of  Kotzebue's ; 

One  envoy's  letters,  six  composers'  airs, 

And  loads  from  Frankfort  and  from  Leipsio  fidrs ; 

Meiner's  four  volumes  upon  momankind. 

Like  Lapland  witches  to  insure  a  wind ; 

Brunck's  heaviest  tome  for  ballast,  and,  to  back  it. 

Of  Heyn&,  such  as  should  not  sink  the  packet. 

Fraught  with  this  cargo — and  her  fairest  freight, 
Delightful  Waltz,  on  tiptoe  for  a  mate. 
The  welcome  vessel  reach'd  the  genial  strand,  > 
And  round  her  fiock'd  tne  daughters  of  the  land. 
Not  decent  David,  when,  before  the  ark, 
His  grand  pas-seid  excited  some  remark  ; 
Not  love-lorn  Quixote,  when  his  Sanoho  thought 
The  knight's  fandango  friskier  than  it  ought ; 
Not  soft  Herodias,  when,  with  winning  traad. 
Her  nimble  feet  danced  off  another's  head ; 
Not  Cleopatra  on  her  galley's  deck, 
Display'd  so  much  of  leg,  or  more  of  neck. 
Than  uiou,  ambrosial  Waltz,  when  first  the  moon 
Beheld  thee  twirling  to  a  Saxon  tune  1 

To  you,  ye  husbands  of  ten  years  !  whose  brows 
Ache  with  the  annual  tributes  of  a  spouse ; 
To  you  of  nine  years  less,  who  only  bear 
The  budding  sprouts  of  those  that  you  shall  wear. 
With  added  ornaments  around  them  roH'd 
Of  native  brass,  or  law-awarded  gold ; 
To  you,  ye  matrons,  ever  on  the  watch 
To  mar  a  son's,  or  make  a  daughter's  match  ; 
To  you,  ye  children  of— whom  chance  accords — 
A  Iways  the  ladies,  and  sometimet  the  lords ; 
To  you,  ye  single  gentlemen,  who  seek 
Torments  for  life,  or  pleasures  for  a  week  ; 
As  Love  or  Hymen  your  endeavours  guide. 
To  gain  your  own,  or  snatch  another's  bride ; — 

Viil-^iblKJ  fur.  AiaaiLgbt  citliar  dct^llt  CQlklt^  ll*  tlui  ^iujiiad  iaBpiLti;li  £t  iif  4iir  aluutirfiS 
aiiiUuamtwt,  ha  did  nist  alAt«  (balnsf  too  mucli  ocCHpitii  with  Uw  trii^oltl  yf  CtJoucI  0-— -4 
tn  ■Wlhtmltig  lirnn  f^DZf^n,  uiil  e?i Hoping  «T«r  N«d«  lui4K&t)l«)  t^t  OBS  mxiXtv  J^ftuVlllOfl 
pflrtlbtd  hj  r^luino  Id  tlia  moAt  [ii'B[auchi>l7  n&Aaner,  U  faUowi  t— ^  QflDSml  IlD*top<7bUi'd 
CQlUUmilUt^  i;ouflig:'&tfDD,  the  canjuiDptlon  ut  i«ijdV  i£d  tnln  oQ  T1W«Df»at,  tluUt  tiN 
uiATlut  vw  liandHju&Cfl  to  the  danuuid ;  BLud  thni  ont  bondnd  uiid  thLrtr-tnnti  Uiomuul 

Knou  weft  ilnnrod  la  deatb^  \>j  belug  [«3u(^  to  irbulHOIXlfl  dWt.  Ttt^  lua^lg'Kion  vf 
udciii  iu^va  aLutw  lulMciibcd  a  -^i^t  \wt  oIJ)  aplecsflp  Uld  Uiv  ^low-^uiiU^ti  hlhva 
vn&nliu(mBly  v(^t*»L  a  qanutltf  0I  the  beet  oiGiiIdi  |foar  to  Uh  pooiliJ],  to  itta  Ht\ixl  oi  ^* 
furrlvlni^  ScyUikmtt  f— the  Bfan^iL;  will  aoDn*  hy  mucJl  u:«rifOD«j  Alid  a  nrcn«J  ht(«lllk«  lo 
the  quant]/ mXhex  i|ui]]  tho  H^anitUty  of  pravifllciD,  b«  brtaUy  iJI^tIauhJ,  it  Ik  ttlldni  th 
^vtniu,  tLnt  isfae  untdunVkvd  l^kni^e  haa  HiUoTilml  iljttar  thfiuujid  L«t5V««  f)?r  a  d*r'>  w"' 
to  9ttt  •ttSwing  auurattotaxwi. 
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To  one  and  all  the  lovely  stranger  came. 
And  eyery  ball-room  echoes  wim  her  name* 

Endearinpf  Waltz ! — ^to  thy  more  melting  tone 
Bow  Irish  iig  and  ancient  rigadoon. 
Scotch  reek,  avaimt !  and  comitry-dance,  forego 
Tour  future  claims  to  each  &ntastio  toe  ! 
Waltz — ^Waltz  alone — ^both  logs  and  arms  demand;!^ 
Iab«id  of  feet,  and  lavish  of  her  hands  ; 
Hands  which  may  freely  range  in  public  sip^ht 
Where  ne'er  before— but— pray  "  put  out  the  light." 
Methinks  the  glare  of  yonder  chandelier 
Shines  much  too  &r— or  I  am  much  too  near ; 
And  true,  though  strai^ge— Waltz  whispers  this  remark, 
"  My  slippery  i^ps  are  safest  in  the  dark ! " 
But  nere  the  Muse  with  due  decorum  halts. 
And  lends  her  longest  petticoat  to  Waltz. 

Observant  travellers  of  every  time  1 
Te  quartos  publish'd  upon  every  clime ! 
Oh,  say,  shall  dull  Bomaika's  heavy  round, 
Fandai^'s  wriggle,  or  Bolero's  bound ; 
Can  Egypt's  Almas*— tantalizing  group — 
Columbia's  oaperers  to  the  warlike  whoop — 
Can  aught  from  cold  Eamschatka  to  Cape  Horn 
With  Waltz  oompcure,  or  after  Waltz  be  borne  ? 
Ah,  no  I  from  Moriei^s  pages  down  to  Gkilt's, 
Each  tourist  pens  a  paragraph  for  "  Waltz." 

Shades  of  those  belles  whose  reign  began  of  yore. 
With  George  the  Third's,  and  ended  long  before  ! 
Though  in  your  daughters'  daughters  yet  you  thrive. 
Burst  from  your  lead,  and  be  yourselves  alive  ! 
Back  to  the  ball-room  speed  your  spectred  host ; 
Fool's  Paradise  is  dull  to  that  you  lost. 
No  treacherous  powder  bids  conjecture  quake ; 
No  sti£f-starch'd  stays  make  meddling  fingers  ache 
n^ransferr'd  to  those  ambiguous  things  that  ape 
Goats  in  their  visage,  women  in  their  shape)  ;t 
No  damsel  fronts  when  rather  closely  press' d. 
But  more  caressing  seems  when  most  caress'd ; 
Superfluous  hartshorn,  and  reviving  salts. 
Both  banish'd  by  the  sovereign  cordial  "Waltz." 

Daad,!lf ^]A— If  bo  do  for  Wi*  »ll*t  WfJtjE  4oth  t^i\M. 

It  (satiDi  bl  cQinplftfned  naWf  u  in  U19  Tfi^j  £UxiVildre>  tliPOn  ^^  ^^  "  S'^^u^  J^  lA 
LXj"  thAit  IbeTB  1m  "  no  whifikcn ; "  bnt  ^m/w  fkr  UttK  are  Indk&tiQDi  or  valour  In  tbo 
L»  or  «ljrirli«i[T,  tnAv  ttill  be  (iucfttlQiiB,ble.  Much  lu^  be,  had  h&th  t»en ,  BtVoUclunl  Ou 
1  aUlcK.  In  tliA  <)ld«li  Umei  pbLloKiplieTn  hiul  vbLaJije^Tii,  and  BoldLtm  nuUA— Sk;l[iio 
ailf  wa^iiB^VDii  — Uuiiilbiil  tban^bt  bk  ontii  ej^  bjuKldCMne  enbugh  without  k  bchm  ;; 
~  '  '  ~p  Uu  QUl^qmrt  iTDra  &  burd  (bTkvEn^  irartji  an  bEa  ehln,  i^blcti  neither  Uu 
'~  ■  oor  flTBQ  the  courtLen  mild  JiLidt^f^TtLnniiB  bnd  whLakon^  >lArlb<mnigh 
_ITt«  it  tmlirbEikcrHl,  tfae  Reffent  w'bisjLeiied  ;  "  urgal"  grfAtUCM  Kit  m^n^ 
W^^  tiT ttiM-y  not  go  togietber;  but  c^rt&int?  tbe  different  ULXumilHI,  llnot 
nmrtb  of  Uw  lut  JHflHtlDQed^  go  foriber  in  b&balf  o(  wbljikcn  tJiniL  the  Ali4M^b«mA  of 
d^  did  mgaintt  Umg  hotr  tn  Uu  nipi  of  Eenir  I-  i^onnt^rET,  rftl  VTjU  fr  fkTuOllt* 
nr.  Bh  IiVSovlA  Blart^'m^xaaady  of  BJUn  Alla^t  ISSl,  At;!;  L  t^tid  I. 
f\iiM(i.^NQV  ftra  mffBit-'Wb>t  Maiirad  b«KFd  ramew  ti^ii  "bx  tht  wii^^ow  T 
ifiriafKL^A  bliwk  juui'k.l  think. 

T^ftta.—l  U:lLu^  not  vo-'.  1  tii^ak  A  ndj  for  that  li  most  in  ftmhloD." 
}S7«  i>  "  iidthinn  ntjir  imdiKF  \h»  vim  ;."  but  red^^  thun  m  jf»awu*t  )u«  wvm  lul^tiidAA 

-  -" "IflVMltFOr* 
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SeductiTe  Walts  1 — though  on  thy  natiTO  ihor* 
Even  Werter's  self  prodaim'd  thee  luJf  a  whore ; 
Wertor — ^to  decent  vice  though  much  inclined. 
Yet  warm,  not  wanton  ;  da^ed^  but  not  blind^- 
Though  gentle  Genlis,  in  her  strife  with  StaSl^ 
Would  e^  proscribe  thee  from  a  Paris  ball ; 
Thee  fashion  hails— from  countesses  to  queens, 
And  maids  and  valets  waltz  behind  the  scenes ; 
Wide  and  mdre  wide  thv  witching  circle  spreads^ 
And  turns— if  nothing  else — at  l^st  our  heads  ; 
With  thee  even  clumsy  cits  attempt  to  bounce, 
And  cockneys  practise  what  they  can't  pronounce. 
God !  how  the  glorious  theme  m^  strain  exalts. 
And  rhyme  finos  partner  rhyme  m  praise  of  Walts  1 

Blest  was  the  time  Waltz  choee  for  her  dSbwt ; 
The  court,  the  Regent,  like  herself  were  new  f 
New  face  for  friends,  for  foes  some  new  rewards; 
New  ornaments  for  black  and  royal  guards  ; 
New  laws  to  hang  the  rogues  ihak,  roai'd  £br  bread; 
Now  coins  (most  new)  to  folbw  those  that  fled  ;t 
Now  victories — nor  can  we  prize  them  less^ 
Though  Jenkyt  wonders  at  his  own  Aocoess ; 
New  wars,  because  the  old  suooeed  so  well. 
That  most  survivors  envy  those  who  fell ; 
New  mistresses — no,  old— and  ^et  'tis  txxia. 
Though  they  bo  old,  the  iking  u  something  new ; 
Each  new,  quite  new — (except  some  andont  tricks),) 
New  white-sticks,  gold-sticks,  broom-sticks,  all  new  I 
With  vests  or  ribbons  deck'd  alike  in  hue. 
New  troopers  strut,  new  turncoats  blush  in  blue ; 

So  saith  tne  muse :  my ,  what  say  you  ?|| 

Such  was  the  time  when  Waltz  might  best  maintain 
Her  new  proferments  in  this  novel  reign  ; 
Such  was  the  time,  nor  ever  yet  was  such ; 
Hoops  aro  no  more,  and  petticoats  not  TMtehi 
Morals  and  minuets,  virtue  and  her  sta^ 
And  tell-talo  powder — all  have  had  their  days. 
The  ball  begins — ^the  honours  of  the  house 
First  duly  done  by  daughter  or  by  spouse, 

•  An  anachronism— Waltz  and  the  tettl*  of  Aiutsdlts  •>•  ImAhes  «ld  lite 
the  ball  together ;  the  bard  meant  (If  he  means  anythiii(),Walti  vu  not  M 
TOffue  till  the  Regent  attained  the  aomA  of  his  popularity.  Walts,  tha  eom^ 
and  the  new  government.  Illuminated  heaven  and  earth.  In  all  their  dflxy^p 
the  some  time ;  of  them  the  comet  only  has  dlatppaMrM;  tha  olh«r  ttuM  m 
astonish  ns  atiU.— Printer'*  J)«»a. 

f  Amongst  others  a  new  ninepenoe— a  creditaUa  ooln  now  ffwihaomlng,  vmII 
fn  paper,  at  the  fairert  calculation. 


{ ••  Oh  that  right  should  thus  overcome  wtiaki  /"  Who  dMi  aot  shmbAv M 
loTwtigaUon  "  in  tha  "  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor  t**— 

**  FortL—Vmy  yon,  oome  near :  if  I  snspect  vithoui  oaiua,  irbj  ttMA  ■•! 
me:  then  let  me  be  your  jest;  I  deserve  it    How  now  t  whithar  bear  yoa  thk 

**  Jlrt.  /WiC— What  have  you  to  do  whither  thay  bear  ttf— yoa  wan  hMk  ■ 
buck-washing." 

I  The  gentto,  or  ftrooioos,  reader  nuiy  fill  up  tha  blank  as  ha  plaaMaHkhMMj 

dlMyUabio  names  at  his  tervVce  (be\n«  i:ixe»d7  Vo.  tha  BaganVal ;  tt  voaild  M 

Lock  any  peculiar  initial  afsiut  ttia  «lpYia.\N^.  «a  tmBTtofiBL^^vflL  aM  *•  ft 

ADterad  for  the  swaapalakea  :-a  diBt.VncQkhaA.Q«BaoittSB^WiaaAW\i«^tetaMi 

agi&Iiiat  tha  wlshea  of  the  fenowiiw  one*. 
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Some  potentate— or  royal  or  oerene— 

With  Kent's  gay  gcaoe,  or  sapient  Gloster^s  mien. 

Leads  forth  the  ready  dame,  whose  rising  flush 

Might  onoe  have  been  mistaken  for  a  blush. 

From  where  the  garb  just  leaves  the  bosom  free. 

That  qx)t  where  hearts  were  onoe  supposed  to  be  ;* 

Round  all  the  oonflnes  of  the  yielded  waist. 

The  stranger's  hand  may  wander  nndinplaoed  ; 

The  lady's  in  return  may  grasp  as  much 

As  prinoely  paunches  onar  to  ner  iovch. 

Pleased  rouiM  the  chalky  floor  how  well  tHiey  VJP, 

One  hand  r^>osinff  on  4ihe  royal  hip ; 

The  other  io  the  monldflr  no  leas  royal 

Ascending  with  afieotion  tndy  loyali 

Thus  front  to  front  the  partners  moye  or  stan^. 

The  foot  may  rest,  bat  mme  withdraw  tiie  luuid ; 

And  all  in  tvn  may  fioJlow  in  their  lank, 

The Earlo^— Asterisk,  and X«dj^-rB]ank ; 

Sir— Such-a-one-r-w^h  those  of  fashion's  hp^ 

For  whoBfi  blest  vfue^aj^e^-rvide  "Moinu)g  J^ost " 

(Or  if  for  that  impar|afJ|vint  too  late. 

Search  Doctors'  Coipunons  six  months  ;&om  mft  ^fM» 

Thus  an  ana  each,  in  jnoTcinients  s^  or  fHaJir, 

The  genial  contact  gentry  yn^ivgo ; 

Till  some  might  manrd,  wUh  ^v^o4^  ?^*^ 

If  "  nothing  fo^ws  all  this  pitlwia^  .vonk^  "f 

True,  honest  Mirza ! — ^you  may  trust  my  rhyme —  . 

Something  does  follow  at  a  fitter  time ; 

The  breast  thus  pnblidy  rwngn'd  to  man 

In  private  may  resist  mm if  it  can. 

O  ye  who  loved  our  grandmothers  of  yore, 
Fitzpatrick,  Sheridan,  and  many  more  1 
Ana  thou,  my  Prince  I  whose  soverdgn  taste  and  will 
It  is  to  love  the  lovely  beldamep  still  T 
Thou  ghost  of  Queenabury  t  whose  jud^gngitpiili^ 
Satan  may  spare  to  peep  a  single  nighlj. 
Pronounce — ^  ever  in  your  days  of  bliss 
Asmodeus  struck  so  bnght  %  stroke  as  this  f 
To  teach  the  young  ideas  how  to  rise, 
Flush  in  the  dieek,  and  languish  Iq  the  eyes ; 
Rush  to  the  heart,  and  lighten  through  the  firaune. 
With  half-told  wish  and  ill-dissembled  flame  : 
For  prurient  nature  still  will  storm  the  breast — 
Who,  tempted  thus,  can  answer  for  the  rest  f 

Bat  ye— who  never  felt  a  single  thought 
For  what  our  morala  are  to  be,  or  ougjit  j 

*  W«  hrnn  Aaaged  aU  thAt,"  tMjn  the  Mode  Doetoi^'^fcis  aU  jon»— Aflmodew  knowi 
n.  After  All.  it  Is  of  no  gnat  Impovtuioe  hirw  iroa»Mi's  l^^futejps  4ispoMd  of ;  thay 
t  Mtare^  priTlkg*  to  dittrUrate  thorn  m  Ahrardly  «p  poinfue.  But  then  are  also 
»  men  vftb  h«axti  to  thoronghlj  bad,  aa  to  remind  ne  of  those  phenomena  often 
tioosdlAoatarslhlstoKT;  vis.  a  man  of  solid  stone— only  to  be  opened  bj  foro»— and 
adtndsd,  70a  find  a  toad  In  ttas  oentn,  liye^,  and  with  the  reputotion  of  being 

ot,  her*  aa  Impertlnsnt  and  ^ojtPffLww,  question— literally 

,  hjrik  Persian  to  MorierTOTTso^AiJpSlii  fnK-Vida  Moriet^t 
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Who  wisely  wish  the  charms  you  view  to  revp, 
Say — ^would  you  make  those  beauties  quite  so  cheap 
Hot  irom  the  hands  promiscuously  applied. 
Round  the  slis^ht  waist,  or  down  the  glowing  side. 
Where  were  t^e  rapture  then  to  clasp  the  form 
From  this  lewd  grasp  and  lawless  contact  worm  ? 
At  once  love's  most  endearing  thought  resign. 
To  press  the  hand  so  pressed  by  none  but  thine ; 
To  gaze  upon  that  eye  which  never  met 
Another's  ardent  look  without  regret ; 
Approach  the  lip  which  all,  without  restraint. 
Come  near  enough — ^if  not  to  touch — ^to  taint ; 
If  such  thou  lovest — ^love  her  then  no  more. 
Or  give — ^like  her — caresses  to  a  score ; 
Her  mind  with  these  is  gone,  and  with  it  go 
The  little  left  behind  it  to  bestow. 

Voluptuous  Waltz  !  and  dare  I  thus  blaspheme  I 
Thy  bard  forgot  thy  praises  were  his  theme. 
Terpsichore,  forcive  I—at  every  ball 
Mr  wife  now  wfJtzes  and  mv  distughters  tkallj 
liy  son — (or  stop — ^"tis  needless  to  inquire — 
These  little  accidents  should  ne'er  transpire ; 
Some  ages  hence  our  genealogio  tree 
Will  wear  as  green  a  bough  mr  lum  as  me) — 
Waltzing  shall  rear,  to  make  our  name  amends, 
Graodsons  for  me— in  heirs  to  all  his  friends. 


TO  TIME. 

Time!  on  whose  arbitrary  wing 

The  varying  hours  must  flag  or  fly. 
Whose  tardy  winter,  fleeting  spring. 

But  drag  or  drive  us  on  to  die- 
Hail,  thou  1  who  on  my  birth  bestow'd 

Those  boons  to  all  tnat  know  thee  knows  ; 
Yet  better  I  sustain  thy  load. 

For  now  I  bear  the  weight  alone. 

I  would  not  one  fond  heart  should  share 
The  bitter  moments  thou  hast  given ; 

And  pardon  thee,  since  thou  couldst  spare 
All  that  I  loved,  to  peace  or  heaven. 

To  them  be  joy  or  rest,  on  me 
Thy  future  ms  shall  press  in  vain : 

I  nothing  owe  but  years  to  thee, 
A  debt  already  paid  in  pain. 

Yet  even  that  pain  was  some  relief; 

It  felt,  but  still  forgot  thy  power : 
The  acUve  agony  ol  gdei 

Retards,  but  xveivQc  co^aiVA^i^[i<&\u^rag(« 
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Injoy  Fye  sigh'd  to  think  thy  flight 

Would  soon  subside  from  swift  to  slow ; 
Thy  cloud  could  overcast  the  light. 

But  could  not  add  a  night  to  woe ; 

For  then,  however  drear  and  dark, 

My  soul  was  suited  to  thy  sky ; 
One  star  alone  shot  forth  a  spark 

To  prove  thee  not — ^Etenuty. 

That  beam  hath  sunk,  and  now  thou  art 

A  blank, — a  thing  to  count  and  curse^ 
Through  each  dull  tedious  trifling  part, 

Which  an  regret,  yet  all  rehearse. 

One  scene  even  thou  canst  not  deform ; 

The  limit  of  thy  sloth  or  speed. 
When  future  wanderers  bear  the  storm 

Which  we  shall  sleep  too  sound  to  heed : 

And  I  can  smile  to  think  how  weak 

Thine  efibrts  shortly  shall  be  shown, 
When  all  the  vengeance  thou  canst  wreak 

Must  fidl  upon— a  nameless  stone.    . 


"^OtJ  ART  NOT  FALSE,  BUT  THOU  ART  FICKLE. 

rrnon  art  not  false,  but  thou  art  fickle. 

To  those  thyself  so  fondly  sought ; 
The  tears  that  thou  hast  forced  to  trickle 

Are  doubly  bitter  from  that  thought : 
*Tis  this  which  breaks  the  heart  thou  grievest, 
Too  well  thou  loVst — too  soon  thou  leavest. 

The  wholly  false  the  heart  despises. 

And  spurns  deceiver  and  deceit ; 
'But  she  who  not  a  thought  disguises, 

Whose  love  is  as  sincere  as  sweet, — 
"When  she  can  change  who  loved  so  truly, 
Xt  feels  what  mine  has  felt  so  newly. 

To  dream  of  joy  and  wake  to  sorrow. 

Is  doom'd  to  all  who  love  or  live  ; 
And  if,  when  conscious  on  the  morrow. 

We  scarce  our  fancy  can  forgive. 
That  cheated  us  in  slumber  only. 
To  leave  the  waking  soul  more  lonely. 

What  must  they  feel  whom  no  false  vision. 
But  truest,  tenderest  passion  warm'd  ; 

Sincere,  but  swift  in  sad  transition. 
As  if  a  dream  alone  had  charra'd  ? 

Ah  J  sure  such  grief  is  fancy's  scheming, 

^rda/I  thy  change  can  bo  but  diymmin^  f 


1»  tMOtrfMl 


EEMEMBEB  KSm,  WMX  TASSlOTSFf^  P€^ 

BEMEMBEie  tll^  llSliiOttf  jttSflfetflf  fto^ 

Severely,  deoplif,  t^bf^  |JA^v^: 
Bemember  tboa  fi&t  ^gSMailixM 
When  nexther  fan,  eiko^  M^  IhMTkiV^ 

Oliat  yMdin  Weao^  thai  IM&jbg  ey6^ 
Too  ttiiQb ItftSfeed  «o be bte'd; 

That  gentfe  pnf^y  that-  {deadiagf  c 
The  wilder  wish  reproved,  i 

Oh  1  let  me  iMl  thart^afi  I  1ob6 

But  Mcved  thde  tMt  theet  eonaeieMMrftaM; 
And  biaiBb  foit  every  ptanfg  it  omI 

To  spare  the  vain  remorse  of  years. 

Yet .  thfajR  of  thn  '^nMi  nMtlty  ti  fxxtlgiiiif 
\vn.o6i&  btoy  acteenM  ^nnsp^t  Idamtf, 

Would  do  ffitf  htutt  iShtA  lotiM  Ibei^  WM«^ 
And  brand  a  nearly  blighted  nsone. 

Think  that,  whate'er  to  others,  then 
^4tit  seMi  «Uih  i^aSah  thotgM  MOaa^  i 

1  bless  thy  purer  soul  even  now, 
Even  ik(T9ff  m  nridrtiSglrf  A>nCn,de. 

Oh,  God  r  that  we  h&d  met  hi  time. 
Our  he^krts  as  fond,  thy  hand  more  frMf ; 

When  tbotl  &a^  loved  without  a  erime, 
And  i  bMit  iees  miworthy  thee. 

Far  may  thy  6&yB,  as  heretofore. 
From  this  our  gaudy  world  be  pass'd  I 

And  that  too  f>itter  moment  o'er. 
Oh  t  may  such  trial  be  thy  last  1 

This  heart,  alas  f  perverted  long. 
Itself  deatroy'd,  mieht  thee  ^troy ; 

To  meet  thee  in  the  ^tt^ring  throng, 
Would  wake  Presumption's  hope  of  joy. 

Then  to  the  things  whose  bliss  or  woe. 
Like  mine,  is  wild  and  worthless  all. 

That  world  resign — such  scenes  forego. 
Where  thoae  who  feel  must  surely  fWL 

Thy  youth,  thy  charms,  thy^  tenderness, 
Thy  soul  from  long  seclusion  pore ; 

From  what  even  here  hath  pass  d,  may  guaM 
What  there  thy  bosom  must  endoM. 
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Oh  !  pardon  that  imploring  tear. 

Since  not  by  Virtue  shed  in  vain. 
My  frenzy  drew  from  eyes  so  dear ; 

For  me  they  shall  not  weep  again. 

Thoiogh  long  and  mournful  mvbt  it  be. 
The  thought  that  we  no  more  may  meet ; 

Yet  I  deserve  the  stem  decree, 
And  almost  deem  the  sentence  sweel 

Still,  had  I  loved  thee  less,  my  heart 

Had  then  less  sacrificed  to  thine ; 
It  felt  not  half  so  much  to  part. 

As  if  its  gcdlt  had  uad»  tiiee  waam» 
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"  One  &tal  T«mem1maio»--<me  aorrow  tliAt  throw* 
)t«  bleak  ihade  alike  o'er  our  Joye  and  ma  woee— 
To  which  Life  nothing  darker  nor  brl^ter  can  bring. 
For  whldh  Joy  hath  no  balm— and  amotion  no  itiTig.**— M'OO'F*- 


SAMUEL  ROGERS,  ESQ., 

IS  A  BLIGHT  BUT  X08T  BUTOBBB  TOKBK  OV  JLSXnASZOir  VOB  SIS  OBVIUfi 
BB8PBCT  TOB  SIS  OHABAOTBB,  UTS  SBATITirSB  BOB  HIS  VBIBBDSBI7, 

THIS  PEODUCTION  IS  msCBIBED, 

BY  HIS  OBUGBD  AHD 

▲mOSIOHAfl  BBBTUrr, 

London,  May,  1818.  BYBOK. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  tale  which  these  di^ohited  f]rag:ments  present,  is  founded  npon 
circumstances  now  less  common  in  the  East  than  formerlf;  either  because 
the  ladies  are  more  ctreumspect  than  in  the  **olden  time,"  or  because  the 
Christians  have  better  fortune,  or  less  enterprise.  The  story,  when  entire, 
contained  the  adventures  of  a  female  slave,  who  was  thrown,  in  the 
Mussulman  manner,  into  the  sea  for  infideli^,  and  avenged  by  a  young: 
Venetian,  her  lover,  at  the  time  the  Seven  Islands  were  possessed  by  the 
Republic  of  Venice,  and  soon  after  the  Amauts  were  beaten  baclc  from  the 
Morea,  which  they  had  ravaged  for  some  time  subsequent  to  the  Russian 
invasion.  The  desertion  of  the  Mainotes,  on  being  refused  the  plunder  of 
Misitra,  led  to  the  abandonment  of  that  enterprise,  and  to  the  desolation 
of  the  Morea,  during  which  the  cruelty  exercised  on  all  sides  was 
unparalleled  even  in  tiie  annals  of  the  faithftd. 


*  This  word,  inuuortalized  by  Byron  lu  thia  poem,  and  not  leae  by  Beckford  In 
"  Vathek,"  meana  **  infldel,"  and  is  pronounced  Jffiur,  like  tHam$eMd  and  ether 
Bastemnamea, 


THE  GIAOUE. 


Ko  breath  of  air  to  break  the  wave 
That  rolls  below  the  Athenian's  grave^ 
That  tomb  which,  gleaming  o*er  the  clifi,* 
First  greets  the  homeward-veerinp^  skif^ 
Hkfa  o'er  the  land  he  saved  in  vam ; 
When  shall  such  hero  live  again  I 
•  •  «  •  • 

Fair  clime  t  where  every  season  smiles 
Benignant  o'er  those  blesi^  isles, 
Whidi,  seen  fix)m  far  Colonna's  height, 
Hake  glad  the  heart  that  hails  the  sights 
And  lend  to  loneliness  delight. 
There  mildly  dimpling,  Ocean's  cheek 
Beflects  the  tints  of  many  a  peak 
Canght  by  the  laughing  tides  that  lave 
These  Edens  of  the  Eastern  wave : 
And  if  at  times  a  transient  breeze 
Break  the  blue  crystal  of  the  seas. 
Or  sweep  one  blossom  &om  the  trees. 
How  welcome  is  each  gentle  air 
That  wakes  and  wafts  the  odours  there  I 
For  there — the  Rose  o'er  crag  or  vale. 
Sultana  of  the  Nightin^le,i* 

The  maid  for  whom  his  melody,    * 

His  thousand  songs  are  heard  on  high, 
Blooms  blushing  to  her  lover's  tale  ; 
His  queen,  the  garden  c^ueen,  his  Eoso, 
Unbent  by  winds,  unchill'd  by  snows. 
Far  from  the  winters  of  the  AVest, 
By  every  breeze  and  season  blest, 
Returns  the  sweets  by  natiu-e  given 
In  softest  incense  back  to  heaven ; 
And  grateful  yields  that  smiling  sky 
Her  &irest  hue  and  fragrant  sigh. 
And  many  a  summer  flower  is  there. 
And  many  a  shade  that  love  might  shaie. 
And  manv  a  grotto,  meant  for  rest. 
That  holas  the  pirate  for  a  guest ; 

Db  above  the  roclu  on  the  promontory,  by  some  suppoiod  the  lepuldiM  of 

AUchment  of  the  nightingale  to  the  rose  is  a  well-known  Persian  fable.    If  I 
le^  the  "  Bolbnl  of  » thousand  tales  "  is  one  of  hin  appellations.— /}. 
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Whose  bark  in  sheltering  cove  below 

Lurks  for  the  passing  peaceful  prow. 

Till  the  gay  mariner  s  guitar* 

Is  heard,  and  seen  the  evening  star ; 

Then  stealing  with  the  muffled  oar. 

Far  shaded  by  the  rocky  shqre. 

Bush  the  night-prowlers  on  the  prey. 

And  turn  to  groans  his  roundelay. 

Strange — that  where  Nature  loved  to  tmci^ 

As  if  for  Gods,  a  dwelling-place. 

And  every  charm  and  grace  huh  mix'd 

Within  the  paradise  she  fix'd, 

There  man,  enamour'd  of  distress, 

Should  mar  it  into  wilderness. 

And  trample,  brute-like,  o'er  each  flower 

That  tasks  not  one  laborious  hour ; 

Nor  claims  the  culture  of  his  hand 

To  bloom  along  the  fairy  land. 

But  springs  as  to  preclude  his  care, 

And  sweetly  woos  him — ^but  to  spare ! 

Strange — that  where  all  is  peace  beside, 

There  passion  riots  in  her  pride. 

And  lust  and  rapine  wildly  reign 

To  darken  o*er  the  £Ekir  domain. 

It  is  as  though  the  fiends  prevaO'd 

Against  the  seraphs  they  assail'd. 

And,  fix'd  on  heavenly  uirones,  ^ould  dw6lt 

The  freed  inheritors  of  hell ; 

So  soft  the  scene,  so  form*d  for  joy. 

So  curst  the  tjrrants  that  destroy  1 

Ho  who  hath  bent  him  o'er  the  dead 
'  Ere  the  first  day  of  death  is  fled, 
The  first  dark  day  of  nothingness. 
The  last  of  danger  and  distress, 
(Before  Decay's  efSacmg  fingers 
Have  sw^pt  the  lines  where  beauty  liugora), 
And  mark'd  the  mild  angelic  air. 
The  rapture  of  repose  that's  there. 
The  fiz'd  yet  tender  traits  that  streak 
The  languor  of  the  placid  cheek, 
And — but  for  that  sad  shrouded  eye. 
That  fires  not,  wins  not,  weeps  not  now, 
And  but  for  that  chill,  changeless  bi-ow. 
Where  cold  Obstruction's  apathyi* 
Appals  the  gazing  mourner  s  heart. 
As  if  to  him  it  could  impart 
The  doom  he  dreads,  yet  dwells  upon ; 
Yes,  but  for  these  and  these  alone. 
Some  moments,  ny,  one  treacherous  hour. 
He  still  might  doubt  the  tyrant's  power ; 

*  TlM  guitar  is  Uie  oonitant  Mmaement  of  the  Greek  tttUar  hy  niAt  t 
Wind,  and  during  a  calm.  It  la  nccompauicd  alwaya  by  the  voice,  and  oA 
t  "  Ay,  but  to  die  and  go  we  know  not  where. 

To  Ue  In  oold  obstruction."— if eewtirv  /or  Mmuur*,  J 
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So  fisdr,  so  osim,  w  softly  seail'd^ 

The  first,  last  look  by  death  reveaA^d  I* 

Sudi  is  the  aspect  of  tkis^  shoi'e ; 

Tis  Greece,  but  Hyi&g  Greeevno  siore  f 

So  coldly  sweet,  so  deadly  fear, 

We  start,  for  sool  is  witoti^  tbdrei 

Hers  is  the  fotefineBs  ift  ^tiv, 

That  parts  not  qnite  With  partiBg  bretttk  ; 

But  beauty  irith  tfatft  fearfy  blooMy 

That  hue  which  haunts  it  t6(  t&e  tdBzb/ 

Expression's  last  receding  ray, 

A  gilded  halo  hoverfng^  rouAd  decay, 

The  £Ekrewell  beam  of  FeeHlbig  past  drway  F 
^Mrk  of  that  fiame,  peitehance  of  neavcihly  birth^ 
Which  gleams,  but  warmd  fio  f&ore  its  cheriBh'el  d&rtb  ! 

Clime  of  the  unforgotten  brave  1  + 
Whose  land  from  plain  to  mountain-cave 
Was  Freedom's  home,  or  Glory's  grave  1 
Shrine  of  the  mighty  !  can  it  be 
That  this  is  all  remaans  of  thee  } 
Approach,  thou  crarven  crouching  stave : 

Say,  is  not  thiB>  Tketfzojdpyte  ? 
These  waters  bhee  that  round  you  lavd^ 

Oh  servile  ofbiprmg  ef  the  free — 
Pronounce  what  0e%  Whart  shore  is  this ! 
The  gulf,  the  rock  of  Salamis ! 
These  scenes,  their  story  not  imknown. 
Arise,  and  make  again  your  own  ; 
Snatch  from  the  ashes  of  your  sires 
The  embers  of  their  former  fires  ; 
And  he  who  in  the  strife  expires 
Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  fear 
That  Tyranny  shall  quake  to  hear. 
And  leave  his  sons  a  hope,  a  famcy 
They  too  will  rather  die  than  shame : 
For  Freedom's  battle  once  begun, 
Bequeath'd  by  bleeding  Sire  to  Son, 
Though  baffled  oft  is  ever  won. 
Bear  witness,  Greece,  thy  living  page. 
Attest  it  many  a  deathless  age  ! 
While  kin^,  in  dusty  darkness  hid, 
Have  left  a  nameless  pyramid. 
Thy  heroes,  though  the  general  doom 
Hath  swept  the  column  from  their  tomb, 

it  Uuit  few  of  my  readers  have  ever  had  on  opportunity  of  wltneulne  what  It 
upted  In  de«cription  ;  but  those  who  have  will  probably  retain  a  painful  remem- 

th*t  singular  beauty  which  pervades,  with  few  exceptions,  the  features  of  the 
V  boun,  and  but  for  a  few  hours,  after  "  the  spirit  is  not  there."    It  is  to  be 

In  cases  of  violent  death  by  gun-shot  wounds,  the  expression  is  always  that  of 
'hatever  the  natural  energy  of  the  sufferer's  character ;  but  In  death  from  a  stab, 
QMoee  preaervet  ite  traita  of  feeling  or  ferocity,  and  the  mind  its  bias,  to  the 

be  fact  of  Orecian  history  and  poetry  having  been  the  studies  of  the  brignt 
r«vr  yootli  that  Imparts  such  a  charm  to  all  that  belongs  to  this  country.  Ita 
I  arte,  itill,  it  is  true,  preserve  their  supremacy :  but  in  practical  lessons,  the 
oar  own  immortal  17uk  century,  and  that  of  the  Netherlaads,  an  4|uit«  as 
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A  mightier  monument  oommand^ 
The  monntains  of  their  native  land ! 
There  points  thy  muse  to  stranger's  eye 
The  graves  of  those  that  cannot  die ! 
Twere  lon^  to  tell,  and  sad  to  trace^ 
Each  step  from  splendour  to  disgrace : 
Enough — ^no  foreign  foe  could  quell 
Thy  soul,  till  from  itself  it  fell ; 
Yes!  Self-abasement  paved  the  way 
To  villain-bonds  and  despot  sway. 

What  can  he  tell  who  treads  thy  shore  T 

No  legend  of  thine  olden  time. 
No  theme  on  which  the  muse  might  soar, 
^Bigh  as  thine  own  in  days  of  yore. 

When  man  was  worthy  of  thy  clime. 
The  hearts  within  thy  valleys  bred. 
The  fiery  souls  that  might  have  led 

Thy  sons  to  deeds  sublime. 
Now  crawl  from  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Slaves — nay,  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave,* 

And  callous,  save  to  crime ; 
Stain'd  with  each  evil  that  pollutes 
liankind,  where  least  above  the  brutes ; 
Without  even  savage  virtue  blest, 
Without  one  free  or  valiant  breast. 
Still  to  the  neighbouring  ports  they  waft 
Proverbial  wiles,  and  ancient  craft ; 
In  this  the  subtle  Greek  is  found. 
For  this,  and  this  alone,  renown'd. 
In  vain  might"  Liberty  invoke 
The  spirit  to  its  bondage  broke. 
Or  raise  the  neck  that  courts  tiie  yoke : 
No  more  her  sorrows  I  bewail, 
Tet  this  will  be  a  mournful  tale, 
And  they  who  listen  may  believe. 
Who  heard  it  first  had  cause  to  grieve. 

•  »  «  «  •     ' 

Far,  dark,  along  the  blue  sea  glanciug. 
The  shadows  of  the  rocks  advancing. 
Start  on  the  fisher's  eye  like  boat 
Of  island-pirate  or  Mainote ; 
And  fearful  for  his  light  caique. 
He  shuns  the  near  but  doubtful  creek : 
Though  worn  and  weary  with  his  toil. 
And  cumber'd  with  his  scalv  spoil. 
Slowly,  yet  strongly,  plies  the  oar. 
Till  Port  Leone's  safer  shore 

•  Aihent  li  the  property  of  the  Elslaz  Aga  (the  8laT«  of  the  MTu^  and  gnttdliA< 
women),  who  appoints  theWajrwode.  A  pander  and  eunuch— theae  are  not  pelH 
true  appellationa-now  govertu  the  governor  of  Athens.— i?. 

Such  was  the  case  when  Byron  wrote  this  note,  and  Lady  Morgaii  wrote  **  Ida  of  ii 
Since  then  the  powers  of  Europe  have  made  Greece  a  kingdom,  and  glTen  Imt  «  MM 
whether  ah*  has  z«aaon  to  be  proud  in  either  case,  we  can  hardly  aaj. 


J 
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Receives  him  bj  tho  lovely  light  ^ 

Thjii  host  bocomes  an  Eofiteru  uighL  ^ 

•  it  *  V  ■ 

Wlio  ihunderitig  comes  on  blaokoit  stoadj 
With  slaok^Ti'd  bit  and  hoof  of  g^^eetl  ?  / 

Betieatli  the  clEittcrmg^  iron's  aound  I 

The  (^Tem^d  echoes  wake  around  J 

In  lush  for  lash,  luid  faotiud  for  bound  * 
The  foam  that  strf^ks  the  courseir's  side 
Sectns  gTitber'd  from  the  ocean-tido  t  p 

Though  weary  waves  cj-o  sunk  to  reat^         ■ 
There's  none  witMn  hia  rider's  bi-eaiat ;        ^ 
And  though  to-morrow'a  tompest  lower, 
Tifl  calmer  than  thy  hearty  young  GiaOAir  J 
I  koow  thepe  uotj  I  loatho  thj  race. 
But  in  thy  Urseaments  T  trace 
What  timo  shall  stuengthen,  not  ^aoe ; 
l^umfi^  young  and  p^e,  tbnt  salbw  front 
Jm  laatbed  by  hery  pasBion^s  brunt ; 
Tbotigh  bent  on  eiirth  thine  evil  oye. 
As  meteor-hko  thou  gUdest  by^ 
Kieht  i^ell  I  view  and  deem  thee  one 
Whom  Othman's  sons  should  slay  or  shuD« 

On— en  he  hrust^u'd,  and  ho  drew 

Though  like  a  demon  of  the  night 

He  pass'd,  and  vanigh'd  from  my  sight, 

His  aspect  and  his  air  impressed 

A  troubled  memory  on  my  breast. 

And  long  upon  my  startled  ear 

Rung  his  dark  courser's  hoofs  of  fear. 

He  spurs  his  steed ;  he  nears  the  steep> 

That,  jutting,  shadows  o'er  the  deep ; 

He  winds  around  :  he  hurries  by ; 

The  rock  relieves  nim  from  mine  eye ; 

For  well  Lween  unwelcome  he 

Whose  glance  is  fix'd  on  those  that  flee ; 

And  not  a  star  but  sUnes  too  bright 

On  him  who  takes  such  timeless  m^ht. 

He  wound  along ;  but  ere  he  pass'd. 

One  glance  he  snatch' d,  as  if  his  last^ 

A  moment  chook'd  his  wheeling  steed, 

A  moment  breathed  him  frx>m  his  speed, 

A  moment  on  his  stirrup  stood — 

Why  looks  he  o'er  the  olive  wood  t 

The  crescent  glimmers  on  the  hill. 

The  mosque's  high  lamps  are  quivering  sUli : 

Though  too  remote  for  sound  to  wake 

In  echoes  of  Uie  feur  tophaike,* 

p*"  mviket— 'Hm  Baixam  is  uinoaneed  by  \t»  euuum  st ntflMt;  1 
M  msmqpm,  and  th*  fixing  of  all  Uxiidbi  of  noaU  uom,  loadtd  wt 
xUvtlionii^t-A 
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The  flashes  of  each  joyous  peal 
Are  seen  to  prove  the  Moslem's  EoaL 
To-night,  set  Bhamazani's  sun ; 
To-night,  the  Bahrain  feast's  begui^ ; 
To-night — but  who  and  what  art  thou^ 
Of  foreign  garb  and  fearful  brow  f 
And  wmit  are  these  to  thine  or  thee. 
That  thou  shouldst  ^ther  pause  or  flee  f 

He  stood— some  dread  was  on  his  £m)Q^ 
Soon  Hatred  settled  in  its  place : 
It  rose  not  with  the  reddemmg  flush 
Of  transient  Anger^s  ha»t7  blush. 
But  pale  as  marble  o'er  the  tomb. 
Whose  ghastly  whiteness  aids  its  gloosa. 
His  brow  was  bent,  his  eye  was  ffmeA ; 
He  raised  his  arm,  and  fiercely  laiaed^    . 
And  sternly  shook  his  hand  on  ^f^    ' 
As  doubtmg  to  return  or  fly : 
Impatient  of  his  flight  delay'4. 
Here  loud  his  raven  charger  neig^'d —    ' 
Down  glanced  that  hand,  and  graap'4  his  blade ; 
That  sound  had  burst  his  waking  aBaam« 
As  Slumber  starts  at  owlet's  scream. 
The  spur  hath  lanced  his  courser's  sides ; 
Away,  away,  for  life  he  rides : 
Swift  as  the  hurl'd  on  high  jerreed* 
Springs  to  the  touch  his  startled  steed ; 
The  rock  is  doubled,  and  the  shore 
Shakes  with  the  clattering  tramp  no  more ; 
The  cra^  is  won,  no  more  is  seen 
His  Christian  crest  and  haughty  mien. 
'Twas  but  an  instant  he  restrain'd 
That  fiery  barb  so  sternly  rein'd ; 
'Twas  but  a  moment  that  he  stood. 
Then  sped  as  if  by  death  pursued : 
But  in  that  instant  o'er  his  soul 
Winters  of  Memory  seem'd  to  roll. 
And  gather  in  that  drop  of  time 
A  life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 
O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fears. 
Such  moment  pours  the  grief  of  years: 
What  felt  he  then,  at  once  oppress'd 
By  all  that  most  distracts  the  breast  ? 
Tnat  pause,  which  ponder'd  o'er  his  ^Ae, 
Oh,  who  its  dreary  length  shall  date  1 
Though  in  Time's  record  nearly  nought, 
It  was  Eternity  to  Thought  I 
For  infinite  as  boundless  space 
The  thought  that  Conscience  must  embraoe, 

•  Jerreed,  or  Ctferxld,  a  blunted  Torkiah  Javelin,  which  is  darted  

great  force  and  ptedaion.  It  is  afavoiixite  exoeioiaeof  fheHoBBalmaiia:  taHkaMrail 
ifit  au  be  aaUadAflMmte  one,  iVikw  tbe  inai^«&p«tti&.thaartan«be1)lMk.«aMM« 
^~^-\Uaas)lb.  1  think,  imd  to  ihMa, « ItaiiSfilak  <jb  fk<HnJti^«m ^h*  mJkmH 
le  within  my  obMTyation.—£,  -"-^ 
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Which  in  itself  can  comprehend 
Woo  without  name^  or  nope^  or  end. 

The  hour  is  past,  the  Giaour  is  gone ; 
And  did  he  fly  or  &11  alone  ? 
Woe  to  that  hour  he  came  or  went  i 
The  curse  for  Hassan's  sin  was  sent 
To  turn  a  palace  to  a  tomb : 
Be  came,  he  went,  like  the  simoom^* 
That  harbinger  of  fate  and  gloom,   ' 
Beneath  whose  widely-wasting  breaith 
The  very  cypress  droops  to  d^tth — 
Dark  tree,  still  sad  wnian  others'  grief  is  Aed^ 
The  only  constant  mourner  o'er  the  dead  1 

The  steed  is  vanish'd  from  the  stall ; 
•  No  serf  is  seen  in  Hassan's  hall ; 
The  lonely  Sjader's  thin  gray  pall 
Waves  slowly  widening  o'er  the  wajl ; 
The  Bat  builds  in  his  Haram  bower. 
And  in  the  fortress  of  his  power 
The  Owl  usurps  the  beacon-tower  j 
The  wild-dog  nowls  o'er  the  fountain's  brin^ 
With  bafQeathirst,  and  famine  .grim  j 
For  the  stream  has  shnmk  from  its  marble  bed. 
Where  the  weeds  and  ihe  desolate  dust  jare  spread* 
*Twas  sweet  of  yore  to  see  it  play 
And  chase  the  sultriness  of  day. 
As  springing  high  the  silver  dew 
In  whirls  fantastically  flew. 
And  flung  luxurious  coolness  round 
The  air,  and  verdure  o'er  the  ground. 
'Twas  sweet,  when  cloudless  stars  were  bright. 
To  view  the  wave  of  watery  light. 
And  hear  its  melody  by  night. 
And  oft  had  Hassan's  Childhood  play'd 
Around  the  verge  of  that  cascade ; 
And  oft  upon  his  mother's  breast 
That  sound  had  harmonized  his  rest ; 
And  oft  had  Hassan's  Youth  along 
Its  bank  been  soothed  by  Beauty's  song ; 
And  softer  seem'd  each  melting  tone 
Of  Music  mingled  with  its  own. 
But  ne'er  shall  Hassan's  Age  repose 
Along  the  brink  at  twilight's  close  : 
The  stream  that  fill'd  that  font  is  fled — 
The  blood  that  warm'd  his  heart  is  shed  J 
And  here  no  more  shall  human  voice 
Be  heard  to  rage,  regret,  rejoice. 
The  last  sad  note  that  swell'd  the  gale 
Was  woman's  wildest  funeral  wail : 
Thai  quench'd  in  silence,  all  is  still. 
But  the  lattice  that  flaps  when  the  wind  is  shrill ; 

*W  artb0  dmert,  AtMl  to  tmytUng  Uviag*  *od  often  jaitt««i  to  Ui  W*V«« 
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Though  raves  the  gust,  and  floods  the  rainy 

No  hand  shall  close  its  clasp  again. 

On  desert  sands  'twere  joy  to  scan 

The  rudest  steps  of  fellow  man ; 

So  here  the  very  voice  of  Qrief 

Might  wake  an  Echo  like  relief— 

At  least  'twould  say,  "  All  are  not  gone ; 

There  lingers  Life,  though  but  in  one" — 

For  many  a  gilded  chamber's  there. 

Which  Solitude  might  well  forbear ; 

Within  that  dome  as  yet  Deca^r 

Hath  slowly  work'd  her  cankering  way— 

But  gloom  IS  gather'd  o'er  the  gate. 

Nor  there  the  Fakir's  self  will  wait ; 

Nor  there  will  wandering  Dervise  stay. 

For  bounty  cheers  not  ms  delay ; 

Nor  there  will  weary  stranger  halt 

To  bless  ihe  sacred  ''bread  and  salt.*'  * 

Alike  must  Wealth  and  Poverty 

Pass  heedless  and  unheeded  by. 

For  Courtesy  and  Pity  died 

With  Hassan  on  the  mountain  side. 

His  roof,  that  refuge  unto  men. 

Is  Desolation's  hungry  den. 
The  guest  flies  the  hall,  and  the  vassal  from  labour. 
Since  his  turban  was  deft  by  the  Infldel's  sabre !  f 
*  •  *  •  • 

I  hear  the  sound  of  coming  feet. 
But  not  a  voice  mine  ear  to  greet ; 
More  near — each  turban  I  can  scan. 
And  silver-sheathM  ataghan  ;X 
The  foremost  of  the  band  is  seen 
An  Emir  by  his  garb  of  green :  § 
"  Ho  I  who  art  &ou?"— " This  low  salam|| 
Keplies  of  Moslem  £etith  I  am." 
"  The  burthen  ye  so  gently  bear 
Seems  one  that  claims  your  utmost  care. 
And,  doubtless,  holds  some  precious  freight, 
My  humble  bark  would  gladly  wait." 

"  Thou  speakest  sooth ;  thy  skiff  unmoor,  . 

And  waft  us  &om  the  silent  shore; 

•  To  partake  of  food,  to  break  bread  and  aalt  wltb  jovx  hoct,  insnrw  llMMfMyo^  *^ 
giiest :  even  though  an  enemy,  his  p«raon  from  that  moment  ii  Mmred.— & 
t  I  need  hardly  obeerve,  that  charity  and  hospltaUty  are  th«  flirt  (  " 


uospiiauty  are  «m  nm  aaam  eigoiw^^m 
Mahomet;  and  to  aay  trnth,  rery  generally  practiced  by  hit  diadplM.  Tb»waApt^^ 
that  can  be  bestowed  on  a  chief.  Is  a  panegyric  on  hii  boanty ;  the  noctyOAUiTiloaK,'^ 
t  The  ataghan.  a  long  dagger  worn  with  pistols  in  the  belt.  In  a  natal  MaM#*"' 
generaUy  of  sUrer ;  and,  among  the  wealthier,  gilt,  or  of  gold.— Jl.  ^ 

§  Oreen  is  the  pririlMed  oolonr  of  the  Frophef  s  nnmerons  pratended  ilninim dints ;  ^^^ 
them,  as  here,  ftdth  (the  ftodly  inheritance)  is  supposed  to  sapsnad*  tt*  MOMitt^* 
good  works :  they  are  the  wont  of  a  yeiy  indifferent  orood.—JI. 

f  "  Salam  alelkonm  I  aleikonm  islam  l"—-  Peace  be  with  yoa:  be  wiOi  jonnmrn^ 
tb0  MlutoUon  reserved  for  the  ftith»3lt— \o  «^  <3kuA:Aiaai,<«1Irlsnilar-<Nrfi» 
icnmsjf*  or,  "  Babaa  bireMm,  satoasi  ixroaa*— "  0«A  VMI^^  ^pwA  «^«a.V  ^sipi' 
Umm,  "  Jfajr  jma  tad  be  bappT*"  mo  t^  ^«ro»^  «\u\m.— ft* 
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Kay,  leare  the  sail  still  furl'd,  and  ply 
The  nearest  oar  that's  scattered  by. 
And  midway  to  those  rocks  where  sleep 
The  channell'd  waters  dark  and  deep. 
Rest  from  your  task — so— bravely  done. 
Our  course  has  been  right  swifUy  run  ; 
Yet  'tis  Uie  longest  voyage,  I  trow, 
That  one  of *'      *  * 


Sullen  it  plung^  and  slowly  sank. 
The  calm  wave  rippled  to  the  bank ; 
I  watch'd  it  as  it  sank :  methought 
Some  motion  from  the  current  caught 
Bestirred  it  more, — 'twas  but  the  beam 
That  checkered  o'er  the  living  stream : 
I  gazed,  till  vanishing  from  view. 
Like  lessening  pebble  it  withdrew ; 
Still  less  and  less,  a  speck  of  white 
That  gemm'd  the  tide,  then  mock*d  the  light ; 
And  ful  its  hidden  secrets  sleep. 
Known  but  to  Qenii  of  the  deep. 
Which,  trembling  in  their  conJ  caves. 
They  dare  not  whisper  to  the  waves. 


As  rising  on  its  purple  wing 
The  insect-queen  of  eastern  spring,* 
O'er  emerald  meadows  of  Kashmeer 
Invites  the  young  pursuer  near. 
And  leads  mm  on  nrom  flower  to  flower, 
A  weary  chase  and  wasted  hour. 
Then  leaves  him,  as  it  soars  on  high. 
With  panting  heart  and  tearful  eye : 
So  Beauty  lures  the  full-grown  child. 
With  hue  as  bright,  and  wing  as  wild  ; 
A  chase  of  idle  hopes  and  fears, 
Sogun  in  folly,  closed  in  tears. 
If  won,  to  equal  ills  betray' d. 
Woe  waits  the  insect  and  the  maid  ; 
A  life  of  pain,  the  loss  of  peace. 
From  infant's  play  and  man's  caprice  ; 
The  lovely  toy  so  fiercely  sought. 
Hath  lost  its  charm  by  being  caught. 
For  every  touch  that  woo'd  its  stay 
Hath  brush'd  its  brightest  hues  away. 
Till  charm,  and  hue,  and  beauty  gone, 
'TIS  left  to  fly  or  fall  alone. 
With  wounded  wing  or  bleeding  breast, 
Ah  !  where  shall  either  victim  rest  ] 
Cau  this  with  faded  pinion  soar  ' 

From  rose  to  tulip  as  before  ? 

*>%' irZayvii/  battnUjr of  Kiuhmeer,  the xnoBt  nxe  and  beantlfnl  oiihvipwtaii  ~B 
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Someirbat  oiiim  htA  Bmbsui  deem'd 
But  Btm  80  ft»d»  ao  frit  she  teern'd^ 
Too  wen  ho  trarted  to  tlio  slave 
Whoee  tntithaj  denrvod  a  graTo : 
And  on  that  evo  iMid  gone  to  mosqii& 
And  thenoe  to  ftast  in  his  kiosk. 
£kioh  is  tho  talo  his  NubianB  tell. 
Who  did  not  wateh  their  ohaige  too  wdi : 
Bat  others  H^,  that  on  that  nighty 
By  pale  Ffaiogari'S*  trembling  light, 
liM  GKaour  iqMm  his  jet-black  steed 
Was  seen,  but  seen  alone^  to  speed 
With  bloodj  spur  along  the  shore. 
Nor  maid  nor  page  behmd  him  borew 

Bar  iyi^s  dark  obarm  'twere  vain  to  telly 
But  gaae  on  that  of  the  Gasellei, 
It  wm  assist  thy  fiuK^  well : 
As  larg^  as  laiuiaislunglj  dark. 
Bat  Smilbeam'd  forth  m  every  spark 
That  darted  trom  beneath  the  lid. 
Bright  as  the  jewel  of  Giamscbid.'t' 
Tea,  Soul,  and  should  our  Prophet  say 
That  form  was  nought  but  breathing  clay, 
grAlla!  I  Ironld  answer  nay ; 
Though  on  Al-Sbat'is  t  «rch  I  stood, 
Whi<m  totters  o'er  the  fiery  flood, 
V^th  Paradise  within  my  view. 
And  all  his  Houris  beokoning  through. 
Oh !  who  young  Leila's  glance  could  read 
And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed,§ 
Which  saith  that  woman  is  but  dust, 
A  souUess  toy  for  tyrant's  lust  ? 
On  her  might  Moftbrt  gaae»  and  own 
That  throi^  her  eye  the  Immortal  shone ; 
On  her  &ir  cheek's  un&ding  hue 
The  yomig  pomegranate's  blossomB  strew  |t 
Their  bloom  in  brashes  ever  new ; 

•  PhiBful,  the  mooB^— J: 

t  Tbe  «datemtod  lUialom  nhj  of  Bnltiia  Otamachld,  the  embellisher  of  Istakhar ;  ttom 
Its  KileBdoar,  namad  SdMbgenf. "  the  Toich  of  Might ;"  also,  the  "  Cup  of  the  Sun,"  &o. 
In  tha  flzst  edttioa,  **  OianiMhId"  was  written  as  a  word  of  thxee  svUablea  ;  so  D'Uerbelot 
has  It ;  bat  I  am  told  Blohanlson  reduces  It  to  a  dissyllable,  and  writes  "  Jamshld."  I 
li»T«  laft  in  the  text  the  orthography  of  the  one,  with  the  pronunciation  of  the  other.— 0. 

Moat  writen  now  wofald  prefix  a  H,  which  reconciles  the  Eastern  with  the  Itnllan 


I  Al-Strat,  the  bridge  <tf  tetedth,  less  than  the  thread  of  a  fiunlshed  spider,  over  which 
, mnstsfa  -  •  -^    - 


iakate  into  TaiMittt  to  which  it  is  the  only  entrance  , 
■ottba  womt,  the  river  bneath  being  h«U  itself,  into  which,  as  may  be  expected,  the 
—kllf>d  and  tender  of  root  contrive  to  tumble  with  a  "  facills  descensus  Avemi,"  not 
wBiypleasinf  in  prospect  tfOw  next  pafesengor.   There  is  a  shorter  cut  downwards  to  the 


a  A  vulgar  anor :  the  Keian  aUots  at  least  a  third  of  Pftradlae  to  well-behaved  women 
W  tu  the  greater  number  of  Muasidmaas  interpret  the  text  their  own  wasr,  and 
«nlM»  their  MOJetJes  fhmi  heaven.  Being  enemies  to  Platonics,  they  cannot  discern 
*  anr  MaflMOf  things*  in  the  souls  of  the  other  sex,  conoelving  them  to  be  superseded 

wfwmmnunm.'-B. 

I  aa«riaBtaI  stmile,  whle]&  naj,  perhaps,  though  fkirlj  stolen,  be  d«enMd  "utoi 
2nto  vi^ia  Arahie.**— i^ 
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Her  hair  in  hyacinthine  flow,* 
'When  left  to  roll  its  folds  below. 
As  midst  her  handmaids  in  the  hall 
8he  stood  superior  to  them  all. 
Hath  swept  the  marble  where  her  feet 
Gleam'd  whiter  than  the  mountain  sleety 
Kre  from  the  cloud  that  gave  it  birth 
It  fell,  and  caught  one  stain  of  earth. 
The  cygnet  nobly  walks  the  water ; 
So  moved  on  earth  Circassians  daughter. 
The  loveliest  bird  of  Franguestan  fi* 
As  rears  her  crest  the  ruffled  Swan, 

And  spurns  the  wave  with  wings  of  pride^ 
When  pass  the  steps  of  stranger  man 

Along  the  banks  that  bound  her  tide ; 
Thus  rose  fair  Leila's  whiter  neck : — 
Thus  arm*d  with  beauty  would  she  check 
Intrusion's  glance,  till  Folly's  gase 
Shrunk  from  the  charms  it  meant  to  piaise : 
Thus  high  and  graceful  was  her  gait ; 
Her  heut  as  tender  to  her  mate ; 
Her  mate — stem  Hassan,  who  was  he  ! 
Alas  1  that  name  was  not  for  thee ! 

*  •  *  *  • 

Stem  Hassan  hath  a  journey  ta'en 
With  twenty  vassals  in  his  train. 
Each  arm'd,  as  best  becomes  a  man. 
With  arquebuss  and  ataghan ; 
The  chief  before,  as  deck'd  for  war. 
Bears  in  his  belt  the  scimitar 
Stain'd  with  the  best  of  Amaut  blood. 
When  in  the  pass  the  rebels  stood. 
And  few  retum'd  to  tell  the  tale 
Of  what  befell  in  Fame's  vale. 
The  pistols  which  his  girdle  bore 
Wcro  those  that  once  a  pacha  wore,  ^^ 

Which  still,  though  gemm'd  and  boss'd  with  gold^^ 
Even  robbers  tremble  to  behold. 
'Tis  said  he  goes  to  woo  a  bride 
More  true  than  her  who  left  his  sde  ; 
The  faithless  slave  that  broke  her  bower. 
And,  worse  than  faithless,  for  a  Giaour ! 

•  *  *  •  • 

The  sun's  last  rays  are  on  the  hill. 
And  sparkle  in  the  foimtain  rill. 
Whose  welcome  waters,  cool  and  dear. 
Draw  blessings  from  the  mountaineer ; 
Here  may  the  loitering  merchant  Greek 
Find  that  repose  'twere  vain  t^  seek] 

*  Hyacinthine,  in  Axabio  "  Simbnl  ;*  u  common  H  thoncht  In  tfat 
WMninongtbeOreekB.— A  "  - 

t  "  FrangnectAn,"  C^rcaaBia.— JB, 
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b  oitiHt,  lodgecl  too  neir  Ut  kNNl, 
And  tnmUlQff  Ibr  hlo  oeorofc  hoard-- 
Htro  BMgr  ho  urt  whtro  nono  ean  aeo^ 
Incvowaift  doifo^  in  dooortfl  fireo ; 
Aad  wUih  fttUddm  wino  iiuij  otdii 
Xho  boi«d  a  Moitan  imiife  not  dndii. 


Tki  fBMBMMfc  Tlvtar 'o  in  tba  gip>» 
OoonioQoiMi  by  hli  yilkyv  OOP  s 
llioiii>inl<mgtliMfngli|ioaiowfaflo 
Wind  doi«r^  iliraiUEb  the  loDg  defilo  t 
Jkhovii^  tho  nooBtimi  nan  •  peak, 
Whm  Tnttam  vhii  tho  thh^  beak ; 
And  tiMlm  m^  ho  a  iMuife  to^dght, 
ShaU  toaqp*  tMm  doim  «»  moRow'o  Uglits 
hmimfb,  >  itfi»^o  wintiy  ■twMua 

And  Jift  a  cteBDol  hloak  and  ban^ 
Saio  ihndio  tiioi  apflqg  to  poridi  thoro : 
~     I  aidotiio  midway  pakhthoco  lay 


flDMJl  hnkaii  onipi  Of  omnito  grajy 
By tfani^  orBlOllntafalSfl^ltnfau^  rivn 
Iran  aamiBifei  okd  in  nSfU  ofiiearen ; 
Ikirwfafln  la  ho  that  hath  beheld 
The  peak  cf  Uakma  unveO'dt 
•  •  •  ♦  • 

They  reach  the  grove  of  pine  at  last : 
"Bismillah  1  *  now  the  peril's  past ; 
For  yonder  view  the  opening  puun. 
And  there  we^  prick  our  steeds  amain : " 
The  Chiaus  spoke,  and  as  he  said, 
A  bullet  whistled  o'er  his  head;    ' 
The  foremost  Tartar  bites  the  ground ! 

Scarce  had  they  time  to  check  the  rein, 
Snift  from  their  steeds  the  riders  bound ; 

But  three  shall  never  mount  again : 
Unseen  the  foes  that  gave  the  wound. 

The  dying  ask  revenge  in  vain. 
With  steel  unsheath'd,  and  carbine  bent^' 
Some  o'er  thefar  ooursei^s  harness  leant. 

Half  sheltered  by  the  steed ; 
Seme  fly  behind  the  nearest  rock. 
And  there  await  the  coming  shock. 

Nor  tamely  stand  to  bleed 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  foes  unseen. 
Who  dare  not  quit  their  craggy  screen. 
Stem  Hassan  only  from  his  horse 
Disdains  to  light,  and  keeps  his  course^ 
Till  fiery  flashes  in  the  van 
Proclaim  too  sure  the  robber-clan 

^~w  in  Hm  nam*  of  CM ;"  tlie  eommenoamoit  of  all  Um  ohaiiUnoftkt 
«ioM«  and  of  pnywaadihaalcagiTiiif.— A 
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Have  wen  seeured  tlie  eulT  ifay 
Gould  now  ayail  tl|»  promlaed  prpy  I 
Then  ourVd  his  very  oeavd  wit4  in^* 
And  glared  hie  eye  with  fieroar  fire : 
"  Though  fig:  and  DfifMT  ih^  bnUela  hte 
IVe  'scaped  a  bloodier  hour  than  t)u9,'^ 
And  now  the  foe  their  covert  quift^ 
And  call  his  vassals  to  submit ; 
But  Hassan's  frown  and  ftoious  word 
Are  dreaded  more  than  hostile  mford, 
Nor  of  his  little  band  a  mail 
Berig^'d  carbine  or  atagfaan. 
Nor  raised  the  eraven  or^,  Aaunm  \f 
In  fuller  sight  more  near  ancl  near^ 
The  latel;^  ambush'd  Ibes  9;^>ear, 
Andy  issuing  from  the  grove,  advance 
Some  who  on  battle  eharfferpnmee. 
Who  leads  them  on  with%ragn  bnm^t 
Far  flashing  in  his  red  r^ht  lupd  t 
'"Tishel^tishel  Iknowbfannow; 
I  know  him  by  his  pallid  brow ; 
I  know  him  by  the  evU  eye  t 
That  aids  his  envious  treachery  ; 
I  know  him  by  his  jet-blaok  hub  | 
Though  now  array'd  in  Arnavt  gV^ 
Apostate  from  his  own  vile  fidth. 
It  shall  not  save  iiim  from  the  deatih : 
'Tishel  well  met  in  ajny  hp^rf 
Lost  Lola's  love^  aocursiBd  Qfacor  t* 

As  rolls  the  river  into  ooeai^ 


Beats  back  the  current  nu^y  a  rood> 
In  curling  foam  and  mingUi^  flood. 
While  eddying  whirl,  and  breniking  wave. 
Boused  by  the  blasts  of  winter,  rave : 
Through  s^kling  spray,  in  thundenng  dasbi 
The'li^htmngs  of  the  waters  fli^ 
In  awml  whiteness  o'er  the  shores 
That  shines  and  shakes  b^ieath  uie  roar  3 
Thus— as  the  stream  and  ocean  grcet^ 
With  waves  that  madden  as  Uiey  meetp— 
Thus  join  the  bands,  whom  mutual  wropg^ 
And  &te,  and  fury,  drive  along. 

•  A  xthenomenon  not  vncomsum  wiili  mi  uigiy  MnandaMB.  b  1M«  1 
Tuha,'*  wbiaken  at  a  dlplomatio  andianoe  iren  bo  Icm  Itrelj  irtik  toill^ 
Ugar  eafto,  to  the  horror  of  aU  the  dxagomaiii ;  the  portaatam  aMntaflUM  ta 
■tood  ereet  of  their  own  aooord,  andwereexpaetedavagyineBiaattoai— pi 
bat  at  hot  eondeacended  to  auhalde,  vhich,  probaUj aavad  mora  Immvi 
tal]Mdhelra.-A 

f  **  Amann/'  quarter,  pardon.— A 

•  Tha"«Tliey«,'*aeammonanp«r8tlti<min  fhaLavMii*  nd  aftAdakft 
•fR»et8  are  jet  very  aingolar  on  thoae  who  eofnoatre  thanaalvaaaawM.— A 
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The  biokfriag  flabres'  shivering  jar ; 

And,  pealing  wide  or  rizi^iing  near. 

Its  eonoes  on  the  throbbing  ear. 
The  deathshot  hissing  from  afar ; 
The  shock,  the  shout,  the  groan  of  war, 

Keyerb^te  along  that  vale. 

More  suited  to  th^  shepherd's  tale : 
Though  few  the  nuB^bers— tlieii^  the  ettife, 
That  nsitlier  spar^  noir  spealpi  fbr  life  1 
Ahl  ftmdly  yonthiiil  hearts  can  presSi 
To  seise  and  share  tbe  dear  earess ; 
But  loTS  itself  oonld  never  pant 
For  all  that  Be«utj  sifl^  to  grant. 
With  half  the  fervour  Hat^  bestonni 
Upon  the  last  einlnnaee  ot'fees, 
when  gn^ipling  in  tiie  fighii  th^  ibid 
Those  arms  that  ne'er  sh^  }ose  their  hold ; 
Friends  meet  to  part ;  Iiove  laughs  at  fedth  * 
TnB  foes,  onee  metj  are  join'd  nil  death  I 

*  •  «  •  * 

With  sabre  fihlv^r'd  to  the  hilt, 
Yet  dripjpins  with  the  bloo4  he  spilt ; 
Yet  qtram^d  wilhiD  the  eeTer^d  band 
Which  quiTGrfi  round  thi^t  faithless  brand ; 
Hi*  turban  f&t  baMud  iiim  roll'd, 
And  deft  in  twain  its  ^nc^st  ibid  | 
HIk  'flowing  robe  by  &Ic1iiau  tom, 
And  criFij^uT)  as  iT'iu?":-  l■?^>n'"i.^  of  mom 
That,  streak'd  with  dusky  red,  portend 
The  day  shall  have  a  stormy  end ; 
A  stain  on  every  bush  that  bore 
A  fragment  of  his  palampore,^ 
His  breast  with  wounds  unnumber'd  riven, 
His  back  to  earth,  his  &oe  to  heaven^ 
Fall'n  Hassan  lies— his  unclosed  eye 
Yet  lowering  on  his  enemy. 
As  if  the  hour  that  seal'd  his  fete 
Surviving  lefl*^  his  ouenchless  hate ; 
And  o'er  him  bends  that  toe,  with  brow 
As  dark  as  his  that  bled  below. — 


"  Yes,  Leila  sleeps  beneath  the  wave^ 
Bat  his  shall  be  a  rodder  grave ; 
Her  spirit  pointed  well  the  steel 
Which  taught  that  felon  heart  to  feet 
He  call'd  the  Prophet,  but  his  power 
Was  vain  against  the  vengefiU  Giaour: 
He  call'd  on  Alia — ^but  the  word 
Arose  unheeded  or  unheard. 
Thou  Paynim  fool !  could  Leila's  prayer 
Be  pass'd,  and  thine  accorded  there! 

*  Th«  flowOT«d  ihawli  generally  worn  by  penoni  of  nnk.- 
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I  watch'd  my  time,  I  leagued  with  these. 
The  traitor  in  his  torn  to  seise ; 
My  wrath  is  wreak'd,  the  deed  is  done^ 
And  now  I  go— but  go  alone." 


The  browsing  cameV  bells  are  tinkling : 
His  Mother  kx^d  from  her  lattice  high— 

Sbe  saw  the  dews  of  ere  beq>rinkling 
The  pastore  green  beneath  her  e^e. 

She  saw  Hm  planets  fidntly  twuiklinjBr: 
"  Tia  twilight — sore  his  train  is  nigh.^ 
She  could  not  rest  in  the  garden-bower. 
Bat  gazed  through  the  grate  of  his  steepest  tower : 
"Why  comes  he  not?  ms  steeds  are  fleets 
Kor  shrink  they  from  the  summer  heat ; 
Why  sends  not  the  bridegroom  his  promised  gift  ? 
Is  his  heart  more  cold,  or  his  barb  less  swift! 
Oh,  false  reproach ;  yon  Tartar  now 
Has  gain'd  onr  nearest  mountain's  l»ow. 
And  warily  the  8teq>  descends, 
And  now  within  the  Talley  bends ; 
And  he  bears  the  gift  at  his  saddle  bow^ 
How  could  I  deem  h^  tourser  slow? 
Ri^t  well  my  largess  shall  repay 
His  welcome  speed,  and  weary  way." 

The  Tartar  lighted  at  the  gate, 
But  scarce  upheld  his  fednting  weight ; 
His  swarthy  visage  spake  distress. 
But  this  mijght  be  from  weariness ; 
His  garb  with  sanguine  spots  was  dyed^ 
But  these  might  be  from  his  courser's  side. . 
He  drew  the  token  fix)m  his  vest- 
Angel  of  Death  1  'tis  Hassan's  cloven  crest ! 
His  calpac*  rent — ^his  caftan  red — 
**  Lady,  a  fearful  bride  thy  Son  hath  wad : 
Me,  not  from  mercv,  did  they  spare. 
But  this  empurpled  pledge  to  bear. 
Peace  to  the  brave  I  whose  blood  is  spilt ; 
Woe  to  the  Qiaour  I  for  his  the  guilt,^* 

•  *  •  •  • 

A  turban  carved  in  coarsest  stone,^ 
A  pillar  with  rank  weeds  o'ergrown. 
Whereon  can  now  be  scarcely  read 
The  Koran  verse  that  mourns  the  dead. 
Point  out  the  spot  where  Hassan  fell 
A  victim  in  that  lonely  dell« 

•  Th««dpMl«  the  solid  oap  or  oentre  part  of  the  head-diMs;  the  shawl  it  wond  ni 
It*  and  formi  th«  turba&.~£. 

t  The  turban,  itlllar.  and  InsoriptlTe  verae,  decorate  the  tomb*  of  the  Osmanll 
whether  In  the  cemetery  or  the  wUdemess.    In  the  mountains  you  frequently  pais  if-* 
uieiuenioe ;  and  un  inquiry  you  are  informed  that  they  record  aome  Tictim  of  leta 
ylttBder,  orrerenffe<— A 
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There  ftleepa  as  trae  an  Osmanlie 

As  e'er  at  Mecca  bent  the  knee ; 

As  ever  scom'd  forbidden  wine. 

Or  pray'd  with  &ce  towards  the  shrine, 

la  orisons  resomed  anew 

At  solemn  sound  of  "Alia  Hu  I  "♦ 

Tet  died  he  by  a  stranger's  hand. 

And  stranger  m  his  native  land ; 

Yet  died  he  as  in  arms  he  stood. 

And  unavenged,  at  least  in  blood. 

But  him  the  maids  ef  Paradise 

Impatient  to  their  halls  invite. 
And  the  dark  heaven  of  Houris*  eyes 

On  him  shall  glance  for  ever  bright ; 
They  come— theur  kerchiefs  green  they  wavo,f 
And  welcome  with  a  kiss  the  brave  I 
Who  fidls  in  battle  'gainst  a  Qiaour 
Is  worthiest  an  immortal  bower. 


But  thou,  £Edse  Infidel !  shall  writhe 
Beneath  avenging  Monkir's  scythe ;  Z 
And  from  its  torments  'scape  alone 
To  wander  round  lost  Eblis^§  throne ; 
And  fire,  unquench'd,  unquenchable. 
Around,  witmn,  thy  heart  shall  dwell ; 
Nor  ear  can  hear  nor  tongue  can  tell 
The  tortures  of  that  inwiurd  hell ! 
Bat  first,  on  earth  as  Vampire  sentH 
Thy  corse  shall  from  its  tomb  be  rent : 
Then  ghastly  haunt  thy  native  place. 
And  suck  the  blood  of  all  thy  race  ; 
There  from  thy  daughter,  sister,  wife, 
At  midnight  drain  tae  stream  of  life  ; 
Yet  loath  the  banauet  which  perforce 
Must  feed  thy  livid  living  corse : 
Thy  victims,  ere  they  yet  expire. 
Shall  know  the  demon  for  their  sire, 

laHul"  the  conelodlng  words  of  the  Muezzin's  call  to  prayer  from  the  highest 
w  the  exterior  of  the  minuet.  On  a  still  evening,  when  the  Muezzin  has  a  flue 
'tMh  is  fi^quently  tli*  case,  the  effect  Is  solemn  and  beautiful  beyond  all  the  bells 
UaduoL—B. 

fijaffwkdg  i»  pvt  of  » Ibttle-soiLf  of  the  Turks  *.—"  I  see— 1  tee  a  dirt-Eyed  ^irl  of 
'.  iM  %he  warv  »  luuidk«ii;hltf,  A  Viftnihiaf  nt  g»«n  ;  atid  orhe*  alcmd,  '  Come, 
i^ricTB  liiee,'"  Ac.—£. 

klrntid  Xeklr  t^TB  tjja  J uqulition  df  the  {IcfUl,  Trtfon  wh^m  the  ccrpaa  tlDd^S^gOTR 
iHflfiabe  and  [irr[um(j>j7  IrALnSug  for  dMllJinatJ  OS.  Jt  Ujg  sjuwici'ft  ai^e  nujieof 
Bt,  he  ki  b^nJed  np  wHh  h  in;ytht  tittti  thumj^td  down  wLtli  a  red-hot  liiace  till 
lAtuBcd.  viLb  a  Ta;t^l]r  of  tuU<kliJt^  inxiWtldlu.  The  of ELce  aM  boe  hlUj^cIs  in 
ft;  thtre  are  but  i-vtf,  Mid  tJi«  jLiimber  t^t  ^rtbodQi  deccA^ed  bcinj;  In  rtiiiDall 
D  La  IhB  r«iaaind«r^  tbeti^  hAJiilj  aj^  alw&^'i  fiiU.  CoufluLt  &:i]q'j  fEorau.^^iii. 
.  the  UrienitAl  Priji;;o  [if  QatluL^HfL, —  J?. 

!uubire  flupervLitLctu.  U  PtUI  geneni  In  the  L^Tiuit,  Urmaat  Tourti  efart  lells  a 
i  tLJcI)  ^Tr,  ^iLLllkfy.  in  blj  not^*  on  *'  'ritttl^ijA,"  riuotea,  ^bout  tlieto  "  Vrou- 
as  ht  cuJiJi  Uk^cu,  The  Ko^atc  tarm  i*  "  VardouLuLho."  I  rm^Utjct  &  whole 
tyf  t*mAe^  by  thH  mcre&a^  ai  a  cbild ,  whStb  Kiifj  iniBfJned  mmt  pnicevd  from 
itaXlOD.  Tb«  Cl^i^^  HDTdr  mention  Ibe  woni  wiiituut  horror.  I  ^nd  that 
tu»*' iM  Ul  ul'A  ieg^lliualti  Ifoll^ntc^  Ajtpell^tL'^n — at  Icaat  1b  bd  appUtd  tu  Arse- 
^ecotdilig  to  tb^  QroekA,  wna  alter  Lli  dfatA  ikniinat^d  by  tlm  U«tU+^— The 
wwrfctj  ttH  the  woni  I  oiBDiUint— j?d 
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As  oarsing  thee,  thou  ouning  them, 
Thy  flowers  are  withered  on  the  eban* 
But  ono  that  for  thy  crime  must  fistU, 
The  youngest,  most  beloved  of  all. 
Shall  bless  thee  with  a  father' t  name- 
That  word  shall  wrap  thy  heart  in  flame  1 
Yet  must  thou  end  tay  task,  and  maik 
Her  cheek's  last  tinge,  her  gjq*b  last  spwkf 
And  the  last  glassy  glanoe  must  Tieir 
Which  freezes  o'er  its  lifeless  blue ; 
Then  with  unhallow'd  hand  ahalt  tear 
The  tresses  of  her  yellow  hair. 
Of  which  in  life  a  look  when  shorn 
Affection's  fondest  pledge  was  worn  ; 
But  now  is  borne  away  by  thee, 
Memorial  of  thine  agony ! 
Wet  with  thine  own  best  blood  shall  drip 
Thy  gnashing  tooth  and  haggard  Up ; 
Then  stalking^  to  thy  sullen  grave. 
Go— and  with  Gouls  and  Amts  rave ; 
Till  these  in  horror  shrink  away 
From  spectre  more  aoQursed  than  tliej  t 
•  •  i^  • 

**  How  name  ye  yon  lone  Oaloyerf 

His  features  I  have  scann'd  oeEave 
In  mine  own  \and :  'tis  many  a  yeaiTy 

Since,  dashing  by  the  londj  Bb<»^ 
I  saw  him  urge  as  fleet  a  steed 
As  ever  served  a  horseman's  need. 
But  once  I  saw  that  face,  yet  then 
It  was  so  mark'd  with  inward  pain^ 
I  could  not  pass  it  by  again ; 
It  breathes  the  same  dark  spirit  now. 
As  doath  were  stamp'd  upon  his  brow.** 
*  *  *Tis  twice  three  years  at  summer  tide 

Since  first  among  our  fr^res  he  came ; 
And  here  it  soothes  him  to  abide 

For  some  dark  deed  he  will  not  name. 
But  never  at  our  vesper  praver. 
Nor  e'er  before  confession  chair 
Kneels  he,  nor  recks  he  when  arise 
Incense  or  anthem  to  the  skies. 
But  broods  within  his  cell  alone. 
His  fidth  and  race  alike  unknown. 
The  sea  from  Paynim  land  he  cross'd. 
And  here  ascended  from  the  coast ; 
Yet  seems  he  not  of  Othman  race. 
But  only  Christian  in  his  fiice : 
I'd  judge  him  some  stray  renegade^ 
Bepentant  of  the  change  he  made^ 
Save  that  he  shuns  our  holy  shrine. 
Nor  tastes  the  sacred  bread  and  wine. 

*  n»  frtdmeH  of  the  &ce,  and  the  wetneae  of  the  lip  with  blood 
—  of  a  Vampire.    The  storiee  told  in  Hungary  and  Chreeoo  ct 
'-~   ~nd  aome  of  them  moat  IncredMy  attested.— Jl. 
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Great  largess  to  these  walls  lie  hrougbti 
And  thus  our  abbot's  ^vour  bpugbt ; 
But  were  I  prior,  not  a  4^7 
Should  brook  sijah  stra^ot^s  i^iurth^  atayt 
Or  pent  within  our  p^o^nc^  eell 
Shcnild  doom  him  tnor^  for  9^9  to  dw^. 
Much  in  hi*  ymom  mutter*  ha 
Of  maiden  *whelm'd  bmoM^  tib«  sea ; 
Of  sabres  clashing^  fom^  fiyine, 
WrangB  avenge4,  md  Moslerp  aymg. 
On  diffhe  hath  hem  koQwn  to  standi 
And  rave  as  to  sope  bloody  hand, 
Fresh  sevw^d  from  ils  pcurent  lUnb, 
Invisible  to  all  but  hixp, 
Which  beckons  pnward  to  his  grave, 
And  lures  to  leap'  into  the  wave." 


Dark  and  miearUilT  U  l^e  sOQwl 

That  glares  boieatb  lu^  dusky  qqw]  ; 

The  £Mi  of  tbat  dilating  eye 

BeToals  too  much  of  time^  gone  by  | 

Though  Tarying,  indistinct  its  hu^ 

Oft  wiU  his  fflenee  ti^e  g««er  rue, 

For  in  it  lark§  t^t  n^melem  niel]|. 

Which  spee](%  Itn^  vivspeekfkble^ 

A  spirit  ^et  unqoelrd  w^  hkhj, 

That  claim?  &9a  ^eeps  aspenoanoy  ] 

And  like  the  bird  whose  pinions  quak^ 

But  cannot  Hy  the  gasing  anake^ 

Will  others  quail  beneath  his  look. 

Nor  'scape  the  glance  they  scarce  can  brook* 

From  him  the  half-affiighted  Friar 

When  met  alone  would  fain  retire^ 

As  if  that  eye  and  bitter  smile 

Transferred  to  others  fear  and  guile : 

Kot  oft  to  smile  descendeth  hq. 

And  when  he  doth,  'tis  sad  to  see 

That  he  but  mocks  at  Misery. 

How  that  pale  lip  wiU  curl  and  quivSr  1 

Then  fix  once  more  as  if  for  ever ; 

As  if  his  sorrow  or  disdain 

Forbade  him  e'er  to  smile  again. 

Well  were  it  so-HSuch  ghastly  mirth 

Prom  joyaimce  ne'er  derived  its  birth* 

But  sadder  still  it  were  to  trace 

What  once  were  feelings  in  that  face ; 

Time  hath  not  yet  the  features  fix'd. 

But  brighter  traits  with  evil  mix'd ; 

And  there  are  hues  not  always  faded. 

Which  speak  a  mind  not  all  degraded. 

Even  by  the  crimes  through  wmoh  it  waded  t 

The  common  crowd  but  see  the  gloom 

Of  wayward  deeds^  and  fitting  doom  ; 


178  BTBOH'S  FOXUB. 

rhe  olo8d  observer  can  esp^ 

A  noble  soul,  and  lineage  nigh : 

Alas!  though  both  bestowed  in  Tain, 

Which  Grief  oould  change,  and  Quilt  could  staiDt 

It  was  no  Yulffar  tenement 

To  which  such  lofty  gifts  were  lent. 

And  still  with  little  less  than  diead 

On  such  the  sight  is  riveted. 

The  roofless  cot,  deoay'd  and  rent» 

Will  scarce  delay  the  passer  by ; 
The  tower  by  war  or  tempest  ben^ 
While  yet  may  fipown  one  battlement, 

Demands  and  daunts  the  stranger^s  eye ; 
Each  ivied  arch  and  pillar  lone . 
Pleads  haughtily  for  glories  gone ! 

"His  floating  robe  around  him  folding. 

Slow  sweeps  he  throufi^h  the  columir  d  aiale  ; 
With  dread  beheld,  witia  gloom  beholding 

The  rites  that  sanctify  the  pile. 
But  when  the  anthem  shakes  the  choir. 
And  kneel  the  monks,  his  steps  retire ; 
By  yonder  lone  and  wavering  torch 
ms  aspect  glares  within  the  porch ; 
There  will  he  pause  till  all  is  done — 
And  hear  the  prajer,  but  utter  none. 
See— by  the  half-illumined  wall 
EBs  hood  fly  back,  his  dark  hair  fiatll. 
That  pale  brow  wildly  wreathing  round. 
As  if  the  Grorgon  there  had  bound 
The  sablest  of  the  serpent-braid 
That  o'er  her  fearful  forehead  stray'd : 
For  he  declines  the  convent  oath. 
And  leaves  those  locks  unhallow'd  growth 
But  wears  our  garb  in  all  beside ; 
And,  not  from  piety  but  pride,' 
Gives  wealth  to  waUs  that  never  heard 
Of  his  one  holy  vow  nor  word. 
Lo ! — mark  ye,  as  the  harmony 
''eals  louder  praises  to  the  ^y. 
That  livid  cheek,  that  stony  air 
Of  mix'd  defiance  and  despair ! 
Saint  Francis,  keep  him  from  the  shrine  I 
Else  may  we  dread  the  wrath  divine 
Made  manifest  by  awful  sign, 
(fever  evil  angel  bore 
The  form  of  mortal,  such  he  wore : 
By  all  my  hope  of  sins  forgiven. 
Such  looks  are  not  of  earth  nor  heavoa  I" 

To  love  the  softest  hearts  are  prone. 
But  such  can  ne'er  be  all  his  own ; 
Too  timid  in  YiSs  woea  \«  ^di^ax^ , 
Too  meek  to  meet,  ot\)tw^  (i^^weaia  \ 
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per  hearts  alone  maj  fee! 
!{l|il>lfemid  ttmt  timo  can  nover  hoaL. 
Tin  ragged  metal  of  the  naiae 
Must  bnm  before  its  Burfooe  sbine^ 
But  pluDged  wlthta  the  ftwnac6-flame, 
Tt  bends  and  melts— though  still  the  eamv  .  . 
ITien  tompBr'tl  to  thy  want,  or  will, 
*Twill  eerve  theo  to  aefond  or  kill ; 
A  breMt'plnte  for  thme  honrof  necd^ 
Or  blxvde  to  bid  thy  foeman  bleed ;  •:  ' 

But  if  a  dagK^r*!!  form  it  beer, 

Thus  pofldon'fl  Are,  and  wonian's  art, 
Can  turn  and  tamij  the  sterner  be^rt ; 
From  these  it3  furm  and  tone  are  ta'cn. 
And  what  thoj  make  itj  must  rsmoiu, 
But  bre^ — before  it  bead  again. 


If  solitude  fiuceeed  to  grief^ 
Be1eas«  from  pain  '%&  Bli^nt  relief; 
The  Tajcant  boom's  wUdemess 
Might  thaiik  the  pang  that  made  it  lei^> 
We  loathe  what  nana  are  left  to  share  ; 
E^en  bliaa — *twere  woe  alone  te  bear ; 
The  heart  once  left  thus  defolato 
Muat  Hj  at  lfi3t  for  ease — to  hate. 
It  18  as  if  the  dead  could  feel 
The  ie^  worm  around  them  steal. 
And  shudder  as  the  reptiles  creep 
To  revel  o'er  their  rottmg  sleep. 
Without  the  power  to  scare  away 
The  cold  consumers  of  their  clay  1 
It  is  as  if  the  desert-bird,* 

Whose  beak  unlocks  her  bosom's  stream 

To  still  her  fiunish'd  nestlings'  scream. 
Nor  mourns  a  life  to  them  transferr'd. 
Should  rend  her  rash  devoted  breast. 
And  find  them  flown  her  empty  nest. 
The  keenest  pangs  the  wretched  find 

Are  rapture  to  the  dreary  void. 
The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind. 

The  waste  of  feelings  unemploy'd. 
Who  would  be  doom'd  to  gaze  upon 
A  sky  wiUiout  a  cloud  or  sun  ? 
IjCSs  hideous  far  the  tempest's  roar 
Than  ne'er  to  brave  the  billows  more-^ 
Thrown,  when  the  war  of  winds  is  o'er, 
A  lonely  wreck  on  fortune's  shore, 
'llid  sullen  calm,  and  silent  bay, 
XJnseen  to  drop  by  dull  decay  ; — 
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Better  to  nnk  beneath  the  ehook 
Than  moulder  pieoemeol  oil  the  rockl 
•  •  '^  •  •  e 

''Father!  thy  days  have  pM^d  in  peeee, 

'Mid  ootinted  beads,  and  ootintleH  prayer ; 
To  bid  the  gins  of  othen  ceaw, 

Thyself  without  a  crime  or  oare. 
Save  transient  ills  that  all  must  bear. 
Has  been  thy  lot  from  youth  to  age ; 
And  thou  wut  bless  thee  from  the  rage 
Of  passions  fierce  and  imoontroU'd, 
Such  as  thy  penitents  unfold. 
Whose  secret  sins  and  sorrows  rast 
Within  thy  pure  and  intying  breast 
My  days,  though  few,  have  pass'd  below 
In  much  of  joy,  but  more  of  woe ; 
Tet  still  in  hours  of  love  or  strife, 
I've  'scaped  the  weariness  of  life : 
Now  leagued  with  friends,  now  girt  by  foo^ 
I  loathed  the  languor  of  repose. 
Now  nothing  left  to  love  or  hate^ 
No  more  with  hope  or  pride  elate, 
I'd  rather  be  the  thing  that  erawli 
Most  noxious  o'er  a  dungeon's  ihUl% 
Than  pass  my  dull,  unvaiying  day% 
Condemn'd  to  meditate  uod  gase. 
Tet,  lurks  a  wish  within  mj  oreast 
For  rest — but  not  to  ioei  'tis  rest. 
Soon  shall  mv  &te  that  wish  fulfil ; 

And  I  shall  sleep  without  the  dreaai 
Of  what  I  was,  and  would  be  still, 

Dork  as  to  thee  my  deeds  may  ieem : 
My  memory  now  is  but  the  tomb 
Of  joys  long  dead ;  my  hope,  their  doooi ; 
Though  better  to  have  died  with  those 
Than  bear  a  life  of  lingering  woea. 
My  spirit  shrunk  not  to  sustain 
The  searching^  throes  of  ceaseless  pain ; 
Nor  sought  me  self-accorded  grave 
Of  ancient  fool  and  modem  knave : 
Tet  death  I  have  not  fear'd  to  meet ; 
And  in  the  field  it  had  been  sweety 
Had  danger  woo'd  me  on  to  move 
The  slave  of  glory,  not  of  love. 
I've  braved  it— not  for  honour's  boast ; 
4  smile  at  laurels  won  or  lost ; 
To  such  let  others  carve  their  way, 
i*or  high  renown,  or  hireling  pay : 
But  place  again  before  my  eyes 
A.ugnt  that  1  deem  a  worthy  prise ; 
The  maid  I  love,  the  man  I  hate^ 
And  I  will  himt  the  steps  of  fote, 
^  To  save  or  slay,  as  these  require, 

Through  rending  steel,  and  rolling  firo; 
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Nor  need'st  thou  doubt  this  speech  from  ouo 

Who  would  but  do— what  he  nath  done. 

Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  bravo^ 

The  weak  must  bear^  the  wretch  must  era  to  ; 

Then  let  Life  goto  Him  who  gave : 

I  have  not  quaird  to  danger's  brow 

When  high  and  happy— need  I  nov  t 
♦  ♦  ♦  •  • 

*'  I  loyed  her,  Friar  1  nay,  adored — 

But  these  are  words  that  all  can  use — 
Iproved  it  more  in  deed  than  word  ; 
There's  blood  upon  that  dinted  sword^ 

A  stain  its  steel  can  never  lose : 
Twas  shed  for  her,  who  died  for  me. 

It  warm*d  the  heart  of  one  abhorr'd  : 
Nay,  start  not— no— nor  bend  thy  knee, 

ri  or  midst  my  sins  such  act  record ; 
Thou  willabsolve  me  firom  the  deed. 
For  he  was  hostile  to  thy  creed — 
The  very  name  of  Nasarene 
Was  wormwood  to  his  Paynim  spleen. 
Ungratefbl  fool  1  smce  but  for  brands 
WeU  wielded  in  feome  hardy  hands. 
And  womids  by  Galileans  given. 
The  surest  pass  to  Turkish  heaven. 
For  him  his  Houris  still  might  wait 
Impatient  at  the  Prophet's  gate. 
I  loved  her— love  will  find  its  way 
Throuffh  paths  where  wolves  womd  fear  to  prey ; 
And  if  it  dares  enough,  'twere  hard 
If  passion  met  not  some  reward — 
No  matter  how,  or  where,  or  why, 
I  did  not  vainly  seek,  nor  sigh  : 
Tet  sometimes,  with  remorse,  in  vain 
I  wish  she  had  not  loved  again. 
She  died— I  dare  not  tell  f^ee  how ; 
But  look — ^'tis  written  on  my  brow ! 
There  read  of  Cain  the  curse  and  crime, 
In  characters  unworn  bv  time  : 
Still,  ere  thou  dost  condemn  me,  |)ause ; 
Not  mine  the  act,  though  I  the  cause. 
Tet  did  he  but  what  I  had  done. 
Had  she  been  &lse  to  more  than  one. 
Faithless  to  him,  he  gave  the  blow ; 
But  true  to  me,  I  laid  him  low : 
Howe*er  deserved  her  doom  might  be« 
Her  treadiery  was  truth  to  me  ; 
To  me  she  gave  her  heart,  that  all 
Which  tyranny  can  ne'er  enthral ; 
And  I,  alas  1  too  late  to  save  ! 
Tet  all  I  then  could  give,  I  gave —  " 

Twas  some  relief— our  foe  a  grave. 
His  death  sits  lightly ;  but  her  fate 
Has  made  me — ^what  thou  well  mayst  haiA, 
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His  doom  was  seal'd— he  knew  it  weU, 
Warn'd  by  the  Toice  of  stem  Taheor, 
I>eep  in  whose  darkly  boding  ear* 
The  deathshot  peal'd  of  murder  near, 

As  filed  tb»  troop  to  where  they  foil ! 
He  died  too  in  the  battle  broil, 
A  time  that  heeds  nor  pain  nor  toil ; 
One  cry  to  Mahomet  for  aid. 
One  prayer  to  Alia  all  he  made : 
He  imew  and  eross'd  me  in  the  firay — 
I  gazed  upon  him  where  he  lay. 
And  watoh'd  his  spirit  ebb  away : 
Though  pierced  like  pard  by  hnntei^s  steol. 
He  felt  not  half  that  now  I  feel. 
I  search'd,  but  vainly  searched,  to  find 
The  workmgs  ol  a  wounded  mind ; 
Each  feature  of  that  sullen  corse 
Betray'd  his  raffe,  but  no  remorse. 
Oh,  what  had  V engeanoe  given  to  trace 
Despair  upon  his  dying  &ioo  ! 
The  late  repentance  of  that  hour. 
When  Penitoice  hath  lost  her  power 
To  tear  one  terror  firom  the  |^ve. 
And  will  not  soothe,  and  cannot  saTO. 

•  •  •  •  • 

"  The  cold  in  dime  are  cold  in  blood. 

Their  love  can  scarce  deserve  the  name ; 

*  nik  npenttticm  of  a  aeeond-h«Hliiflr  (for  I  narer  met  wltfa  dowozlgfat  Moood-sigkl  la 
the  EMt)  fell  once  under  my  own  obeerrstion.  Onmythirdjomney  toOftpeOolom». 
eorlr  in  1811,  as  we  passed  tliroagli  the  defile  that  leads  from  the  hamlet  between  Keratia 
and  Oolonna,  I  observed  DerrUA  Tahlri  riding  rather  out  of  the  path,  and  leaning  his 
head  npon  his  hand,  as  if  in  pain.  I  rode  np  and  Inquired.  "  We  are  in  peril,''  be 
answered.  "  What  peril  f  we  are  not  now  in  Albania,  nor  in  the  peases  to  ^;iheso», 
Measalnnghl,  or  Lepanto ;  there  are  plenty  ot  vm,  well  aimed,  and  the  Choriates  hare 
not  coorsge  to  be  thieTes.**— "  True,  Affendi,  bnt  nevertheleBS  the  shot  is  ringing  in  my 
cars."—"  The  shot  I  not  a  tophaike  has  been  fired  this  morning."—"  I  hear  it,  notwith< 
ituitlLiij— Bdih^Boiii— Of  tilflLnlj  »  i  I-  -  ■■7  ■..■;■."  "  E'r.bftr'— "  Aa  JCju  pleist, 
AffeDtll  [  If  It  Si  written,  *u  wf  111  St  bfc"^—  1 J  i .:::..  ^r  .  i; .-.  u  ■■  l  r . . !  j  if  I'Jeitl  narinji,  and  rode  ap 
ta  BaflUl,  hki  Clirirttui  POmiifttriLFtr  trh^^ti  kh-h,,  i-lnjuin  EiuL  ui  r^i.  prupl^utk^  Ly  Donuuii 
tBllihMl  Ihfl  SbtolJlgictK^Vr  We  aH  univfrJ  nt  iXilyliU*j  rftttiall'ujd  iftma  baun,  juid  rotumfd 
leiiurvly,  taring  a  reirictyof  iirUJlani  tliinjt»K  tn  mom  lanrtisgu  than  apuSi^  tht  buUd- 
iitjot  Bnbel,  vpO'ii  the  initit»k«a  h^r.  lik^m^Lc,  An>aut,  T^lclibn  TtaJJjuiH  sjiJ  En^lii^h 
WKne  all  dx^rcU^,  \t^  TMi»TU  eonceJta,  n^n  the  anf^rtuiiAifl  MuBauIm&n.  W^ila  ^s 
vera  cnn  t^mpljktti;^  tlia  beiLutlfhl  prc«p4x:t,  Dervjih  wax  o^mpLcd  abriat  tha  coluintil^ 
]  tbnafht  he  was  deranged  Into  an  anti^njirlan,  and  a^ke^l  him  if  he  hnd  bccvlno  a 
"  Patiu>c^ttro"  man?  '"  No/'  E^id  he,  '*  hut  these  piJhLra  will  ba  iliierul  in  makinti^ 
stand  i"  aad  added  other  rem  arkE,  which  at  ]£iiat  eTintM^il  hli  own  bt'Urf  En  It  [a  troUbd<- 
■oras  IkcXiltf  otfort-hi^yiritiff.  On  curratuni  tCh  Athena  wc  heard  Cc^lu  Liwij4  (a  |>rWneT 
iBt  nsboresDiaB  dayg  aftcrj  of  the  inttindod  attack  et  the  Uainottw,  tuflltlunod^  ^tth  tbs 
GaUA«  of  Its  uot  bLkLng  pLivCD,  in.  thu  notea  ta  "  Chllde  Harold,"  C&Itto  II.  I  W|ii«  jtt  BOlpa 
tmint  tti  r|U6fltioD  tbfD  niah,  nnJ  h6  iI»cjihod  the  drBseeB,  armf,  jmdmjula  of  the  hones 
of  uiit  patty  "°  acctLriit«ly,  thftt»  with  uthiur  clzcumntKCiCefl^  WA  ccrali]  BOt  dtmbt  of  ^f 
^^tU^(.  lu  *'  vfllanQUa  cumpAnv,"  aDcl  [>urxialTDfl.  in  a  bad  uel^hbo^rluiod,  I>errtiti  bsotm* 
a  kOOtJwtrTtr  Tar  life,  aUd  I  doxt  uy  be  li  iionf  hearing  more  muckelTT  thlD  emr  vUl  hi 
And,  til  the  t^rt^t  Tvftt^mtiJiX  of  tlie  Amatila  of  Beiat,  and  ha  JOktlv  moantaliH.— 't 
■bnlJ  mentLon  ona  trait  nxir^  at  thlA^lnHruhu  -nc^.  lu  Aijirch,  iSll,  aremivhably  iteqt 
anil  active  A rziftiit  dun^  {I  bcHere  th»  dJtli^th  on  tha  Eniae  «rr«nd)  to  offtr  MmidTaaMM 
attandant,  which  waa  decLLu^  ^' Well,  AlfuiiJl,"  qilolh  Ui,  "  BMy  yon  UveT— TVn 
WObld  ham  fbund  eqb  mcfiil,  I  iholl  luave  the  town  tol  tlie  hlViJ  to-Enorrt^w  *  In  Iba 
wtniv  I  rettun,  perbaja  yoa  wiU  then  Twelve  uiA.'' ^  Den^leh,  vh^  waa  pmeut, 
rvmtwked  ai  a  thllif  of  co^ne,  end  of  na  capeo4]U£l]cA,  "  io  the  mean  tfmc,  bfr  vUiJuln 
Iho  iOftphtee"  frohJxtn),  irhSch  wm  true  to  the  letter.  irnotcntdLf,  Uiey^ome  dt^vn  tm 
ihe  Winter,  ajuI  paai  it  durmjlntod  In  sffme  town .  when  thaj  an  'OIUb  la  irell  knovn  li 
tlntr  exploits.— A 
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Bat  miue  was  like  the  lava  flood 

That  boils  in  Etna's  breast  of  flame. 
I  cannot  prate  in  puling  strain 
Of  ladye-Iove,  and  beaut/s  chain : 
If  changing  cheek,  and  scorching  vein, 
lips  tiraght  to  writhe,  but  not  complain. 
If  bursting  heart,  and  madd'ning  brain. 
And  daring  deed,  and  vengeful  steel. 
And  all  that  I  have  felt,  and  feel. 
Betoken  lore— that  love  was  mine. 
And  shown  by  many  a  bitter  sign. 
Tis  true,  I  could  not  whine  nor  sigh, 
I  knew  bat  to  obtain  or  die. 
I  die— but  first,  I  haye  possess'd. 
And  come  what  may,  I  have  been  bless*d. 
Shall  I  the  doom  I  sought  upbraid  ? 
No— reft  of  all,  yet  undismayed 
But  for  the  thought  of  Leila  slain. 
Give  me  the  pleasure  with  the  pain. 
So  would  I  live  and  love  again. 
I  grieve,  but  not^  my  holy  c^de ! 
For  him  who  dies,  but  her  who  died : 
She  sleeps  beneath  the  wandering  wave— 
Ah !  had  she  but  an  earthly  grave, 
This  breaking  heart  and  throbbing  head 
Should  seek  and  share  her  narrow  bed. 
She  was  a  form  of  life  and  light, 
Ihat,  seen,  became  a  part  of  sight ; 
And  rose,  where'er  I  tum'd  miue  eye. 
The  Morning-star  of  Memory  I 

^Tes,  Love  indeed  is  light  from  heaven  ; 

A  spark  of  that  immortal  fire 
With  angels  shared,  by  Alia  given, 

To  lift  from  earth  our  low  desiro. 
Devotion  wafts  the  mind  above, 
Bat  Heaven  itself  descends  in  love  ; 
A  feeling  from  the  (Godhead  caught. 
To  wean  from  self  each  sordid  thought ; 
A  Ray  of  Him  who  form'd  the  whole  ; 
A  Glory  circling  round  the  soul  1 
I  grant  my  love  imperfect,  all 
That  mortals  by  the  name  miscall ; 
Then  deem  it  evil,  what  thou  wilt ; 
But  say,  oh  sav,  hers  was  not  guilt  1 
She  was  my  life's  unerring  light : 
That  quench'd,  what  beam  shall  break  my  night  f 
Oh  !  would  it  shone  to  lead  me  still. 
Although  to  death  or  deadliest  ill ! 
Why  marvel  ye,  if  they  who  lose 

This  present  ioy,  this  future  hope. 

No  more  with  sorrow  meekly  cope ; 
In  phrensy  then  their  fate  accuse  : 
N 
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In  madness  do  those  fearful  deeds 

That  seem  to  add  but  guilt  to  woe  ? 
Alas !  the  breast  that  inly  bleeds 

Hath  nought  to  dread  from  outward  blow  i 
Who  falls  from  all  he  knows  oi  bliss. 
Cares  little  into  what  abyss. 
Fierce  as  the  gloomy  vulture's  now 

To  thee,  old  man,  my  deeds  appear : 
[  read  abhorrence  on  thy  brow, 

And  this  too  was  I  bom  to  bear  1 
Tis  true,  that  like  that  bird  of  prey. 
With  havoc  have  I  mark'd  my  way : 
But  this  was  taught  me  by  the  dove. 
To  die — and  know  no  second  love. 
This  lesson  yet  hath  man  to  learn. 
Taught  by  we  thing  he  dares  to  spurn ! 
The  oird  that  sin^  within  tl^e  brake. 
The  swan  that  swmis  upon  the  lake. 
One  mate,  and  one  alone,  will  take. 
And  let  the  fool  still  prone  to  range. 
And  sneer  on  all  who  cannot  change. 
Partake  his  jest  with  boasting  boys ; 
I  envy  not  ms  varied  joys. 
But  deem  such  feeble,  heartless  man. 
Less  than  yon  solitary  swan  ; 
Far,  fax  beneath  the  shallow  maid 
He  left  believing  and  betray'd. 
Such  shame  at  least  was  never  mine- 
Leila  !  each  thoiight  was  only  thine  i 
My  good,  my  guilt,  my  weal,  my  woe, 
My  hope  on  high — ^my  all  below. 
Earth  holds  no  other  like  to  thee. 
Or,  if  it  doth,  in  vain  for  me  : 
For  worlds  I  dare  not  view  the  danii 
Eesembling  thee,  yet  not  the  same. 
The  verv  crimes  that  mar  my  youth. 
This  bed  of  death — attest  my  la^ith ! 
Tis  all  too  late — ^thou  wert,  thou  art 
The  cherish' d  madness  of  my  heart  I 

''  And  she  was  lost — ^and  yet  I  breathed. 

But  not  the  breath  of  human  life ; 
A  serpent  roimd  my  heart  was  wreathed. 
And  stung  my  every  thought  to  strifei 
Alike  all  time,  abhorred  all  ]^lace, 
Shuddering  I  shrunk  from  Nature's  &ofl^ 
Where  every  hue  that  charm'd  before. 
The  blackness  of  my  bosom  wore. 
The  rest  thou  dost  already  know. 
And  all  my  sins,  and  half  my  woe. 
But  talk  no  more  of  penitence  ; 
Thou  seest  I  soon  shall  part  from  hence  t 
And  if  thy  holy  tale  were  true, 
The  deed  that's  done,  canst  ilu>u  undo? 


Think  me  not  tl^nMmwt    bnt  «kii  nitf 
Looks  not  to  piiMthiOod  ftnp  relief.^ 
My  soul's  estate  in  secret  guess : 
But  wouldst  thou  «ity  bikv»,  s^^  Ism. 
When  thou  oanat  Uam  XjqS^  w». 
Then  will  I  sue  t)u9«  to  ft^ve : 
Then  plead  my  oanye  in  tlw^  high  p]»<)e 
Where  purohMed  loatwes  proWBr  0ra«|. 
Go,  when  tho  huntwr'f  hapa  haiHi^  vrvng 
From  forest-cave  her  9hri/^ki«g  yoiwg^ 
And  calm  ^e  loneily  liooew : 
But  soothe  not-rSKH^F  lo^  fliy  ^Ufbr^ftBt  t 

"  In  earlier  da}^^,  and  calmer  hours. 

When  heart  with  heart  (MlghU  io  hi&tid, 
Where  bloom  m.y  nativs  valley's  bow^ra, 

I  had — Ah  !  haTQ  I  now  ?— -k  ^iend  ! 
To  him  thi«  pledgo  I  charge  thee  s«cuJI« 

Memorial  of  a  youthful  vow  ; 
I  would  remind  him  of  my  e>nd  : 

Though  qmila  ab^rb'd  like  minQ  allow 
Brief  thought  to  dutant  iH^ndfilup^s  Qlaua* 
Tet  dear  to  him  mj  blightod  t^ume* 
'Tis  strange— he  propbt^ed  ray  doom. 

And  I  &Ta  Emilod — I  theiv  could  amile — 
When  Prudence  would  Mb  roice  aa^iue. 

And  warn — T  rieck'd  not  what— tlw  whil«  t 
But  now  rem  oTn  bran  CO  whispei^  G»'*r 
Those  accen:..  ^\:.:l  i^oly  mark'd  before* 
Say — ^that  his  bodings  came  to  pass. 

And  he  will  start  to  hear  theur  truth. 

And  wish  his  words  had  not  been  sooth : 
Tell  him,  unheeding  as  I  was. 

Through  many  a  i)U8y  bitter  scene 

Of  all  our  golden  youth  had  been. 
In  pain,  my  fiJtering  tongue  had  tried 
To  oless  his  memory  ere  1  died ; 
But  Heaven  in  wraUi  would  turn  away^ 
11'  Guilt  should  for  the  guiltless  pray. 
I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  blame. 
Too  gentle  he  to  wound  my  name  : 
And  what  have  I  to  do  with  £une  f 
I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  moum» 
Such  cold  request  might  sound  like  scorn ; 
And  what  than  friendship's  manly  tear 
May  better  pprace  a  brother's  bier  f 
But  bear  this  ring,  his  own  of  old, 
And  tell  him — ^what  thou  dost  behold  t 
The  wither'd  frame,  the  ruin'd  mind. 
The  wrack  by  passion  left  behind, 

moEik's  aermon  Is  omitted.    It  Beema  to  ham  had  ao  little  efliaet  tipon  the  i»ti«Bl» 
mid  have  no  hope*  from  the  reader.    It  may  be  enfficient  to  aay,  that  it  was  of  • 
7  length  (as  may  be  perceived  from  the  interruptions  and  uneuinnn  of  th* 
,  and  waa  delivered  in  the  nasal  tone  of  all  orthodox  preachers.— A 
N  2 
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A  shriTell'd  scroll^  a  scatfcei'd  lea^ 
Beared  by  the  autumn  blast  of  grief  1 

•  •  •  •  « 

"  Tell  me  no  more  of  fancy's  gleam, 
No,  &ther,  no,  'twas  not  a  dream ; 
Alas  !  the  dreamer  first  must  sleep,—- 
I  <mly  watcb'd,  and  wish'd  to  weep ; 
But  could  not,  for  my  burning  brow 
Throbb'd  to  the  very  brain  as  now : 
I  wish'd  but  for  a  single  tear. 
As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear ; 
I  wish'd  it  then,  I  wish  it  still ; 
De^air  is  stronger  than  my  will. 
Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair 
Is  mightier  than  thy  pious  prayer : 
I  woiUd  not,  if  I  might,  be  blest ; 
I  want  no  paradise,  out  rest. 
Twas  then,  I  tell  thee,  &ther !  then 
I  saw  her ;  yes,  she  lived  again ; 
And  shining  in  her  white  symar,* 
As  through  yon  pale  gray  cloud  the  star 
Which  now  I  gaze  on,  as  on  her. 
Who  look'd  and  looks  &r  lovelier ; 
Dimly  I  view  its  trembling  spark ; 
To-morrow's  night  shall  be  more  dark ; 
And  I,  before  its  rays  appear. 
That  lifeless  thinc^  the  living  fear. 
I  wander,  father  T  for  my  soul 
Is  fleeting  towards  the  final  goal. 
I  saw  her,  friar  1  and  I  rose 
Forgetful  of  our  former  woes ; 
And  rushing  from  my  couch,  I  dart, 
And  clasp  her  to  my  desperate  heai-t ; 
I  clasp — what  is  it  that  I  clasp  ? 
No  breathing  form  within  my  grasp. 
No  heart  that  beats  reply  to  mine. 
Yet,  Leila !  yet  the  form  is  thine  ! 
And  art  thou,  dearest,  changed  so  much. 
As  meet  my  eye,  yet  mock  my  touch  ? 
Ah !  were  thy  beauties  e'er  so  cold, 
I  care  not ;  so  my  arms  enfold 
The  all  they  ever  wish  to  hold. 
Alas!  aroimd  a  shadow  press'd. 
They  shrink  upon  my  lonely  breast ; 
Tet  still  'tis  there  !    In  silence  stands, 
And  beckons  with  beseeching  hands ! 
With  braided  hair,  and  bright  black  eye— 
I  knew  'twas  false— she  coiSd  not  die  I 
But  he  is  dead  !  within  the  dell 
I  saw  him  buried  where  he  fell ; 
He  comes  not,  for  he  cannot  break 
From  earth ;  why  then  art  thou  awake  ? 

•  «•  Symar,'*  a  shrotid.— * 


• 


They  told  me  wild  waves  rolFd  abo™ 
The  fece  I  view,  the  form  1  love : 
Th^y  told  me — 'twas  a  hideous  tale  I 
I'd  tell  it,  but  my  tosgue  would  fail : 
If  ttue,  itnd  from  thine  ocoaa-ca?o 
Thou  com'st  to  oloim  a  calmer  graTO  j 
Oh  I  BBSS  thy  dewy  ftiig:iors  o'er 
Thla  broWj  that  then  will  bura  uo  more ; 
Or  place  ibem  on  my  bopelc^  heart : 
But,  ahapo  or  Bhode  !  whate'e^r  thou  art, 
lu  meroy  ne'er  again  depart ! 
Or  iartber  with  tbeo  bear  my  soul 
Thau  winds  can  vra£t  or  vvaters  roll  I 
*  *  •  # 

"  Such  la  my  uamd,  aud  such  my  talei 

Cod  feasor  !  to  thy  secret  (jar 
I  breathe  the  aorrowjj  I  bewail, 

And  thank  thee  for  the  jjeneroua  toar 
This  glaring  eye  could  never  shed. 
Then  lay  me  with  the  bumhlest  dead, 
Andj  save  the  crosa  above  my  head. 
Be  neither  name  nor  erahlem  spread, 
By  prying-  stranger  to  be  read,  -^ 

Or  stay  the  paa^ing  pilgrim's  trood.'*  ''^H 

He  pass'd— nor  of  his  name  and  raoe  , 

Hath  left  a  token  or  a  trace,  .  < ; 

Saye  what  the  &ther  must  not  say  .]  * ' 

Who  shrived  him  on  his  dying  day :  ,  ! 
This  broken  tale  was  all  he  knew  .   .. 

Of  her  he  loved,  or  him  he  dew.* 
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JLHPBOMFTU,  IN  KBPLY  TO  A  FRIEND. 

When,  from  the  heart  whwe  Sorrow  ntSy 

Her  dusky  shedow  mounts  too  high. 
And  o'er  the  dhanginf  aipeot  fliti^ 

And  oloudi  the  orow>  or  fills  the  egre ; 
Heed  not  that  gkmn^  which  soon  shall  nnk : 

My  thoughts  their  dungeon  knew  too  well^ 
Back  to  my  hreast  the  wanderers  shrink 

And  droop  within  thor  silent  oell^ 

BeFiembar,] 
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THE  BRIDE  OF  ABYDOS: 

A  TUBKISH  TALK 


"  Had  ire  >«v«ir  loved  80  kindly. 
Had  we  never  loved  so  blfiidly, 
Kever  met  or  never  parted. 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted."— Bubhb. 


SO 

^HE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  LORD  HOLLAND, 

THIS  TALE  IS  INSCRIBED, 
WIXS  XTJ»Y  BXSitlOlirt  6tt  BidAftB  AVS  BSBPICT, 
BY  BIS  GllTSttLLY  OBLietl)  ABB 

BIBCZBS  BBZBKB, 

BYRON. 


CANTO  THE  t'IBST. 


K^o\7  ye  the  land  where  the  cypresd  and  myrtle 

Are  emblems  of  deeds  that  are  done  in  their  clime, 
"here  the  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  love  of  the  turtle, 

Now  melt  into  sorrow,  now  madden  to  crime  ? 
^ow  ye  the  land  of  the  cedar  and  vine, 
^ere  the  flowers  ever  blossom,  the  beams  ever  shine ; 
Where  the  light  wings  of  Zephyr,  oppress' d  with  perfume, 
Wax  iaint  o'er  the  gardens  of  Gtil  in  her  bloom  !* 
Where  the  citron  and  olive  are  fairest  of  fruit, 

^^  the  voice  of  the  nightingale  never  is  mute, 

Where  the  tints  of  the  earth,  and  the  hues  of  the  sky, 

^  W)lour  though  varied,  in  beauty  may  vie, 

^  the  purple  of  Ocean  is  deepest  in  dye  ; 

J' here  the  virgins  are  soft  as  the  roses  they  twine, 

And  all,  save  ttie  spirit  of  man,  is  divine  ? 

^«  the  clime  of  the  East ;  'tis  the  land  of  the  Sun— 

Jj^  he  smile  on  such  deeds  as  his  children  have  done?  t 

Y  •  J^ld  as  the  accents  of  lovers'  farewell 

^®  the  hearts  which  they  boar,  and  the  tales  which  they  tell, 

/  "BoalB  toMd0  ottLre,  mad  ehildren  of  the  Sun, 

mtb  whom  Merengtia  ViHne."^YovxQ*u  Jiemig*,^B, 
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XL 

Begirt  with  many  a  gallant  alavey 
Apparell'd  as  becomes  the  biaye. 
Awaiting  each  his  lord's  behest 
To  guide  his  steps,  or  ^;uard  his  net. 
Old  Giaffir  sat  in  his  Divan : 

Deep  thought  was  in  his  aged  eye ; 
And  though  the  &ce  of  Mnsinihiuui 

Not  ofb  betrays  to  standers  by 
The  mind  within,  well  skill'd  to  hide 
All  but  imconquerable  pride, 
His  pensive  cheek  and  pondering  brow 
Did  more  than  he  was  wont  avow. 

in. 

"lict  the  chamber  be  cleared."— The  train  disappeai'd— " 

'*  Now  call  me  the  chief  of  the  Haram  guard. 
With  Giaffir  is  none  but  his  only  son. 
And  the  Nubian  awaiting  the  sire's  award. 

"  Haroun — ^when  all  the  crowd  that  wait 

Are  pass'd  beyond  the  outer  gate, 

(Woe  to  the  head  whose  eye  beheld 

My  child  Zuleika's  face  unveil'd  1) 

Hence,  lead  my  daughter  from  her  tower ; 

Her  fete  is  fix'd  this  very  hour : 

Yet  not  to  her  repeat  my  thought ; 

By  me  alone  be  dnty  tai^t  I " 

"  Pacha !  to  hear  is  to  obey." 

No  more  must  slave  to  despot  say — 

Then  to  the  tower  had  ta'en  his  way ; 

But  here  yoimg  Selim  silence  brake. 
First  lowly  rendering  reverence  meet ; 

And  downcast  look'd,  and  gentlv  spake, 
Still  standing  at  the  Pa(ma's  leet : 

For  son  of  Modem  must  expire. 

Ere  dare  to  sit  before  his  sire  1 

"  Father !  for  fear  that  thou  shouldst  chide 
My  sister,  or  her  sable  guide. 
Know— for  the  fault,  if  &ult  there  be^ 
Was  mine ; — ^Uien  &J1  thv  firowns  on  me— 
So  lovelily  the  morning  shone, 

That— lot  the  old  and  weary  sleep— 
I  could  not ;  and  to  view  alone 

Tho  fairest  scenes  of  land  and  deep. 
With  none  to  listen  and  reply- 
To  thoughts  with  which  my  heart  beat  hig^ 
Were  irksome ;  for  whate'er  my  mood, 
in  sooth  I  love  not  solitude ; 
I  on  Zuleika's  slumber  broke. 

And,  as  thou  knowest  that  for  me 

Soon  turns  the  Haram's  grating  k^, 
Before  the  guardian  slaves  awoke 


THB  BUDE  or  ABTD08. 

We  to  the  cypress  groTes  had  flown^ 

And  made  earth,  main,  and  heaven  our  own  t 

There  lin^r^d  we,  beguiled  too  long 

With  Mejnoun's  tale,  or  Sadi's  song,* 

TiJl  I,  who  heard  the  deep  tambour  *f* 

B^t  thy  Divan's  approaoning  hour. 

To  thee,  and  to  my  duty  true, 

Wam'd  by  the  sound,  to  greet  thee  flew: 

But  there  Zuleika  wanders  yet — 

Nay,  fiaither,  rage  not — ^nor  forget 

That  none  can  pierce  that  secret  bower 

But  those  who  watch  the  women's  tower." 

IV. 

"Son  of  a  slave"— the  Pacha  said— 

"  From  unbelieving  mother  bred. 

Vain  were  a  fiither  s  hope  to  seo 

Aught  that  beseems  a  man  in  thee. 

Thou,  when  thine  arm  should  bond  the  bow^ 

And  hurl  Uie  dart,  and  curb  the  steed. 

Thou,  Oroek  in  soul  if  not  in  creed. 
Must  pore  where  babbling  waters  flow. 
And  watch  unfolding  roses  blow. 
Would  that  yon  orb,  whose  matin  glow 
Thy  lisUess  eves  so  much  admire. 
Would  lend  tnee  something  of  his  fire  t 
Thou,  who  wouldst  see  this  battlement 
By  Christian  cannon  piecemeal  rent ; 
Nay,  tamely  view  olci  Stambol's  wall 
Before  the  dogs  of  Moscow  fall. 
Nor  strike  one  stroke  for  life  and  death 
Against  the  curs  of  Nazareth  ! 
Go  !  let  thy  less  than  woman's  hand 
Assume  the  distaff— not  the  brand. 
But,  Haroim  ! — to  my  daughter  speed : 
And  hark — of  thine  own  head  take  heed— 
If  thus  Zuleika  oft  takes  wing — 
Thou  soest  yon  bow — it  hath  a  string  I" 

V. 

No  soimd  from  Selim's  lip  was  heard^ 

At  least  that  met  old  Giaffir's  ear. 
But  every  frown  and  every  word 
Pierced  keener  than  a  Christian's  sword. 

**  Son  of  a  slave  ! — reproach'd  with  fear  I 

Those  gibes  had  cost  another  dear. 
Son  of  a  slave  ! — and  who  ray  sire  ?" 

Thus  held  his  thoughts  their  dark  career ; 
And  glances  eVn  of  more  than  ire 

Flash  forth,  then  faintly  disappear. 

a  und  Leila,  the  Borneo  and  Juliet  of  the  Eart.    Badl,  iht  Bonl  poet  ti 
drum,  which  soudAi  vt  ninriw,  noon,  and  twilJghi— A 
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Old  Giaffir  gazed  upon  his  son 

And  started ;  for  within  hii6  eye 
He  read  how  much  his  wrath  had  dono ) 
He  saw  rebellion  there  begun : 

Come  hither,  boy — what,  no  reply! 
I  mark  thee— «nd  I  know  thee  too  ; 
But  there  be  deeds  thou  dar^st  not  do : 
But  if  thy  beard  had  manlier  length, 
And  if  thy  hand  had  skill  and  strengti^ 
I'd  joy  to  see  thee  break  a  lance, 
Albeit  against  my  own,  perchanoo." 

As  sneeringly  these  accents  fell. 
On  Selim's  eye  he  fiercely  gazed : 

That  eye  retum'd  him  glance  for  glance^ 
And  proudly  to  his  sire's  was  raised. 

Till  Giafl&r*s  quail'd  and  shrunk  asuamce-* 
And  why — ^he  felt,  but  durst  not  telL 
"  Much  I  misdoubt  this  wajrward  boy 
Will  one  day  work  me  more  annoy: 
I  never  loved  him  from  his  birth. 
And — but  his  arm  is  little  worth. 
And  scarcely  in  \he  chase  could  cope 
With  timid  fiiwn  or  antelope. 
Far  loss  would  venture  into  strife 
Where  man  contends  for  &me  and  lifb — 
I  would  not  trust  that  look  or  tone : 
No — nor  the  blood  so  near  my  own. 
That  blood — he  hath  not  heard — ^no  more— 
I'll  watch  him  closer  than  before. 
He  is  an  Arab  to  my  si^ht,* 
Or  Christian  crouching  m  the  fight — 
But  hark ! — I  hear  Zmeika's  voice ; 

Like  Houris'  hymn  it  meets  mine  ear : 
She  is  the  ofi&pring  of  my  choice  ; 

Oh !  more  tnan  ev'n  her  mother  deai. 
With  all  to  hope,  and  nought  to  fear — 
My  Peri !—  ever  welcome  here  ! 
Sweet,  as  the  desert  fountain's  ^rave. 
To  lips  just  cool'd  in  time  to  save — 

Such  to  my  longing  sight  art  thou ; 
Nor  can  they  waft  to  Mecca's  shrine 
More  thanks  for  life,  than  I  for  thine. 

Who  bless'd  thy  birth  and  bless  thee  now." 

VI. 

Fair,  as  the  first  that  fell  of  womankind. 
When  on  that  dread  yet  lovely  serpent  smiUiig^ 

Whose  imago  then  was  stamp'd  upon  her  mind — 
But  once  beguiled — and  ever  more  beguiling ; 

Dazzling,  as  that,  oh !  too  transcendent  vision 
To  Sorrow's  phantom-peoT^lod  slumber  given, 

•  The  TurJa  Abhor  the  Arabs  (wlio  xetanx  \li«  comi5fflni«ix\,»\«S»fia«MA«^<i 
ttan  tbejrhato  tht  caurittioiu,— B. 
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When  heart  meets  heart  agam  in  dreams  Ehrsian, 
And  paints  the  lost  on  Earth  revived  in  £foaven ; 
Soft^  as  ^e  memory  of  buried  love ; 
Pure,  as  the  prayer  which  Childhood  wafts  above  ;* 
Was  she— the  daufi^hter  of  that  rude  old  Chief, 
Who  met  the  maid  with  tears — ^but  not  of  grief* 

Who  hath  not  proved  how  feebly  words  essay 
To  fix  one  spanc  of  BeauU^s  heavenly  ray  ? 
Who  doth  not  feel,  until  his  laillnfi^  dght 
Faints  into  dlmnem  with  its  oWn  delight. 
His  changing  cheek,  his  sinking  heart  confess 
The  might— the  nuyesty  of  Loveliness  ? 
Such  was  Zuleika— Buch  around  her  shone 
The  namdess  chanus  unmark'd  by  her  alone ; 
The  li^ht  of  Iotb,  the  muil^  of  grace. 
The  mmd,  the  llasio  breathing  from  her  face. 
The  heart  whose  softness  harmonised  the  whol^* 
And,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  Soul  I 

Her  graceful  arms  in  meekness  bending 

Across  her  gently-budding  breast : 
At  one  kind  T^ord  those  arms  extending 

To  dasp  the  neck  of  him  who  bless'd 

His  chud  caressing  and  caress'd^ 

Zuleika  came— and  Giaffir  felt 

His  purpose  half  within  him  melt : 

Not  that  against  her  foncied  weal 

His  heart  wough  stem  could  ever  feel ; 

Affection  chaixrd  her  to  that  heart ; 

Ambition  tore  thd  links  apart. 

vn. 

"Zuleika!  child  of  gentleness! 

How  dear  this  very  day  must  tell. 
When  I  forget  my  own  distress. 

In  losing  what  I  love  so  well. 

To  bid  tiiee  with  another  dwell : 

Another!  and  a  braver  man 

Was  never  seen  in  battle's  van. 
We  Modem  reck  not  much  of  blood ; 

*  i!tili  I>  *iaiitiko  ef  poati  mjiA  Boina  thcolwlujiiB  i  a  cbild*i  (irajer  ia  incAnlDEttit— tli 
■cikiiM  IHII^Il  la  ftnu  Bub  In  tha  prkna  at  bia  vigour  UUl  UiibdlMt— 114  tElU'JV  pnjr^T 
il  bft  ompind  to  tkftt  nf  a  F4n4]DU. 

t  n^lB  'Oprt^flta.  tm  taat  vtth  ol^EfLlciDa.  I  irlll  Hot  tetw  ia  "hLm  vIjo  hnHi.  11  o( 
«ta  1b  Ilia  Knitt,"  haA  mcttiy  leqant  ttaa  ruw^er  torecalk^it,  for  ku  Ki^ndt,  iht  ruturva 
'1^  WOBBB  vbQHl  ht  bclievefl  io  its  the  moZ'L  beAutLfiii ;  alid  it  hb  Hknn  dtyoM  lint  mtm- 
Ifi4bd  fUDr  wbAik  fiicba;  Azprvu^d  la  the  abovQ  ILuo,  1  iIiaI)  1j«  It-tJ?  Tor  lubotJi 
HtAll  ridgneot  JltfHt»  fti  the  lab^jit  frork  dI  tha  flist  r#lDiil«  Wfitrr  «f  l.hlji,  ii^rluiih),  si 
9  ■«.  fiU  tlw  aaml^y  (ud  the  jinLmodiate  coinparuon  exited  tty  tlt^E  ^kalo^'y)  tMtwiicn 
r~^**-"»f  UlJ  mtblE,'^  i«fl  tqI.  W.  cau.  10,  "'  De  rAlleiiLBiriie/'  AmX  La  u^it  Lhjj  ct>it' 
ItfM^is^ " 


^^_ i  ■InrtifH' «lUl  Mm  oriv\mi\  ttiaii  the  copjir-'Wiih  the  cclninrlDj  af  Ifaluns 

L*  ^  AAt  After  mil,  ti^li  ia  nMi^  to  ha  fe:it  thui  d«CiilL>nt  i  i%\l[.  I  think  ib^m  im 
«B«  Wbo  Vill  tEbdentand  it,  at  Ib$m.\  thi^T  irauld  hare  diiuc  Imd  ihty  bttiElil  Uie  «]iint£- 
M^  wfaOM  ■psaJtim:  liuWipy  mca'^tc^  t^«  idta;  far  ihit  pi>4UitfiB  1«  uatd]:vwu  tnoan 
m0mli^m  bM  lataafWf  th^t  ratmir  whicb  Ai^iiziJon  dach^a  to  ttue  esbitbj  iz^i  Wak^ii^ 
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But  yet  ihe  line  of  Cansman* 
Unohaitg«d.  uuchangeable  hath  stood 

First  of  the  bold  Timariot  bonds 
That  won  and  well  can  keep  their  lands. 
Enough  that  he  who  comes  to  woo 
Is  kinsman  of  the  Bey  (Moa: 
His  years  need  scarce  a  thonsht  empikj : 
I  would  not  hare  thee  wed  a  Doy, 
And  thou  shalt  have  a  noble  dower : 
And  his  and  my  united  power 
Will  Iaug:h  to  scorn  the  death-finmm, 
Which  others  tremble  but  to  scan. 
And  t«ach  the  messenger  what  fiita 
The  bearer  of  such  boon  may  wait.'f 
And  now  thou  knowest  thy  fiithei's  wiU,- 

All  that  thy  sex  hath  need  to  know : 
'Twas  mine  to  teach  obedience  still — 

The  way  to  k>ye,  thy  lord  may  dkow." 


In  silenco  bow'd  the  Tirsin's  bead ; 

And  if  her  eye  was  filrd  with  tears 
That  stifled  feeling  dare  not  shed. 
And  chancned  her  cheek  finom  pale  to  red. 

And  red  to  pale,  as  through  her  ears 
Those  wingM  words  like  arrows  sped. 

What  could  such  be  but  maiden  fears  f 
So  bright  the  tear  in  Beauty's  eye. 
Love  half  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry ; 
So  sweet  the  blush  of  Bash&lnesiL 
Even  Rty  scarce  can  wish  it  less  I 

Whate'er  it  was  the  sire  foigot ; 

Or  if  remembered,  marVd  it  not ; 

Thrice  clapp'd  his  hands,  and  caU'd  his  steed,^ 

Rcsign'd  his  gem-adom'd  ohibonque^§ 
And  mounting  featly  for  the  mead. 

With  Maugrabee  and  Kamaluke,i| 

His  way  amid  his  Delis  took,^ 

Cannnan  Oglou,  or  Kan  Onnan  Ogloa,  Is  the  prbadftl  laadhoUkr  fa  ToAtj ;  h* 
fo  venu  Magnesia.  ThoM  who,  by  a  kind  of  feudal  tenure,  poeeeM  kuad  on  oondttion  of  Mr- 
vice,  are  called  Timariot* ;  they  srrre  as  Spahis,  aeconUng  to  the  extent  of  trnxUatj,  and 
bring  a  certain  nmnber  into  the  field,  generally  oavaliT.— A 

t  When  a  Pacha  is  sofBciently  strong  to  resist,  the  storie  mewiiigM,  irlio  U  ehwyi  the 
first  bearer  of  the  order  for  his  death,  is  stxangled  Innead,  and  •omaHmM  Ihnecrib^ 
one  after  the  other,  on  the  tame  errand,  by  command  ot  the  wftaetoay  pattsnt ;  IC  M 
the  contrary,  he  is  weak  or  loyal,  he  bows,  kisses  the  Soltan'k  xeqpeetshlealgBMtaxeb  Mi 
is  bowBtning  with  great  complacency.  In  1810,  serexal  of  **  thflMptenBta"  weneriU- 
bited  in  the  niche  of  the  Seraglio  gate  ;  among  others,  the  head  ofthe  nid»arBi«Mb  • 
brave  yonng  man,  cnt  off  by  treachery,  after  a  desperate  reslstanoe,— & 


X  Clapping  of  the  hands  calls  the  serranta.    The  Tnrks  hate  a  ii 
of  voice,  and  they  have  no  bells.— A 

§  Chibonqae,  the  Turkish  pipe,  of  which  the  amber  moath-pieeeu  aadaoBMllB 
ball  which  contains  the  leaf,  is  adorned  with  pradoiu  itofnea,  if  in  poaaalia  < 
wealthier  orders.— A 

I  Hangrabee,  Moorish  mercenaries.— i?. 

<T  Delis,  bravos  who  form  the  forlorn  hope  of  the  eftT»lx7,  and  alini^  bcfS 
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To  witness  many  an  active  deed 
With  sabre  keen,  or  bluntjerreed. 
The  Kislar  only  and  his  Moors 
Watch  well  the  Haram's  massy  doors. 

IX. 

His  head  was  lent  upon  his  hand. 

His  eye  look'd  o'er  the  dark  blue  water 
That  swiftly  glides  and  gently  swells 
Between  the  winding  Dardanelles ; 
But  yet  he  saw  nor  sea  nor  strand. 
Nor  even  his  Pacha's  tnrban'd  band 

Mix  hi  the  game  of  mimic  slaughter. 
Careering  deave  the  folded  felt* 
With  sabre-stroke  right  sharply  dealt ; 
Nor  mark'd  the  javelin-darting  crowd. 
Nor  heard  their  Ollahs  i*  wild  and  loud 

He  tlumght  but  of  old  Giaffir's  daughter ! 


No  word  fttxm  Seiim's  bosom  broke ; 

One  sigh  Znleika's  thoufi'ht  bespoke : 

Still  gised  he  through  the  lattice  grate, 

F^e,  mute,  and  mournfully  sedate. 

To  )dm  Zuleika's  eye  was  tum'd. 

But  little  from  his  aspect  leam'd : 

Equal  her  grie^  yet  not  the  same ; 

Her  heart  confess'd  a  gentler  flame : 

But  vet  that  hearty  alarm'd  or  weak. 

She  knew  not  why,  forbade  to  speak, 

Yet  speak  she  must — ^but  when  essay  ? 

"  How  strange  he  thus  should  turn  away ! 

Not  thus  we  e'er  before  have  met ; 

Not  thus  shall  be  our  parting  yet." 

Thrice  paced  she  slowly  through  the  room, 
And  watch'd  his  eye— it  still  was  fix'd  : 
She  snatch'd  the  urn  wherein  was  mix'd 

The  Persian  Atar-^'s  perfume,  t 

And  sprinkled  all  its  ooours  o'er 

Fhe  pictured  roof  and  marble  floor  ;§ 

rhe  drops,  that  through  his  glittering  vest 

rhe  playful  giri's  app^  address'd. 

Unheeded  o'er  his  bosom  flew, 

As  if  that  breast  were  marble  too. 

twWad  tMot/atiM  VMd  for  idinitAr  pnetioe  by  the  Tnrka.  and  few  bat  Mojtnl. 
icaacui  eat  tkNQi^  It  a*  »  ringle  itzoke ;  ■ometiinea  a  tough  turban  is  used  for  tlia 

M  Jamad  tea  game  of  Utint  Jayelina,  animated  and  graoeAil.— i?. 

aUAllah.  the  **  LsUiea."  ai  the  Spanish  poet*  call  them  :  the  loi 


iWifti,*  Ana  fl  Allah,  the  **  LBUiea."  ae  the  Spaninh  poet*  call  them  ;  the  •onnd  ia 
S  mmjotwbUli  the  Tnila,  for  a ailent  people,  axe aomewhat  profaae,  particularly 
t  tta  i«RMd,  or  In  fhe  ehaae :  but  mostly  in  battle.  Their  animation  in  the 
tmAjpifUf  1m  tha  dhamber,  with  their  pipes  and  comboloioa,  form  an  amuidng 

AtHMrtVottarorroeea.   The  Persian  la  the  finest— A 

h*  «aABf  and  wainaooCa,  or  rather  walls,  of  the  Mussulman  apartmei^*,  an  gene- 
HiBtod,  m  jpeat  houses,  with  one  eternal  and  highly-coloured  view  of  Constant 
Mb  vhaniB  tao  prlneipal  feature  is  a  noble  oontempt  of  perspective :  below,  arms. 
ma,  eai,  ara  In  faneral  faneiftilly  and  not  ineleiFantlj  dispoaed.— A 
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"  What,  sullen  yet  I  it  must  not  be^ 
Oh !  gentle  Selim,  this  from  thee ! " 
She  saw  in  curions  order  sot 

The  direst  flowers  of  eastern  land — 
"He  loved  them  once  ;  may  touch  them  yet 

If  oflFer^d  by  Zuleika's  hand." 
The  childish  thought  was  hardly  breathed 
Before  the  Rose  was  plnck'd  and  wreathed ; 
The  next  fond  moment  saw  her  seat 
Her  £Edry  form  at  Selim's  feet ; 
"  This  rose  to  oalm  my  brothw^s  cans 
A  message  from  the  Bulbul  bears  ;* 
It  says  to-night  he  will  prolong 
For  Selim's  ear  his  sweetest  song ; 
And  though  his  note  is  somewhat  sad^ 
He'll  try  for  once  a  strain  more  glad» 
With  some  fidnt  hope  his  altered  lay 
May  sing  these  gloomy  thcwiig^ts  aiv«y. 

XI. 

"What!  not rec^TO my ImIii^ flower f 

Nay  then  I  am  indeed  unblest : 
On  me  can  thus  thy  forehead  lower? 

And  knoVst  thou  not  who  loves  thee  best? 
Oh,  Selim  dear !  oh,  more  than  dearest  1 
Say,  is  it  me  thou  hat*st  or  fearest  f 
Come,  lay  thy  head  upon  my  breast, 
And  I  wUl  kiss  thee  into  rest. 
Since  words  of  mine,  and  songs  must  fiulj 
EVn  from  m^  fabled  nightingale. 
I  knew  our  sire  at  times  was  stem. 
But  this  from  thee  had  yet  to  leam : 
Too  well  I  know  he  loves  thee  not ; 
But  is  Zuleika's  love  forgot  ? 
Ah !  deem  I  right  ?  the  Facha*s  plan — 
This  kinsman  Bey  of  Carasman 
Perhaps  may  prove  some  foe  of  thine : 
If  80, 1  swesur  by  Mecca's  shrine. 
If  shrines  that  ne'er  approach  allow 
To  woman's  step,  admit  her  tow. 
Without  thy  free  consent,  command. 
The  Sultan  should  not  have  my  hand  1 
Think'st  thou  that  I  could  bear  to  part 
With  thee,  and  leam  to  halve  my  heart  t 
Ah  1  were  I  sever'd  from  thy  side. 
Where  were  thy  friend — and  who  my  goidr 
Years  have  not  seen.  Time  idiall  not  see 
The  hour  that  tears  my  soul  from  thee : 

•  IfcliMbeai  much  doubted  whether  thA  notes  of  tUB"L(nr«r  «ffl 
hmrj;  and  lb.  Fox's  remarks  on  the  subject  hftve  provoked  lomelH 
to  the  opinions  of  the  ancients  on  the  subject.  I  dan  not  venivH 
points  tbongh  a Uttle  inclined  to  the  "  ersare  mallem,"  tto^  ifitMuWt 

•  ttjor  oiD  be  Mid  to  Iw  feU  oulMax\xm  Vba  T^N»>>T^gaa,Vfc-Maait 
"  the  Joj  otgriet"  that  la, »  plms^  miaiUauihoVr* 
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£T6n  Azrael^*  from  his  deadly  quiver 

When  flies  that  shaft,  and  fly  it  musl^ 
That  parts  all  else,  shall  doom  lor  eyw 

Our  hearts  to  undivided  dust  1 " 


He  liyed— he  breathed—- he  xooT^d— he  felt ; 
He  raised  the  maid  ^rom  where  she  knelt ; 
His  trance  was  ^ne— his  keen  eye  shone 
With  thoughts  uiat  long  i^  darkness  dwelt ; 
With  thoughts  that  bum— in  rays  that  melt. 

As  the  stream  late  concealed 

By  the  fringe  pf  it9  willowi^ 
When  it  rushefs  reyeal'd 

In  the  light  of  its  billows ; 
As  the  bolt  bursts  on  high 

From  the  black  cloud  that  bound  it, 
Flash'd  the  soul  of  that  eye 

Through  the  long  lashes  round  it. 
A  war-horse  at  the  trumpet's  sound, 
A  lion  roused  by  heedless  hound, 
A  tyrant  waked  to  sudden  strife 
By  graze  of  ill-directed  knife, 
StaHs  not  to  more  convulsive  life 
Than  he,  who  heard  that  vow,  display'd. 
And  aU,  before  repress'd,  betray'd  : 

"  Now  thou  art  mine,  for  ever  mine. 

With  life  to  keep,  and  scarce  with  life  resign  : 

Now  thou  art  mme,  that  sacred  oath. 

Though  sworn  by  one,  hath  bound  us  both. 

Yes,  fondly,  wisely  hast  thou  done ; 

That  vow  haUi  saved  more  heads  than  one : 

But  blench  not  Uiou — thy  simplest  tross 

Clmms  more  from  me  than  tenderness ; 

I  would  not  wrong  the  slenderest  hair  + 

That  clusters  round  thy  forehead  fair, 

For  all  the  treasures  buried  far 

Within  the  caves  of  Istakar.:}: 

This  morning  clouds  upon  me  lower'd. 

Reproaches  on  my  head  were  shower'd, 

And  Giaffir  almost  call'd  me  coward  ! 

Now  I  have  motive  to  be  brave ; 

The  son  of  his  neglected  slave, — 

Nay,  start  not,  'twas  the  term  he  gave, 

May  show,  though  little  apt  to  vaunt, 

A  heart  his  words  nor  deeds  can  daunt. 

Bel,"  the  angel  of  de&ih.— £. 

f  "  And  now,  my  Kate, 

To  thee,  whose  nnaUett  ringlet's  fate 

ConveyB  more  interest  to  my  aonl 

Than  mU  the  JPowen.  tiom  pole  to  pole.*— 7.  Jf«or«  to  Ml  fMtef 
rnrnm  of  ibe  pre- Adamite  galtaiu.    Bee  lyHerbelot,  artiole  /ttokor,— B* 
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Eii  son,  indeed  ! — ^yet^  thanks  to  theo, 

Perchance  I  am,  at  least  shall  be ; 

But  let  our  plighted  secret  vow 

Be  only  known  to  us  as  now. 

I  know  the  wretch  who  dares  demand 

From  Giaffir  thy  reluctant  hand ; 

More  iU-got  wealth,  a  meaner  soul 

Holds  not  a  Mussellm's  *  control : 

Was  he  not  bred  in  Egripo  If 

A  viler  race  let  Israel  show ! 

But  let  that  pass — to  none  be  told 

Our  oath  ;  the  rest  let  time  unfold. 

To  me  and  mine  leave  Osman  Bey ; 

Tve  partisans  for  peril's  day  : 

Think  not  I  am  what  I  appear  ; 

Fye  arms,  and  friends^  and  venireance  near.*' 

XTTT. 

"Think  not  thou  art  what  thou  appeorest ! 

My  Selim,  thou  art  sadly  changed : 
This  mom  I  saw  thee  gentlest,  dearest ; 

But  now  thou'rt  from  thyself  estranged. 
My  love  thou  surely  kneVst  before ; 
It  ne'er  was  less,  nor  can  be  more. 
To  see  theo,  hear  thee,  near  thee  stay. 

And  hate  the  night,  I  know  not  why. 
Save  that  we  meet  not  but  by  day  ; 

With  thee  to  live,  with  thee  to  die, 

I  dare  not  to  my  hope  deny : 
Thy  cheek,  thine  eyes,  thy  lips  to  kiss. 
Like  this — and  this — no  more  than  this ; 
For,  Allah  !  sure  thy  lips  are  flame : 

What  fever  in  thy  veins  is  flushing  ? 
My  own  have  nearly  caught  the  same, 

At  least  I  feel  my  cheek  too  blushing. 
To  soothe  thy  sickness,  watch  thy  health. 
Partake,  but  never  waste  thy  wealth. 
Or  stand  with  smiles  unmurmuring  by. 
And  lighten  ball  thy  poverty ; 
Do  all  but  close  thy  dpng  eye. 
For  that  I  could  not  hve  to  try ; 
To  these  alone  my  thoughts  aspire : 
More  can  I  do  ?  or  thou  require  ? 
But,  Selim,  thou  must  answer  why 
We  need  so  much  of  mystery  ? 
The  cause  I  cannot  dream  nor  tell. 
But  be  it,  since  thou  say'st  'tis  well ; 
Yet  what  thou  mean'st  by  '  arms  *  and 
Beyond  my  weaker  sense  extends. 

•  M tUMUm,  a  governor,  the  next  In  nxik  after  a  Pacha ;  a  Wi 
then  come  the  Agms.— A. 

f  Bgrlpo—Xha  Megroponi.  AceoTAlng  io  \\k«  vto^vt'S,  ^«  Tvt' 
BaloDietk,  and  the  Qr««u  oiC  A^ihens,  ate  Ui«  ^oiw.  ol  x^tMnx  t««b 
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I  meant  that  Giaffir  should  have  heard 

The  yeiy  vow  I  plighted  thee ; 
His  wrath  would  not  revoke  my  word : 

But  surely  he  would  leave  me  free. 

Can  this  fond  wish  seem  strange  in  me. 
To  be  what  I  have  ever  been  ? 
What  other  hath  Zuleika  seen 
From  simple  childhood's  earliest  hour  I 

What  other  can  she  seek  to  see 
Than  thee,  companion  of  her  bower. 

The  partner  m  her  in&ncy  ? 
These  cherish*d  thoughts  with  life  begun. 

Say,  why  must  I  no  more  avow  ? 
What  change  Is  wrought  to  make  me  shun 

The  truth ;  my  pride,  and  thine,  till  now  ? 
To  meet  the  gaze  of  stranger's  e^es 
Our  law,  our  creed,  our  God  domes ; 
Nor  shall  one  wandering  thought  of  miiio 
At  such,  our  Prophet's  will,  repine  ! 
No  !  happier  made  by  that  decree ) 
He  left  me  all  in  leaving  thee. 
Beep  were  my  anguish,  thus  compell'd 
To  wed  with  one  I  ne'er  beheld : 
This  wherefore  should  I  not  reveal  ? 
Why  wilt  thou  xxnte  me  to  conceal  ? 
I  know  the  Pacha^s  haughty  mood 
^o  thee  hath  never  boded  good  ; 
And  he  so  often  storms  at  nought, 
Allah  !  forbid  that  e'er  he  ought ! 
And  why  I  know  not,  but  within 
My  heart  concealment  weighs  like  sin. 
If  then  such  secrecy  be  crime. 

And  such  it  feels  while  lurking  here ; 
Oh,  Selim !  tell  me  yet  in  time. 

Nor  leave  me  thus  to  thoughts  of  fear. 
Ah!  yonder  see  the  Tchocadar,* 
My  father  leaves  the  mimic  war : 
I  tremble  now  to  meet  his  eye — 
Say,  Selim,  canst  thou  tell  me  why  ? " 

XIV. 

"Zuleika— to  thy  t6wer's  retreat 
Betake  thee— Giaffir  I  can  greet : 
And  now  with'  him  I  fain  must  prate 
Of  firmans,  imposts,  levies,  state. 
There's  fearful  news  fiH)m  Danube's  banks. 
Our  Visier  nobW^  thins  his  ranks. 
For  which  the  Giaour  may  give  him  thanks  1 
Our  Sultan  hath  a  shorter  way 
Such  costly  triumph  to  repay. 
But,  mark  me,  when  the  twilight  drum 
^th  wam'd  tiie  troops  to  food  and  sleep, 

■  WUMadw,"  one  of  the  aitendanii  who  pne«dM  «  man  of  MtfhoTliT.— B. 
O 
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Unto  tby  cell  will  Selim  come : 
Then  softly  from  the  Haram  creep. 
Where  we  may  wander  by  the  de^ : 
Oui'  garden-battlements  are  steep ; 
Nor  these  will  rash  intruder  climb 
To  list  our  words,  or  stint  our  time ; 
And  if  ho  doth,  I  want  not  steel 
Which  some  have  felt,  and  more  may  feel. 
Then  shalt  thou  learn  of  Selim  more 
Than  thou  hast  heard  or  thought  before: 
Trust  me,  Zuleika — ^fear  not  me ! 
Thou  know*st  I  hold  a  Haram  key.** 

"Fear  thee,  my  Selim  I  ne'er  till  now 

Did  word  like  this ** 

"  Delay  not  thou ; 
I  keep  the  key — and  Haroun's  guard 
Have  somei  and  hope  of  more  reward. 
To-night,  Zuleika,  thou  shalt  hear 
My  talo,  my  purpose,  and  my  fear: 
I  am  not,  love,  what  I  appear." 


CANTO  THE  SECOND. 

I. 

The  winds  are  high  on  Hello's  wave, 

As  on  that  night  of  stormy  water. 

When  Love,  who  sent,  forgot  to  save 

The  young,  the  beautiful,  the  brave. 

The  lonely  hope  of  Sestos*  daughter. 
Oh  !  when  alone  along  the  sky 
Her  turret-torch  was  blazing  high. 
Though  rising  gale,  and  breaking  foam, 
And  snrieking  sea-birds  wam'd  him  homo  r 
And  clouds  alofl  and  tides  below. 
With  signs  and  sounds,  forbade  to  go. 
He  could  not  see,  he  would  not  hear. 
Or  sound  or  sign  foreboding  fear ; 
His  eye  but  saw  the  light  of  love. 
The  only  star  it  hail'd  above  ; 
His  ear  but  rang  with  Hero's  song, 
"  Ye  waves,  divide  not  lovers  long  I" 
That  tale  is  old,  but  love  anew 
May  nerve  young  hearts  to  prove  as  true. 

n. 

The  winds  are  high,  and  Hello's  tide 
Rolls  darkly  heaving  to  the  main ; 

And  Night's  descending  shadows  hide 
That  field  with  blood  bedew'd  in  vnia. 

The  desert  of  o\d"?T\aLTOLapT\^^'', 
The  tombs,  8o\o  reVica  ol  VVa  x^vga., 
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All— «aTe  immortal  dreams  ihsA  oould  beguile 
The  blind  old  maa  of  Scio'g  rooky  isle  I 

HI. 

Ob  I  yet — ^for  there  my  steps  have  been ; 

These  feet  have  press*d  tne  sacred  shoreiy 
These  limbs  that  buoyant  wave  hath  bornon^ 
Minstrel .'  with  thee  to  muse,  to  mourn. 

To  trace  again  those  fields  of  yore. 
Believing  every  hillo<?k  green 

Contains  no  &bleu  nero's  ashes. 
And  that  around  the  undoubted  scene 

Thine  own  "  broad  Hellespont "  still  dashcf</ 
Bo  lonfif  my  lot,  and  cold  were  he 
Who  there  could  gaze  denying  thee  I 


The  night  hath  doaedon  Helle's  stream. 

Nor  yet  hath  risen  on  Ida's  hill 
That  moon,  which  shone  on  his  high  themo  t 
No  warrior  chides  her  peaceful  beun. 

But  conscious  shepherds  bless  it  stilL 
Their  flocks  are  srazingon  the  mound 

Of  him  who  felt  the  Dardan's  arrow : 
That  mighty  heap  of  gather'd  ground 
Which  Ammon's  son  ran  proudly  round,  1" 
By  nations  raised,  by  monarchs  crown'd, 

Is  now  a  lone  and  nameless  barrow  ! 

Within — thy  dwelling-place  how  narrow  I 
Without—can  only  strangers  breathe 
The  name  of  him  that  was  beneath ; 
Dust  long  outlasts  the  storied  stone ; 
But  Thou — ^thy  very  dust  is  gone  ! 


Late,  late  to-night  will  Dian  cheer 

The  swain,  and  chase  the  boatman's  fear ; 

Till  then — ^no  beacon  on  the  cliflf 

May  shape  the  course  of  struggling  skiff ; 

llio  scatter'd  lights  that  skirt  the  bay. 

All,  one  by  one,  have  died  away  ; 

The  only  lamp  of  this  lono  hour 

Is  glimmering  in  Zuleika's  tower. 

•  *nmgllng  abont  this  epithet,  "  the  broad  HeUespont/'  or  the  ♦*  botindleas  Hel- 

•  »hfther  It  meant  one  or  the  other,  or  what  it  nieana  at  all,  haa  been  beyond 
''>illty  of  djtiilL  I  hare  even  heard  It  disputed  on  the  spot ;  and  not  foreseeing  a 
e^ndosion  to  the  controveny,  amuBed  myself  with  swimming  across  it  in  the 
a«,  and  probably  may  again,  before  the  point  is  settled.  Indeed,  the  question  as 
rath  of  "  the  tale  of  Troy  divine"  stiU  continues,  much  of  It  resting  upon  the 
iie  word  aveipur :  probably  Homer  had  the  same  notion  of  distance  that  • 
hM  oftime,and  when  he  talks  of  boundless, means  half  a  mUe  ;  as  the  latter.bT  » 
«,  when  the  biys  eternal  attachment,  simpiv  specifies  three  weeks.— fi. 

«  his  Persian  invasion,  and  crowned  the  aJUur  with  laurel,  &&    He  was  After* 
Itated  bj  CuracaJIa  In  bla  nee.    Jt  Is  believed  that  the  Isat  also  poisoned  &  tr\eild« 
vtnt,  for  the  aaka  of  new  Pmtroclan  gHwee.    I  btkve  seen  the  sheep  teedlnk  0» 
ofMiietee  mad  AatUoebxu  :  the  Unt  ia  in  the  centre  of  the  Dlain.--7i. 
0  2 
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7esl  thero  18  lig:ht  in  that  lone  chamber. 

And  o'er  her  ailken  ottoman 
Are  thrown  the  fra^piant  beads  of  amber. 

O'er  whkh  her  feiry  fingers  ran  ;* 
Near  these,  with  emerald  rays  beset, 

§n[ow  oould  she  thus  that  gem  forget  f) 
er  mother^s  sainted  ammet^i* 
Whereon  engraved  the  Koorsee  text 
Could  smooth  this  life,  and  win  the  next ; 
And  by  her  Oomboloio^  lies 
A  Koran  of  illumined  dyes ; 
And  many  a  bright  emblason'd  rhyme 
By  Persian  scril;^  redeemed  from  time ; 
And  o'er  those  scrolls,  not  ofb  so  mute, 
Bedines  her  now  neglected  lute ; 
And  round  her  lamp  of  fretted  gold 
Bloom  flow'rs  in  urns  of  China's  mould ; 
The  richest  work  of  Iran's  loom. 
And  Sheeras'  tribute  of  perfume ; 
All  that  can  eye  or  sense  delight 
Are  gather'd  in  that  gorgeous  room : 
But  vet  it  hath  an  air  of  gloom. 
She,  of  this  Peri  cell  the  sprite. 
What  doth  she  hence,  and  on  so  rude  a  night? 

71. 

Wrapt  in  the  darkest  sable  vest, 

Wnich  none  save  noblest  Moslem  wear. 
To  guard  from  winds  of  heaven  the  breast 

Aa  heaven  itself  to  Selim  dear. 
With  cautious  steps  the  thicket  threading. 

And  starting  oft,  as  through  the  glade 

The  gust  its  hollow  moanings  made ; 
Till  on  the  smoother  pathway  treading. 
More  free  her  timid  bosom  beat. 

The  maid  pursued  her  silent  guide ; 
And  though  her  terror  urged  retreat, 

How  could  she  quit  her  Selim's  side  ? 

How  teach  her  tender  lips  to  chide  ? 

vn. 
They  reach'd  at  length  a  grotto,  hewn 

By  nature,  but  enlarged  by  art. 
Where  oft  her  lute  she  wont  to  time. 

And  oft  her  Koran  conn'd  apart ; 

•  ^Iwu  rubbed,  the  amber  i>  niaoepiibU  of »  pezfome,  whidi  J 
freenUe.— /}. 

r  Tlie  belief  In  amulets  engraved  on  gems,  or  Inclosed  in  gold  b 
ttom  the  Koran,  worn  ronnd  the  neck,  wrist,  or  arm,  is  stiU  nni< 
Koorsee  (throne)  votBO  in  the  second  chapter  of  the  Koran  dewaril 
Most  High,  and  is  engraved  in  this  manner,  and  worn  by  the  plv 
and  sublime  of  all  sentences.— i?. 

i  "  Comboloio''-a  Turkish  roeary.  The  USS.,  partlenlarlyi 
richly  ndomed  and  iUundnated.  The  Q>x«dL  texEoClw  »x«  ksvt 
many  of  the  Turkish  girls  are  Yvlghly  acoomp'\Xa:ki«&,  \aMra^  \ 
VJirittUuk  coteri*.    Perhaps  somo  ot  wa  ©wn"  blues"  id^«i.\' 
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And  oft  in  youthful  reverie 
She  dream'd  what  Paradise  might  be : 
Where  woman's  parted  soul  shall  go 
Her  Prophet  had  disdained  to  show ; 
But  Selim's  mansion  was  secure^ 
Nor  deem'd  she,  could  he  long  endure 
His  bower  in  oliier  worlds  of  bliss. 
Without  her,  most  beloved  in  this  ! 
Oh !  who  so  dear  with  him  could  dwell! 
What  Houri  soothe  him  half  so  well  ? 

vin. 

Since  last  she  visited  the  spot 

Some  change  seem'd  wrought  within  the  grot : 

It  might  be  only  that  the  night 

Disgmsed  things  seen  by  better  light : 

That  brazen  Is^p  but  dimly  threw 

A  ray  of  no  celestial  hue ; 

But  in  a  nook  within  the  cell 

Her  eye  on  stranger  objects  fell. 

There  arms  were  piled,  not  such  as  wieM 

The  turban'd  Delis  in  the  field ; 

But  brands  of  foreign  blade  and  hilt, 

And  one  was  red— perchance  with  guilt ! 

Ah  !  how  without  can  blood  be  spilt  ? 

A  cup  too  on  the  board  was  set 

That  did  not  seem  to  hold  sherbet. 

What  may  this  mean  ?  she  tum*d  to  see 

Her  Selim— "  Oh  1  can  this  bo  he  ?" 


His  robe  of  pride  was  thrown  aside. 

His  brow  no  high-crown*d  turban  bore. 
But  in  its  stead  a  shawl  of  red. 

Wreathed  lightly  round,  his  temples  woi  o ! 
That  dagger,  on  whose  hilt  the  gem 
Were  worthy  of  a  diadem. 
No  longer  gutter'd  at  his  waist. 
Where  pistols  unadom'd  were  braced ; 
And  from  his  belt  a  sabre  swung. 
And  from  his  shoulder  loosely  hung 
The  doak  of  white,  the  thin  capote 
That  decks  the  wandering  Candiote : 
Beneath — his  golden  plated  vest 
Clung  lika  a  cuirass  to  his  breast ; 
The  greaves  below  his  knee  that  wound 
With  silvery  scales  were  sheathed  and  bound. 
But  were  it  not  that  high  command 
Spake  in  his  eye,  and  tone,  and  hand, 
iUl  that  a  careless  eye  could  see 
In  him  was  some  young  Galiong^e.*  * 

'-«r  CMtoooi,  »nIlor,  that  is, »  TorkJah  aallor;  the  Gnelu  nKvtfMto, 
h*  gttiM.  ToMX  draw  hptetmrnjat;  And  I  ]uy«  8e«n  the  OnpltMi'PaiAkift 


198  dtbon'b  foemb. 


"  I  «^id  I  was  not  what  I  seem'd ; 

And  now  thou  soest  my  words  were  tne : 
I  have  a  tale  thou  hast  not  dream'd. 

If  sooth — ^its  truth  must  others  rue. 
My  story  now  'twere  vain  to  hide, 
I  must  not  see  thee  Osman's  bride  : 
But  had  not  thine  own  lips  declared 
How  much  of  that  young  heart  I  shared, 
I  could  not,  must  not,  yet  have  shown 
The  darker  secret  of  my  own. 
In  this  I  speak  not  now  of  love ; 
That,  let  time,  truth,  and  peril  prove : 
But  first— Oh  !  never  wed  another — 
Zuloika  ?  I  am  not  thy  brother  !" 

XI. 

"  Oh  !  not  my  brother  I — ^yet  unsay— 

God !  am  I  left  alone  on  earth 
To  mourn — I  dare  not  curse— the  day 

That  saw  my  solitai-y  birth? 
Oh  !  thou  wilt  love  me  now  no  more  I 

My  sinking  hoart  foreboded  ill ; 
But  know  Tne  all  I  was  before. 

Thy  sister — ^friend — ^Zuloika  still. 
Thou  ledd'st  me  here  perchance  to  kill ; 

If  thou  hast  cause  for  vengeance,  see 
My  breast  is  offered — take  thy  fill  I 

Far  better  with  the  dead  to  be 

Than  live  thus  nothing  now  to  thee ; 
Perhaps  far  worae,  for  now  I  know 
Why  Giaffir  always  seem'd  thy  foo ; 
And  I,  alas  !  am  Giaffir's  child, 
For  whom  thou  wei*t  contemn'd,  reviled. 
If  not  thy  sister — ^wouldst  thou  save 
My  life,  oh  I  bid  me  be  thy  slave  ! " 


'*  My  slave,  Zuleika ! — ^nay,  I'm  thine : 
But,  gentle  love,  this  transport  calm. 

Thy  lot  shall  yet  be  link'd  with  mine ; 

I  swear  it  by  our  Prophet's  shrine. 
And  be  that  thought  thy  sorrow's  balm. 

So  may  the  Koran  verse  display'd* 

Upon  its  steel  direct  my  blade, 

more  ihtax  ono*  wearing  it  m  a  kind  of  tneoff.  Their  legs,  howerer,  are  smenllr  H 
The  biukius  described  in  the  text  aa  sheathed  behind  with  idlTer.  are  theta  of  «a  A( 
robber,  who  waa  my  host  (he  had  quitted  the  profeasion)  at  his  Fyxso.  Bear  GaitaM 
the  Morea ;  they  were  plated  in  scales  one  over  the  oUier,  like  the  back  of  ui 
dlllo.-/?. 

•  The  Aaracters  on  all  Turkish  scimltaia  contain  ■ometimea  the  aama  of  thiil 
tbeir  mauufacture.  but  more  generaW?  i^  V«xl  {toul  the  Koran,  in  IstlHa  af 
Amongst  thoae  in  uxy  pOBaes&ion  \s  one  "wMYv  »  '\A«A«  ot  1^x^eQ^»x  twioattuctkiii ;  HI 
knad.  and  iho  edse  notuhed  inlu  abrik«ix\.ViM  cuxv«a  "WltA  ^^m  i1v>^  «&.^««»«k,i 
SwSii^  Aua^I  aaksd  the  Armeuisia  ^\io  wM  V\  'irt-*.  vw^&ft  ^w^^K 
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In  dangei^B  hour  to  gnard  us  both, 

As  I  preserve  that  awful  oath  t 

The  name  in  which  thy  heart  hath  pridi)d 

Must  change  ;  but^  my  Zuleika,  know, 
That  tie  is  wideu'd,  not  divided, 

Although  thy  sire 's  my  deadliest  fo^. 
My&ther  was  to  Giaffir  all 

That  Selim  late  was  deem'd  to  thee ; 
That  brother  wrought  a  brother's  f^I, 

But  spared,  at  least,  my  in&ncy; 
And  lull'd  mo  with  a  vain  deceit 
That  yet  a  like  return  may  meet. 
He  rear'd  me,  not  with  tender  help. 

But  like  the  nephew  of  a  Cain  ;* 
Ho  watch*d  me  like  a  lion's  whelp. 

That  gnaws  and  vet  may  break  his  cliai  i. 

My  father's  blood  in  every  vein 
Is  boiling ;  but  for  thy  dear  s^e 
No  present  vengeance  will  I  take : 

Though  here  I  must  no  more  remain. 
But  first,  beloved  Zuleika !  hear 
How  Gia^  wrought  this  deed  of  fear, 

TTTT, 

"  How  first  their  strife  to  rancour  grew, 

If  love  OF  envy  made  them  foes. 
It  matters  little  if  I  knew ; 
In  fiery  spirits,  slights,  though  few 

And  thoughtless,  will  disturb  repose. 
In  war  Abdallah's  arm  was  strong, 
Remember'd  yet  in  Bosniac  song, 
And  Paswan's  rebel  hordes  attest  t 
How  httle  love  they  bore  such  guest : 
His  death  is  all  I  need  relate. 
The  stem  effect  of  Giaffir's  hate  ; 
And  how  my  birth  disclosed  to  me, 
Whate'er  beside  it  makes,  hath  made  mo  fiee» 


"When  Paswan,  after  vears  of  strife, 
At  last  for  power,  but  first  for  life, 

i :  he  said,  in  Italian,  that  he  did  not  know ;  but  the  Muaeulmans  had  au  Idea 

M  of  this  form  gave  a  severer  wound ;  and  liked  it  because  it  waa  "  piu  fdrooe." 

'  much  admire  the  reason,  but  bought  it  for  ita  peculiarity.— J7. 

a  peculiarity  of  some  I'urkish  scimitars  is  that  they  are  hollow  at  the  baok  of  the 

d  that  a  ball  of  quicksilver  is  placed  in  this  hollow,  which,  running  with  the  blow, 

iddiUonal  weight  or  force  to  it. 

to  be  oboerved,  that  every  alluiion  to  any  thing  or  personage  in  the  Old  Testa- 

sh  as  the  Ark,  or  Cain,  is  equally  the  privilege  of  Hus8ulm.-vu  and  Jew  :  indeed, 

T  profess  to  be  much  better  acquainted  with  the  lives,  true  and  fabulous,  of  the 

I,  than  is  warranted  by  our  own  sacred  writ ;  and  not  content  with  Adam,  they 

iography  of  pre-Adaniite«.     Solomon  is  the  muiinrch  of  all  necromancy, 


iograpby  of  pre-Adamite«.  Solomon  is  the  muiinrch  of  all  necromancy,  and 
PBpbet  Inferior  only  to  Christ  and  Mahomet.  Zuleika  is  the  Pendan  name  of 
I  wife ;  and  her  amour  with  Joeeph  constitutes  one  of  the  finest  poem&  in  tYi«Vx 
It  la,  fberefon,  no  vlolstion  ofcoBtume  to  put  the  names  of  Cain,  ox^oaX 
MNitli  of  *  XcmleoL—jR 
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In  Widdin's  walls  too  proudly  sate^ 
Our  Pachas  rallied  round  the  state ; 
Nor  last  nor  least  in  high  oommas^ 
Each  brother  led  a  separate  band  ; 

They  gave  their  horsetails  to  the  wind,* 
And  mustering  in  Sophia's  plain^ 

Their  tents  were  pitch'd,  their  posts  assigu'd ; 
To  one^  alas  1  assigned  in  vain  ! 
What  need  of  words  ?  the  deadly  bowl^ 

By  Giaffir*s  order  dru^*d  and  given. 
With  venom  subtle  as  his  soul, 
Dismiss'd  Abdallah*s  hence  to  heaven. 
Koclined  and  feverish  in  the  bath. 

Ho,  when  the  hunter's  sport  was  up. 
But  little  deem'd  a  brothers  wrath 

To  quench  his  thirst  had  such  a  cup : 
The  bowl  a  bribed  attendant  bore ; 
Ho  drank  one  draught,  nor  needea  moro !  f 
If  thou  my  tale,  Zvdeika,  doubt, 
Coll  Haroun — ^he  can  tell  it  out. 

XV. 

"  The  deed  once  done,  and  Paswan's  feud 
In  part  suppress'd,  though  ne'er  subduc<l, 

Abdallah  s  pachalio  was  gain'd : — 
Thou  know' St  not  what  in  our  Bivan 
Can  wealth  procyj'e  for  worse  than  man— 

Abdallah's  honours  were  obtain'd 
By  him  a  brother's  murder  stain'd ; 
*Tis  true,  the  purchase  nearly  drain'd 
His  ill  got  treasure,  soon  replaced. 
Wouldst  question  whence  ?    Survey  tho  wastei, 
And  ask  the  squalid  peasant  how 
His  gains  repay  his  broiling  brow  I— 
Why  me  the  stem  usurper  spared. 
Why  thus  with  me  his  palace  shared, 
I  know  not.    Shame,  regret,  remorse. 
And  little  fear  from  infant's  force ; 
Besides,  adoption  as  a  son 
By  him  whom  Heaven  accorded  none. 
Or  some  unknown  cabal,  caprice. 
Preserved  me  thus  ;  but  not  in  peace  : 
He  cannot  curb  his  haughty  mood. 
Nor  I  forgive  a  father^s  blood  I 

XVL 

"  Within  thy  father's  house  are  foes ; 
Not  all  who  break  his  bread  are  true; 

•  "  Hone-taU,"  the  stiuiilard  of  a  PAcha.— JK. 

t  Glafflr,  Pacha  of  Argyro  Castro,  or  Scutari,  I  am  not  man  wUdi,^ 
oflTby  the  Albanian  Ali,  in  the  manner  described  in  the  text.  Ali  Tit 
tho  country,  married  the  daughter  ot  bAi  -v\cUm,  vome  yean  aft«r  t 
pl.yce  at  m  bath  In  Sophia,  or  Adrlanople.  T\ie  poSaoik^ta  TiAsft&.  Vi 
vbiob  it  prwepted  before  X>m  sherbet  by  tJie  Vj^Vb-'kwewft,  »sy£i  «a» 
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To  these  should  I  my  birth  disclose. 

His  days,  his  very  hours,  were  few : 
They  only  want  a  heart  to  lead, 
A  hand  to  point  them  to  the  deed. 
But  Haroun  only  knows — or  knew — 

This  tale,  whose  close  is  almost  nigh : 
He  in  Abdallah's  palace  grew. 

And  held  that  post  in  his  serai. 

Which  holds  he  here — ^he  saw  him  die : 
But  what  could  single  slavenr  do  T 
Avenge  his  lord  ?  fuos !  too  mte; 
Or  save  his  son  from  such  a  fate? 
He  chose  the  last,  and  when  elate 

With  foes  subdued,  or  friends  betray'd. 
Proud  GiafiSr  in  high  triumph  sate. 
Ho  led  me  helpless  to  his  gate. 

And  not  in  vain  it  seems  essay'd 

To  save  the  life  for  which  he  pray'd. 
The  knowledge  of  my  birth  secured 

From  all  and  each,  but  most  from  me; 
Thus  Giaffir's  safety  was  insured. 

Removed  he  too  from  Boumelie 
To  this  our  Asiatic  side. 
Far  from  our  seats  by  Danube's  tide. 

With  none  but  Haroun,  who  retains 
Such  knowledge — and  that  Nubian  feels 

A  tyrant's  secrets  are  but  chains. 
From  which  the  captive  gladly  steals. 
And  this,  and  more,  to  me  reveals : 
Such  still  to  guilt  just  Alia  sends — 
Slaves,  tools,  accomplices — no  friends  ! 


"All  this,  Zuleika,  harshly  sounds  ! 

But  harsher  still  my  tale  must  bo  : 
Howe'er  my  tongue  thy  softness  wounds. 

Yet  I  must  prove  all  tnith  to  thee. 

I  saw  thee  start  this  garb  to  see. 
Yet  is  it  one  I  oft  have  worn. 

And  long  must  wear :  this  Galiong^e, 
To  whom  thy  plighted  vow  is  sworn. 

Is  leader  of  those  pirate  hordes. 

Whose  laws  and  lives  are  on  their  swords  ; 
To  hear  whose  desolating  tale 
Would  make  thy  waning  cheek  more  pale : 
Those  arms  thou  seest  my  band  have  Droughty 
The  hands  that  wield  are  not  remote ; 
This  cup  too  for  the  rugged  knaves 

Is  fill  d^nce  quaff  d,  they  ne'er  repine : 
Our  Prophet  might  forgive  the  slaves ; 

They're  only  infidels  in  wine  1 


''  What  could  I  he?    Proscribed  at  home 
lo</  taunted  to  a  wish  to  roam  • 
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And  lisUen  left— for  Giaffir's  fear 

J>enied  the  oouner  and  ihe  apear — 

Though  oft — Oh,  Mahomet  1  how  oft ! 

In  full  Divan  the  despot  Booffd, 

As  if  my  weak  unwilling  hand 

llofused  the  bridle  or  the  brand : 

Ho  ever  went  to  war  alone^ 

And  pent  me  here  mitried— ^inknowii ; 

To  Hannm's  care  with  women  left^ 

My  hope  unbleet,  of  fame  bereft. 

AVhile  thou — ^whose  softness  long  endear'd. 

Though  it  unmann'd  me,  still  had  bfaeet^d-^ 

To  Brusa's  walls  for  safeW  sent, 

Awoitedst  there  the  field  s  erent, 

Harouii,  who  saw  my  spirit  pining 

BoDoath  inaction*s  slug^h  yoke, 
llis  captive,  though  with  dread,  resigning 

My  thraldom  for  a  season  broke. 
On  promise  to  return  before 
The  day  when  Oiafili's  charge  was  o'er. 

"  'Tis  vain— my  tongue  can  not  impart 
My  almost  diimkenness  of  hearty 
When  first  this  liberated  eye 
Surve/d  Earth,  Ocean,  Sun,  and  Sky« 
As  if  my  spirit  pierced  them  through^ 
And  all  their  inmost  wonders  knew  1 
One  word  alone  can  paint  to  thee 
That  more  than  feelmg — ^I  was  Free  1 
Ev'u  for  thy  presence  ceased  to  pine  ; 
The  \yorld--nay— Heaven  itself  vras  mine  t 

XIZ. 

"  The  shallop  of  a  trusty  Moor 
Convev'd  me  from  this  idle  shore ; 
I  long  d  to  see  the  isles  that  gem 
Old  Ocean's  purple  diadem : 
I  sought  by  turns,  and  saw  them  all  ;* 

But  when  and  where  I  join'd  the  crew, 
With  whom  I'm  pledged  to  rise  or  hH, 

When  all  that  we  design  to  do 
Is  done,  'twill  then  be  time  more  meet 
To  tell  thee, when  the  tale's  complete. 

XX. 

'"Tis  truo  they  are  a  lawless  brood. 
But  rough  in  form,  nor  mild  in  mood; 
And  every  creed,  and  every  race. 
With  them  hath  fo\md — ^may  find^a  plafie : 
But  open  speech,  and  ready  hand. 
Obedience  to  their  chiet's  command ; 

•  The  Turkish  noUou  ot  alxaQi^  iSl  \AKa^  «m  wrd&baA.  ^A^klktaM^ 
gUuded  to.~A 
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A  Boul  for  every  enterprise^ 
That  never  sees  with  terror's  eyes  ; 
Fiiondship  for  each,  and  faith  to  all. 
And  vengeance  voVd  for  those  who  fall. 
Have  made  thorn  fitting  instruments 
For  more  than  eVn  my  own  intents. 
And  some — and  I  have  studied  all, 

Distinguished  from  the  vulgar  rank. 
But  chiefly  to  my  council  call 

The  wisdom  of  the  cautious  Fi-ank — 
And  some  to  higher  thoughts  aspire. 

The  last  of  I^mbro's  patriots  there* 

Anticipated  freedom  share ; 
And  oft  around  the  cavern  fire 
On  yisionarv  schemes  debate. 
To  snatch  the  Rayahs  t  from  their  fate. 
So  let  them  ease  their  heaiis  with  prate 
Of  equal  rights,  which  man  ne'er  knew  ; 
I  have  a  love  for  freedom  too. 

Ay !  let  me  like  the  ocean-Patriarch  roam,^ 

Or  only  know  on- land  the  Tartar's  home  !§ 

My  tent  on  shore,  my  galley  on  the  sea, 

Are  more  than  cities  and  serais  to  me : 

Borne  by  m  v  steed,  or  wafted  by  my  sail. 

Across  uie  desert,  or  before  the  gale. 

Bound  where  thou  wilt,  my  barb  1  or  glide,  my  prow ! 

But  be  the  star  that  guides  the  wanderer.  Thou, 

Thou,  my  Zuleika,  share  and  bless  my  bark ; 

The  Dove  of  peace  and  promise  to  mine  ark  ! 

Or,  since  that  hope  demcd  in  worlds  of  strife. 

Be  thou  the  rainbow  to  the  stoiius  of  life  I 

The  evening  beam  that  smiles  the  clouds  away, 

Aud  tints  to-morrow  with  pi-ophetic  ray ! 

Blest — ^as  the  Muezzin's  strain  from  Mecca's  wall 

To  pilgrims  pure  and  prostrate  at  his  call ; 

Soft — as  the  melody  of  youthful  days. 

That  steals  the  trembling  tear  of  speechless  praise ; 

Dear — as  his  native  song  to  Exile's  ears. 

Shall  sound  each  tone  tby  long-loved  voice  endeai^. 

For  thee  in  those  bright  isles  is  built  a  bower 

Blooming  as  Aden  in  its  eai-llest  hour.]] 

A  thousand  swords,  with  Selim's  heai't  and  hand, 

Wait — ^wave — defend — destroy — at  tby  command ! 

•  LMnbro  CuLEuil^  BrOmeJCj  fzuiiuui  Tut  h[&  uSurU  La  1,789-00  for  the  Itidepenilcnee  of 
it  Btfuu^rr,  Atriuii] LitiAQ  l»j  tire  TluulADij  he  bcuuiji]  b.  pirate,  aud  the  At'chi\>cli«go  whs 
wii«c3ii$  E>riii£anLer]:>rl5di,    H^  u  uUlI  to  bd  s|i  L3  allTfl  at  Petersburg.    He  aud  Uiga  ore 

ItlVu  iM^Mt  CiMclirBLtstl  llf  t!|j^  UlV4;]tf  r^  VU1  utlEi.IiL>'LB. —  li. 

f  "  U^F&ha /'^ail  w1ll(  ^jr  Qi-f  iJiiiltEktEt^u  tiu,  oili l'i1  Lha  "  nuratch." — B. 

;  TL4  Ant  <if  wj'^gci  U  cut  ^t  tkie  £ayi  witb  ^rlii^Oi  the  lluwuImauB  profeu  much 

jr  TbA  kwidfijinff  lift  of  tbfl  An1f»>  TftftMi,  mid  Twkouuinfl,  will  be  found  weU 
■TAil^tl  bi  mur  "book  ot  Eavtimi  tinvvU^  VUmi  It  pmmmu  a  chanu  peculiar  to  itself. 
oi-HiA  \m  d«ntt^U  A  Jtfmit  Fr?li4^  touf^v  cutLlitAdtJ  to  Chateaubrlaud,  that  he  never 
nitid  hlmwll  doc-^^  ^Suiilujf  in  the  Jtuei'tj  vilUuut  ft  »«4uatlou  approachiug  %t  rapture, 
itiniL  WM  ttidotfrttM&Lii,—  S. 
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Girt  by  my  band,  Zuleika  at  mv  idde. 

The  spoil  of  nations  shall  bedeck  my  bride. 

The  Hnram's  languid  years  of  listless  ease 

Are  well  resign'd  for  cares — ^for  joys  like  these ! 

Not  blind  to  fate,  I  see,  where'er  I  rore, 

Unnumber'd  perils — ^but  ene  onlv  love ! 

Yet  well  my  toils  shall  that  fond  breast  repay. 

Though  fortune  firown,  or  falser  friends  betray. 

How  dear  the  dream  in  darkest  hours  of  ill. 

Should  all  be  changed,  to  find  thee  Mthful  stil! ! 

Be  but  thy  soul,  luce  Selim's,  firmly  shown ; 

To  thee  be  Solim's  tender  as  thine  own ; 

To  soothe  each  sorrow,  share  in  each  delight^ 

Blond  every  thought,  do  all — ^but  disunite ! 

Once  free,  tis  mine  our  horde  again  to  guide ; 

Friends  to  each  other,  foes  to  aught  beside  : 

Yet  there  we  follow  but  the  bent  assigh'd 

By  fatal  Nature  to  man's  warrixijg  kind : 

Murk  !  where  his  carnage  and  his  conquests  ccaso ! 

He  makes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it — ^poace  ! 

I  like  the  rest  must  use  my  skill  or  strength. 

But  ask  no  land  beyond  my  sabre's  length : 

Power  sways  but  by  division — her  resource 

The  blest  alternative  of  fraud  or  force ! 

Ours  be  the  last ;  in  time  deceit  may  como. 

When  cities  cage  us  in  a  social  home : 

There  ev*n  thy  soul  might  err— how  oft  the  herjt 

Corruption  shakes  which  peril  could  not  part ! 

And  woman,  more  than  man,  when  death  or  woo. 

Or  even  Disgrace,  would  lay  her  lover  low. 

Sunk  in  the  lap  of  Luxury  will  shame— 

Away  Suspicion ! — not  Zuleika's  name ! 

But  lifo  is  hazard  at  the  best ;  and  here 

No  more  remains  to  win,  and  much  to  fear : 

Yes,  fear — ^tho  doubt,  the  dread  of  losing  thee, 

Bv  Osman's  Dower,  and  Giaffir's  stem  decree. 

That  dread  shall  vanish  with  the  favouring  g^o. 

Which  Love  to-night  hath  promised  to  my  sail : 

No  danger  daunts  the  pair  his  smile  hath  bless'd. 

Their  steps  still  roving,  but  their  hearts  at  rest. 

With  thee  all  toils  are  sweet,  each  clime  hath  chai  a 

Earth — sea  alike— our  world  within  our  arms ! 

Ay — let  the  loud  winds  whistle  o'er  the  deck. 

So  that  those  arms  cling  closer  round  my  nedc : 

The  deepest  murmur  of  this  lip  shall  be 

No  sigh  for  safety,  but  a  prayer  for  thee ! 

The  war  of  elements  no  fears  impart 

To  Love,  whose  deadliest  bane  is  human  Art : 

There  lie  the  only  rocks  our  course  can  check ; 

Here  moments  menace — there  are  years  of  wreck  I 

But  hence  ye  thoughts  that  rise  in  Horror's  sh^pe  t 

This  hour  bestows,  or  e^er  baxa  oaica.^, 

Few  words  remain  of  mine  my  \a\ft  \ft  ^caa\ 

Of  thine  but  one  to  waft  \ift  trom  o\a  io»  v 


Dauntless  he  stood — "  "T  \%  coxc^ti— ^oorcv  ^aat — 
One  kiss,  Zulcita— 't  va  my  \as\-*' 
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>  BM  wffl  GlaiBi^s  hate  dedine  f 
kiid  it  Dofc  OmoMt,  who  would  part  vm,  thine? 

ZZL 
"Kb  head  and  fi^th  from  dodbt  and  death 

Betom'd  in  time  my  gnaid  to  save ; 

Few  heardy  none  tcld,  that  o'er  the  wave 
Vram  Sale  to  ide  I  roved  the  while: 
And  afaioe,  thoqg^  parted  from  my  hand. 
Too  seldom  now  I  leave  the  land, 
Ko  deed  th^ve  done,  nor  deed  shall  do. 
Era  I  have  heard  and  doom'd  it  too : 
I  form  the  Dlan,  decree  the  mpoil, 
Tis  fit  I  oftener  share  the  tolL 
But  now  too  long  Fve  held  thine  ear ; 
Time  prasses,  floats  my  bai^  and  hero 
We  leave  behind  but  hiEite  and  fear. 
To-monow  Osman  with  his  train 
Arrivea— to-nieht  must  break  thy  chain : 
And  wooldst  thou  save  that  haughty  Bey, 

Perohanoo.  his  life  who  gave  thee  thino. 
With  me  this  hour  away— away ! 

But  yeL  though  thoa  art  plighted  mine, 
Wooldst  uioa  recall  thy  willmg  vow, 
AppalTd  by  truths  imparted  now. 
Here  rest  I— not  to  see  thee  wed : 
But  be  that  peril  on  my  head  1" 

TTTT, 

Zuleika,  mute  and  motionless. 

Stood  IUlo  that  statue  of  distress. 

When,  her  last  hope  for  ever  gone. 

The  mother  harden'd  into  stone  ; 

All  in  the  maid  that  eye  could  see 

Was  but  a  younger  Niob^. 

But  ere  her  lip,  or  even  her  eye, 

Essay'd  to  speak,  or  look  reply, 

Beneatli  the  garden's  wicket  porch 

Far  flash'd  on  high  a  blazing  torch  ! 
AnoUier — and  anouier — and  another-^ 
**  Oh !  fly — ^no  more — ^yet  now  my  more  than  brother ! " 

Far,  wide,  through  every  thicket  spread. 

The  fearful  lights  are  gleaming  red  ; 

Nor  these  alone — ^for  each  right  hand 

Is  ready  with  a  sheathless  brand. 

Thev  part,  pursue,  return,  and  wheel 

With  searching  flaonbeau,  shining  steel ; 

And  last  of  all,  his  sabre  waving. 

Stem  Giaffir  in  his  fury  raving  :-^ 

And  now  almost  they  touch  the  cave — 

Ohl  must  that  grot  be  Selim's  grave? 

xzzzz 

AontleeB  be  8t<>od-''*'TiB  come^-'BOon  past— 
MO*  kJMBf  ZuleJka — 'tia  my  last : 
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But  yet  mj  band  not  far  firom  show 
^Tay  bear  this  signal,  seo  the  flash ; 
Yet  now  too  few — the  attempt  were  rash : 

No  matter — yet  one  effort  more." 
Forth  to  the  cavern  mouth  he  stepp'd ; 

His  pistol's  echo  rang  on  high, 
Ziileika  started  not,  nor  wept. 

Despair  benumb'd  her  breast  and  eyo  !— 

"  They  hoar  me  not,  or  if  they  ply 

Their  oars,  *tis  but  to  see  me  die ; 

That  sound  hath  drawn  my  foes  more  ni..li 
Then  forth  my  father's  scimitar, 
Thou  ne'er  hast  seen  less  equal  war  1 

Farewell,  Zuleika ! — Sweet !  retire : 
Yet  stay  within — here  linger  safe. 
At  thee  his  rage  will  only  chafe. 
Stir  not — ^lest  even  to  thee  perchance 
Some  erring  blade  or  ball  should  glance. 

Fear'st  thou  for  him  ? — may  I  expire 

If  in  this  strife  I  seek  thy  sire  ! 
No — though  by  him  that  poison  pour'd : 
No — though  again  he  call  me  coward ! 
But  tamely  shall  I  meet  their  steel  ? 
No^as  each  crest  save  his  may  feel ! " 


One  bound  he  made,  and  gain'd  the  sand : 

Already  at  his  feet  hath  sunk 
The  foremost  of  the  prying  band, 

A  gasping  head,  a  quivering  tnmk : 
Another  falls — but  roimd  him  close 

A  swarming  circle  of  his  foes  ; 
From  right  to  left  his  path  he  cleft, 

And  almost  met  the  meeting  wavo : 
ITis  boat  appears — not  five  oars*  length — 
His  comrades  strain  with  desperate  strength^ 

Oh  !  are  they  yet  in  time  to  save  ? 

His  feet  the  foremost  breakers  lave ; 
His  band  are  plunging  in  the  bay. 
Their  sabres  glitter  through  the  spray ; 
Wet — wild — unwearied  to  the  strand 
The}'  struggle — now  they  touch  the  land  ! 
They  come — 'tis  but  to  add  to  slaughter  — 
His  heart's  best  blood  is  on  the  water! 

XXV. 

Escaped  from  shot,  unharm'd  by  steely 
Or  scarcely  grazed  its  force  to  feel. 
Had  Selim  won,  betray'd,  beset. 
To  where  the  strand  and  billows  met : 
There  as  his  last  step  left  the  land, 
And  the  last  death-blow  dealt  his  hand  -^ 
Ah  !  wherefore  did  he  turn  to  look 
For  her  his  eye  but  sought  in  vain  ! 
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That  pause,  that  &tal  gaze  he  took. 

Hath  doom'd  his  death  or  fix*d  his  chain, 
Sad  proof,  in  peril  and  in  pain. 
How  late  will  Lover's  hope  remain  t 
His  back  was  to  the  dashing  spray  ; 
Behind,  but  close,  his  comrades  lay. 
When,  at  the  instant,  hiss'd  the  ball — 
"  So  may  the  foes  of  Giaffir  fall ! " 
Whose  voice  is  heard  T  whose  carbine  rang  ? 
Whose  bullet  through  the  night-air  saog. 
Too  nearly,  deadly  aim'd  to  err  ? 
*Tis  thine — Abdallah's  murderer  I 
The  &ther  slowly  rued  thy  hate. 
The  son  hath  fbund  a  quicker  &te : 
Fast  from  his  breast  the  blood  is  bubbling, 
The  whiteness  of  the  sea-foam  troubling— 
If  aught  his  lips  essaVd  to  groan. 
The  rushing  billows  choked  the  tone  I 


Mom  slowly  rolls  the  clouds  away ; 

Few  trophies  of  the  fifi^ht  are  there : 
The  shouts  that  shook  me  midnight  bay 
Are  silent ;  but  some  signs  of  fny 

That  strand  of  strife  may  bear. 
And  fragments  of  each  shivered  brand ; 
Steps  stamp'd  ;  and  dash'd  into  the  sand 
The  print  of  many  a  struggling  hand 

May  there  be  mark'd  ;  nor  far  remoto 

A  broken  torch,  an  oarless  boat ; 
And  tangled  on  the  weeds  that  heap 
The  beach  where  shelving  to  the  deep 

There  lies  a  white  6apote  I 
'Tis  rent  in  twain — one  dark-red  stain 
The  wave  yet  ripples  o'er  in  vain : 

But  where  is  he  who  wore  ? 
Ye  !  who  would  o'er  bis  relics  weep. 
Go.  seek  them  where  the  surges  sweep 
Their  burthen  round  Sigseum  s  steep. 

And  cast  on  Lemnos*  shore  : 
The  sea-birds  shriek  above  the  prey. 
O'er  which  their  hungry  beaks  delay. 
As  shaken  on  his  restless  pillow. 
His  head  heaves  with  the  heaving  billow  ; 
That  hand,  whose  motion  is  not  life. 
Yet  feebly  seems  to  menace  strife. 
Flung  by  the  tossing  tide  on  high. 
Then  levell'd  with  the  wave — 
What  recks  it,  though  that  corse  shall  He 

Within  a  living  grave? 
The  bird  that  tears  that  prostrate  form 
Hath  only  robb'd  the  meaner  worm ; 
The  only  heart,  the  only  eye 
Had  bled  or  wept  to  see  him  die^ 
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Had  8«en  those  soattor'd  limbs  composed. 
And  moum'd  above  his  turban-stone,* 

That  heart  hath  bm^~that  eye  was  closed^ 
Yea— closed  before  his  own ! 

zxyn. 
By  Helle's  sti'eam  there  is  a  voice  of  wail  t 
And  woman's  eye  is  wet — Oman's  cheek  is  pale : 
Zuleika!  last  of  Giaffir^s  race. 

Thy  destined  lord  is  come  too  late : 
He  sees  not— ne'er  shall  see — thy  &oe  1 

Can  he  not  hear 
The  loud  Wul-wulleh  warn  his  distant  ear  !t 

Thy  handmaids  weeping  at  the  gate, 

The  Koran-chanters  of  uie  hymn  of  &te, 

The  silent  slaves  with  folded  arms  that  wait. 
Sighs  in  the  hall,  and  shrieks  upon  the  galcL 

Tell  him  thy  tale ! 
Thou  didst  not  view  thy  Selim  fell ! 

That  fearful  moment  when  he  left  the  cave 
Thy  heart  grew  chill : 
He  was  thy  hope — thy  joy— thy  love — ^thine  all— 

And  that  last  thought  on  him  thou  couldst  not  saye 
Sufficed  to  kill ; 
Burst  forth  in  one  wild  cry — and  all  was  still. 

Peace  to  thy  broken  heart,  and  virgin  grave ! 
Ah  !  happy  !  but  of  life  to  lose  the  worst ! 
That  grief— though  deep — ^though  fatal — was  thy  first ! 
Thrice  happy  1  ne'er  to  feel  nor  fear  the  force 
Of  absence,  shame,  pride,  hate,  revenge,  remorse ! 
And,  oh  !  that  pang  where  more  than  madness  lies ! 
The  worm  that  will  not  sleep— and  never  dies ; 
Thought  of  the  gloomy  day  and  ghastly  night. 
That  dreads  the  darkness,  and  yet  loathes  the  lights 
That  winds  around,  and  tears  the  quivering  hea^ ! 
Ah  !  wherefore  not  consume  it — and  depart ! 
Woe  to  thee,  rash  and  unrelenting  chief! 

Vainly  thou  heap'st  the  dust  upon  thy  head. 

Vainly  the  sackcloth  o'er  thy  limbs  doth  spread ; 

By  that  same  hand  Abdallah — Selim — ^bled. 
Now  let  it  tear  thy  beard  in  idle  grief : 
Thy  pride  of  heart,  thy  bride  for  Osman's  bed. 
She,  whom  thy  sultan  had  but  seen  to  wed. 
Thy  Daughter 's  dead  ! 

Hope  of  thine  age,  thy  twihght's  lonely  beam. 

The  Star  hath  sot  that  shone  on  Hello's  stream. 
What  quench'd  its  ray? — ^the  blood  that  thou  hast  shed ! 
Hark  1  to  the  hurried  question  of  Despair  : 
'*  Where  is  my  child?"— an  Echo  answers— "Where?" J 

*  A  turban  is  earred  In  gtooe  above  the  graves  of  men  only.— JB. 

t  The  death-song  of  the  Turkish  women.  The  "  silent  slaves*  are  tliemen,  wh 
notions  of  decorum  forbid  complaint  in  public.— B. 

f*I  came  to  the  place  of  my  birth  and  cried,  *  Tne  fdends  of  my  youth,  vhcn 
ihey  T '  and  an  Echo  answered, '  Where  are  they  T '  "—lyom  an  AreMo  MS. 

The  above  quotatiMi  (fima  which  the  idea  in  the  text  is  taken)  mnrt  be  already  tmk 


THB  BRIDE  OF-  ABTDOS.  S09 


Within  the  place  of  thousand  tombs 

That  shine  beneath,  while  dark  above. 
The  sad  but  living  cypress  glooms. 

And  withers  not,  though  branch  and  leaf 
Are  stamped  with  an  eternal  grief. 

Like  early  unrequited  Love, 
One  spot  exists,  which  ever  blooms, 

Ev*n  in  that  deadly  grove — 
A  single  rose  is  sheddrng  there 

Its  lonely  lustre  meek  and  pale : 
It  looks  as  planted  by  Despair — 

So  white — so  fiunt — the  slightest  gale 
Might  whirl  the  leaves  on  hi^  ; 

And  yet,  though  storms  and  blight  assail. 
And  hands  more  rude  than  wintry  sky 

May  wring  it  from  the  stem — in  vain— 

To-morrow  sees  it  bloom  &gain ! 
The  stalk  some  spirit  gently  rears. 
And  waters  with  celestial  tears  ; 

For  well  may  maids  of  Helle  deem 
That  this  can  be  no  oarthlv  flower. 
Which  mocks  the  tempest  s  withering  hour. 
And  buds  unsheltered  oy  a  bower ; 
Nor  droops,  though  spring  refuse  her  shower. 

Nor  woos  the  summer  beam  : 
To  it  the  livelong  night  there  sings 

A  bird  unseen — but  not  remote : 
Invisible  his  airy  wings. 
But  soft  as  harp  that  Houri  strings. 

His  long  entrancing  note ! 
It  were  the  Bulbul ;  but  his  throat, 

Though  mournful,  pours  not  sudi  a  sti'ain  : 
For  they  who  listen  cannot  leave 
The  spot,  but  linger  there  and  grieve, 

As  if  they  loved  in  vain  ! 
And  j^et  so  sweet  the  tears  they  shed, 
'Tis  sorrow  so  unmix'd  with  dread, 
They  scarce  can  bear  the  mom  to  break 

That  melancholy  spell. 
And  longer  yet  would  weep  and  wake. 

He  sings  so  wild  and  well ! 
But  when  the  day -blush  bursts  from  high. 
Expires  that  magic  melody. 
And  some  have  been  who  could  believe 
(So  fondly  youthful  dreams  deceive. 

Yet  harsh  be  they  that  blame) 
That  note  so  piercing  and  profound 
Will  shape  and  syllable  its  sound 

Into  Zuleika's  name.* 

mder-it  la  glren  in  the  first  annotation  (p.  67)  of  "  The  FleaaoTet  of  1 ,  . 

•  wdl  known  am  to  render  a  reference  almoiit  inperflnous :  but  to  whoee  pairee  aJl 
•iifbted  to  neai.—B. 

i  tin  toDfaei  that  tjftk^h  men%  namei."— Miltov.    For  a  belief  thttt  \b«  MRdtt 
P 
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"IMs  from  her  cypress^  summit  licord^ 
That  melts  in  air  the  liqpd  woi-d ; 
*Tis  tivm  her  lowly  virgm  earth 
That  white  rose  takes  its  tender  birth. 
There  late  was  laid  a  marble  stone ; 
Evo  saw  it  placed — ^the  Morrow  gone ! 
It  was  no  mortal  arm  that  bore 
That  deop-fix'd  pillar  to  the  shore; 
For  thore,  as  Belle's  legends  tell, 
Next  mom  'twas  found  where  Selim  foil ; 
liosh'd  by  the  tumbling  tide,  whose  wave 
Denied  his  bones  a  hoher  grave : 
And  there  by  night,  redined,  'tis  said. 
Is  seen  a  ghastly  turban'd  head : 
And  hence  extended  by  the  billow, 
'Tis  named  the  "  Pirate-phantom's  pillow ! ' 
Where  first  it  lay,  that  mourning  flower 
Hath  flourish'd ;  flouriaheth  this  hour, 
Alone  and  dewy,  coldlv  pure  and  pale ; 
4s  weeping  Beauty's  ckeek  at  Sorrow's  tal*  I 


TO  GENEVRA. 

I. 

Thine  eyes'  blue  tenderness,  thy  long  fair  hwr. 
And  the  wan  lustre  of  thy  features — caught 
From  contemplation — ^where  serenely  wrought, 
Sooms  BOiTow's  softness  charm'd  from  its  despair- 
Have  thrown  such  speaking  sadness  in  thine  air. 
That — but  I  know  thy  blessfed  bosom  fraught 
With  mines  of  unalloy*d  and  stainless  thought— 
I  should  have  deem'd  thoe  doom'd  to  earthly  care. 
With  such  an  aspect,  by  his  colours  blent, 

When  from  his  beauty-bi-eathing  pencil  bom 
(Except  that  thou  hast  nothing  to  repent). 
The  Magdalen  of  Guide  saw  the  mom  — 
Such  seem'st  thou — ^but  how  much  more  excellent ! 
With  nought  Remorse  can  claim — nor  Virtue  scorn. 


of  tbe  dead  Inhabit  the  form  of  birds,  ve  need  not  tavel  to  the  Eaat.  Lord  LrO 
gbMt  etoxy,  the  belief  of  the  Duchess  of  Kendal,  that  Qoarga  J.  flew  Into  her  windin 
shape  of  a  xaveu  (see  Orfurd's  "Bemiuiscences"),  and  many  other  instaaoes,  M 
sniitBtitlBii  BMrer  home.  The  most  singular  was  the  uriblu  of  a  Wureester  M 
bellsTliw  hdr  daughter  to  exist  in  the  shape  of  a  ttmam  bird,  UtezaUy  AmUi 
pew  in  the  cathedral  with  cages  full  of  the  kind ;  and  as  tta  was  zicfa,  aad  a  lilM 
lA  beaatliyiiig  the  church,  no  oUttatiiaa  wa  inada  to  Iwr  >wil—  ftPy^g^Hi 
dot^  tr«  OtfOTd'a  "  Letten."— A 


SONNETS.  kll 

U. 

Thy  cheek  is  pale  with  thought,  but  not  ftx>m  woe ; 

And  yet  so  lonely,  that  if  mirth  could  flush 

Its  rose  of  whiteness  with  the  brightest  blush. 
My  heart  would  wish  awav  that  ruder  glow : 
And  dacsle  not  thy  deep  blue  eyes — but,  oh  I 

While  gazing  on  them  sterner  eyes  will  gush. 

And  into  mine  my  mother's  weeJoiess  rush. 
Soft  as  the  last  drops  round  heaven's  airy  bow. 
For,  through  thy  long  dark  lashes  low  depending. 

The  soul  of  melancholy  Gentleness 
Gleams  like  a  seraph  from  the  sky  descending^ 

Above  aU  pain^  yet  pitying  all  distress ; 
At  oDoe  SBoh  m^esty  witn  sweetness  blending, 

I  wonhip  more,  but  eannot  love  thee  Icn. 
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TO  THOMAS  MOORE,  ESQ. 

Mr  DKAB  MOORB, 

1  DKDicATB  to  joQ  the  lAst  pTodaction  with  which  I  ahaH  1 
public  patience,  and  your  indulgence,  for  some  years }  and  I  own  that  1 
ccel  anxious  to  avail  myself  of  this  latest  and  only  opportunity  of  adomiiv 
my  pages  with  a  name,  consecrated  by  unshaken  public  prindple,  and  the 
most  undoubted  and  various  talents.  While  Ireland  ranks  yon  amonf  the 
firmest  of  her  patriots ;  while  you  stand  alone  the  first  of  her  bards  in 
her  estimation,  and  Britain  repeats  and  ratifies  the  decree,  peimit  odc^ 
whose  only  regret,  since  our  first  acquaintance,  has  been  the  yean  be 
bad  lost  before  it  commenced,  to  add  the  humble  but  sincere  snlfirage  of 
friendship,  to  the  voice  of  more  than  one  nation.  It  will  at  least  im)Te  to 
you,  that  I  have  neither  forgotten  the  gratification  derived  from  your  so- 
ciety, nor  abandoned  the  prospect  of  its  renewal,  whenever  your  Idsmeor 
inclination  allows  yon  to  atone  to  your  firiends  for  too  long  an  absence.  H 
is  said  among  those  friends,  I  trust  truly,  that  yon  are  engaged  in  the  com- 
position of  a  poem  whose  scene  will  be  laid  in  the  East :  none  can  dotboce 
scenes  so  much  justice.  The  wrongs  of  your  own  country,  the  magnificent 
and  fiery  spirit  of  her  sons,  the  beauty  and  feeling  of  her  daughters,  mv 
there  be  found ;  and  Collins,  when  he  denominated  lus  Oriental  his  Irish 
Eclogues,  was  not  aware  how  true,  at  least,  was  a  part  of  his  paraM 

Your  imagination  will  create  a  wanner  sun,  and  less  clouded  sky;  but 
wildness,  tenderness,  and  origmality,  are  part  of  your  national  dabn  of 
oriental  descent,  to  which  you  have  already  thus  far  proved  your  title  mat 
clearly  than  the  most  zealous  of  your  country's  antiquarians. 

May  I  add  a  few  words  on  a  subject  on  which  all  men  are  supposed  to  be 
fluent  and  none  agreeable  ? — Self.  I  have  written  much,  and  puUitlK^ 
more  than  enough  to  demand  a  longer  silence  than  I  now  meditate;  bat, 
for  some  years  to  come,  it  is  my  intention  to  tempt  no  further  the  avira 
of  "Gods,  men,  nor  colnmns."  In  the  present  composition  I  tare  at- 
tempted not  the  most  difficult,  but,  perhaps,  the  best  adapted  mesniRto 
our  language,  the  good  old  and  now  neglected  heroic  couplet.  Hie  sttna 
of  Spenser  is  perhaps  too  slow  and  dignified  for  narrative ;  though,  I  conftss 
it  is  the  measure  most  after  my  own  heart :  Scott  alone,  of  the  present 
generation,  has  hitherto  completely  triumphed  over  the  fatal  fadUty  of  the 
octosyllabic  verse;  and  this  is  not  the  least  victory  of  his  fertile  and  nU^ 
genius:  in  blank  verse,  Milton,  Thomson,  and  our  dramatists,  ve tM 
beacons  that  shine  along  the  deep,  but  warn  ns  from  the  roug^andbsR«i> 
rock  on  which  they  are  kindled.  The  heroic  couplet  Is  not  the  most  popo* 
lar  measure,  certainly ;  but  as  I  did  not  deviate  into  the  other  fttx"  * 
wish  to  fiatter  what  is  called  public  ophiion,  I  shall  quit  it  without  fortbtf 
apology,  and  take  my  chance  once  more  with  that  versification  ia  whi^ 
have  hitherto  published  nothing  but  compositions  whose  former  dreoUP'' 
is  part  of  my  present,  and  will  be  of  my  future,  regret.  _^ 

With  regard  to  my  story,  and  stories  in  general,  I  should  havebeou^ 
to  have  rendered  my  personages  more  pMerfect  and  amiable,  tf  potw* 
inasmuch  as  I  have  been  sometimes  criticised,  and  conddend  no  1£ 
responsible  for  their  deeds  and  qualities  than  if  all  had  been  periOMi  " 
it  so— if  I  have  deviated  into  the  gloomy  vanity  of  *'  drawha^  fkom  mM^**^ 
pictures  are  probably  like,  since  the^  are  unfavoonOile  i  and  if  iu4  <k^ 
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who  know  me  are  nndecdved,  and  those  who  do  not,  I  have  little  hiterest 
in  nndeceivfaig:.  I  have  no  particular  desire  that  any  but  my  acquaintance 
should  think  the  author  better  than  the  beings  of  his  imag:ining  ;  but  I 
cannot  hdp  a  little  surprise,  and  perhaps  amusement,  at  some  odd  critical 
exceptions  in  the  present  instance,  when  I  see  several  bards  (far  more 
deserving,  I  allow)  in  very  reputable  plight,  and  quite  exempted  from  all 
participation  in  the  fiiults  of  those  heroes,  who,  nevertheless,  might  be 
found  witti  little  more  morality  than  **  The  Giaour,**  and  perhaps— but 
no — I  must  admit  Childe  Harold  to  be  a  very  repulsive  personage ;  and  as 
to  his  identity,  those  who  like  it  must  give  him  whatever  *'  alias  *'  they 
please. 

'^  If,  however,  it  were  worth  while  to  remove  the  impression,  it  might  be 
of  some  service  tome,  that  the  man  who  is  alike  the  delight  of  his  readers 
and  his  fHends,  the  poet  of  all  circles,  and  the  idol  of  his  own,  permits  me 
here  and  elsewhere  to  subscribe  myself, 
Most  truly, 

And  affectionately. 

His  obedient  servant, 
January  9, 1814.  BYRON. 
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CANTO  THE  FIBST. 

I. 
(yvBL  the  glad  waters  of  the  dark  blue  sea/ 
Our  thoughts  as  boundless,  and  our  souls  as  frce^ 
Far  as  the  breeze  can  bear,  the  billows  foam. 
Survey  our  empire,  and  behold  our  home  ! 
These  are  our  realms,  no  limits  to  their  sway — 
Our  flag  the  sceptre  all  who  meet  obey. 
Ours  the  wild  me  in  tumult  still  to  range 
From  toil  to  rest,  and  joy  in  every  change. 
Oh,  who  can  tell  ?  not  thou,  luxurious  slave  I 
Whose  soul  would  sicken  o'er  the  heaving  wave ;  f 
Not  thou,  vain  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease  ! 
Wliom  slumber  soothes  not — ^pleasure  cannot  please-^ 
Oh,  who  can  tell  save  he  whose  heart  hath  tried. 
And  danced  in  tiiumph  o'er  the  waters  wide. 
The  exulting  sense — the  pulse's  maddening  play. 
That  thrills  the  wanderer  of  that  trackless  way  ? 
That  for  itself  can  woo  the  approaching  fight. 
And  turn  what  some  deem  danger  to  delight ; 
That  seeks  what  cravens  shun  with  more  than  zeal. 
And  where  the  feebler  faint— can  only  feol— 
Feel— to  the  rising  bosom's  inmost  core. 
Its  hope  awaken  and  its  spirit  soar  % 

*  The  V^P^  ia  thU  poem  may  seem  too  short  for  the  oocnrrencei ;  but  the  whole  of  the 
j^t—n  idM  are  witldn  s  few  hours'  eail  of  the  continent,  and  the  reader  most  bo  kind 
muomA  to  take  the  itind  as  I  have  often  found  \X..—B.  ... 

t  B^VB'k  kugofliMM  made  the  water  his  element.  Had  he  been  %  devo\«d  YiUQ\At ,  ox  % 
nliHMr,  Us  ^portnpbea  would  bare  heeo  guite  m  wann. 
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No  dread  of  death— if  with  us  die  our  fbe»~ 
Save  Uiat  it  seems  even  duller  than  repose : 
Come  when  ijb  will — ^we  snatch  the  life  of  life — 
When  lost— what  recks  it— bv  disease  or  strife? 
Ijct  him  who  crawls  enamourd  of  decay. 
Cling  to  his  couch,  and  sicken  years  away ; 
Heave  his  thick  breath,  and  shake  his  pained  bead ; 
Ours — the  fresh  turf,  and  not  the  fevenah  bed. 
While  gasp  by  gasp  he  fedters  forth  his  soul. 
Ours  with  one  pang — one  bound— escapes  oontroL 
His  corse  may  bo^  its  urn  and  narrow  cave. 
And  they  wholoath'd  his  life  may  gild  his  gntve : 
Ours  are  the  tears,  though  few,  sincerely  shod* 
Whon  Ocean  shrouds  and  sepulchres  our  dead. 
For  us,  even  banquets  fond  regrets  supply 
In  the  red  cup  that  crowns  our  memory ; 
And  the  brief  epitaph  in  danger's  day. 
When  those  who  win  at  length  divide  the  prey. 
And  cry,  Remembrance  saddening  o'er  each  brow, 
How  had  the  brave  who  fell  exulted  now  / 

n. 
Such  were  the  notes  that  from  the  Pirates'  isle. 
Around  the  kindling  watch-fire  rang  the  while ; 
Such  were  the  sounds  that  thrill'd  the  rocks  along; 
And  unto  ears  as  rugged  seem'd  a  song  ! 
In  scatter'd  groups  upon  the  golden  sand. 
They  game— carouse — converse — or  whet  the  brand ; 
Select  the  arms — to  each  his  blade  assign. 
And  careless  eye  the  blood  that  dims  its  shine ; 
Repair  the  boat,  replace  the  helm  or  oar. 
While  others  straggling  muse  along  the  shore ; 
■Jor  the  wild  bird  tiie  busy  springes  set. 
Or  spread  beneath  the  sun  the  dripping  net ; 
Uaze  where  some  distant  sail  a  speck  supplies^ 
With  all  the  thirsting  eye  of  Enterprise"; 
Toll  o'er  the  tales  of  many  a  night  of  toil. 
And  marvel  where  they  nest  shall  seize  a  spoil : 
No  matter  where— their  chief's  allotment  this ; 
Theirs,  to  believe  no  prey  nor  plan  amiss. 
But  who  that  Chief  f  his  name  on  every  shore 
Is  famed  and  fear'd — ^they  ask  and  know  no  more. 
With  these  he  mingles  not  but  to  command ; 
Few  are  his  words,  but  keen  his  eye  and  hand. 
Ne'er  seasons  he  with  mirth  their  jovial  mess. 
But  they  forgive  his  silence  for  success. 
Ne'er  for  his  lip  the  purpling  cup  they  fill. 
That  goblet  passes  him  untasted  still — 
And  for  his  faro— the  rudest  of  his  crew 
Would  that,  in  turn,  have  pass'd  untasted  too  : 
Earth's  coarsest  bread.,  t\iQ  garden's  homeliest  rooti^ 
And  scarce  the  summer  \\x-xv3lt7  oi  tnoiXa, 
His  short  repast  in  huinVAotveaa  «\^^\;y 
With  all  a  hermit's  V^oard  woxAd  wswcft  ^wsj. 
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But  while  he  shuns  the  msser  joys  of  sense, 

His  mind  seems  nourish  d  by  that  abstinence. 

"  Steer  to  that  shore ! " — ^they  saiL  "  Do  this !  "—'tis  done  : 

"  Now  form  an<l  follow  mo ! " — ^Ihe  spoil  is  won. 

Thus  prompt  his  accents  and  his  actions  stilly 

And  ail  obey  and  few  inquire  his  will ; 

To  such,  brief  answer  and  oontemptuous  eye 

Convey  reproof,  nor  further  deign  reply. 

in. 
"  A  sail ! — a  sail ! " — a  promised  prize  to  Hope  I 
Her  nation — flag — ^how  speaks  the  telescope? 
No  prize,  alas ! — ^but  yet  a  welcome  sail : 
The  blood-red  signal  glitters  in  the  gale. 
Yes — she  is  ours — ^a  home-returning  bark- 
Blow  fair,  thou  breeze  ! — ^she  anchors  ere  the  daik. 
Already  doubled  is  the  cape— our  bay 
Receives  that  prow  which  proudly  spurns  the  spray. 
How  gloriously  her  gallant  course  she  goes ! 
Her  white  wings  flying — never  from  her  foes — 
She  walks  the  waters  like  a  thing  of  life, 
And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  to  strife. 
Who  would  not  brave  the  battle-fire— the  wreck — 
To  move  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deck? 

IV. 
Hoarse  o'er  her  side  the  rustling  cable  rings : 
The  sails  are  furl'd  ;  and  anchoring  round  she  swings ; 
And  gathering  loiterei-s  on  the  land  discern 
Her  Iwat  descending  from  the  latticed  stern. 
*Tiii  raann'd — the  oars  keep  concert  to  the  strand. 
Till  grates  her  keel  upon  the  shallow  sand. 
Hail  to  the  welcome  shout ! — the  friendly  speech  ! 
^Vhen  hand  grasps  hand  uniting  on  the  beach ; 
The  smile,  the  question,  and  the  quick  reply. 
And  the  heart's  promise  of  festivity  ! 

V. 

Tiio  tidings  spread,  and  gath'ring  grows  the  crowd  ; 
Tho  hum  of  voices,  and  the  laughter  loud, 
-And  woman's  gentler  anxious  tone  is  hoard — 
Friends' — husbands' — lovers'  names  in  each  dear  word  : 
"  Oh  !  are  they  safe  ?  we  ask  not  of  success — 
But  shall  wo  see  them  ? — will  their  accents  bless  ? 
From  where  the  battle  roars — the  billows  chafe — 
They  doubtless  boldly  did — but  who  are  safe  ? 
Hero  let  them  haste  to  gladden  and  surprise. 
And  kiss  the  doubt  from  these  delighted  eyes  1" 


"  Where  is  our  chief?  for  him  we  boar  report — 
And  doubt  that  joy— which  hails  our  commg — pihoTt.; 
Yet  thus  sincere— 'tis  cheering,  though  so  bv\ol  *, 
But,  Juan  !  instnnt  ffiiide  us  to  our  chief: 
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Our  greeting  iiaid,  we'll  feast  on  '>ar  return. 
And  all  shaU  near  what  each  may  wish  to  learn.* 
Asoendinff  slowly  by  the  rook-hewn  way. 
To  wherenis  watch-tower  beetles  o'er  the  bay. 
By  bushy  brake,  and  wild  flowers  blossoming. 
And  freuiness  breathing  from  each  silrer  sprhog. 
Whose  scatter'd  streams  from  granite  basins  bursl^ 
Leap  into  life,  and  sparkling  woo  your  thirst ; 
From  crag  to  diff  they  momit— Near  yonder  caTfl^ 
What  lonely  straggler  looks  along  the  wave? 
In  pensive  posture  leaning  on  the  brand. 
Not  ofb  a  restii^-staff  to  uiat  red  hand  ? 
"  *Tis  he— 'tis  Oanrad— here— as  wont — alone ; 
On — Juan  !— on — and  make  our  purpose  known. 
The  bark  he  views — and  tell  him  we  would  greet 
His  ear  with  tidings  he  must  quickly  meet : 
We  dare  not  yet  approach — ^thou  know's^his  mood, 
When  strange  or  uninvited  steps  intrude." 

Him  Juan  sought,  and  told  of  their  intent ; — 

He  spake  not — ^but  a  sign  express'd  assent. 

These  Juan  calls — ^they  come — to  their  salute 

He  bends  him  slightly,  but  his  lips  are  mute. 

"  These  letters.  Chief,  are  from  the  Greek— the  i^y. 

Who  still  proclaims  our  spoil  or  peril  nigh : 

Whate'er  nis  tidings,  we  can  well  report 

Much  that" — "  Peace,  peace !" — ^he  cuts  their  pratiugA 

Wondering  they  turn,  abash'd,  while  each  to  each 

Conjecture  whispers  in  his  muttering  speech : 

They  watch  his  glance  with  many  a  stealing  look, 

To  gather  how  uat  eye  the  tidings  took ; 

But,  this  as  if  he  guess'd,  with  head  aside. 

Perchance  from  some  emotion,  doubt,  or  pride. 

He  read  the  scroll — *'  My  tablets,  Juan,  hark — 

Where  is  Gronsalvo  ? " 

"In  the  anchor'd  bark." 
"  There  let  him  stay — ^to  him  this  order  bear. 
Back  to  your  duty — for  my  course  prepare : 
Myself  this  enterprise  to-night  will  share." 
"  To-night,  Lord  Conrad  ?  " 

"  Ay !  at  set  of  SUA : 
The  breeze  will  freshen  when  the  day  is  done. 
My  corslet — cloak — one  hour — and  we  are  gone. 
Shng  on  thy  bugle— see  that  free  from  rust 
My  carbine-lock  springs  worthy  of  my  trust ; 
Be  Uie  ed^e  sharpon'd  of  my  boarding-braudf. 
And  give  its  guard  more  room  to  fit  my  hand. 
This  let  the  Armourer  with  speed  dispose  ; 
Last  time  it  more  fatigued  my  arm  than  foes : 
Mark  that  the  si^al-gun  be  duly  fired. 
To  tell  us  when  ui©  \io\ir  oi  b\«j  ^a  «x?gYNA!* 
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Tliey  make  obeisance  and  retire  in  haste. 
Too  soon  to  seek  again  the  watery  waste : 
Yet  they  repine  not — so  that  Conrad  guides, 
And  wlio  dure  question  au^ht  that  ho  decides  ? 
That  man  of  loneliness  and  mystery. 
Scarce  seen  to  smile,  and  seldom  heard  to  sigh ; 
Whose  name  appals  the  fiercest  of  his  crew. 
And  tints  each  swarthy  cheek  with  sallower  hue  ; 
Still  sways  their  souls  with  that  commanding  art 
That  dasdes,  leads,  yet  chills  the  vulgar  heaiii. 
What  is  that  spell,  that  thus  his  lawless  train 
Confess  and  en^,  yet  oppose  in  vain  ? 
What  should  it  be,  that  thus  their  faith  can  bind  f 
The  power  of  thought— the  magic  of  the  Mind ! 
Linlrd  with  success,  assumed  and  kept  with  skill. 
That  moulds  another^s  weakness  to  its  will : 
Wields  with  their  hands,  but,  still  to  these  unknown. 
Makes  even  their  mightiest  deeds  appear  his  own. 
Such  hath  it  been— wall  be — ^beneath  the  sun 
The  many  still  must  labour  for  the  one ! 
Tjb  Nature's  doom— but  let  the  wretch  who  toils. 
Accuse  not,  hate  not  him  who  wears  the  spoils. 
Oh  1  if  he  knew  the  weight  of  splendid  chains. 
How  li^t  the  balance  of  his  humbler  pains  1 


Unlike  the  heroes  of  each  ancient  race, 

Demons  in  act,  but  gods  at  least  in  face. 

In  Conrad's  form  seems  little  to  admire, 

Though  his  dark  eyebrow  shades  a  glance  of  fire : 

Bobust  but  not  Herculean — ^to  the  sight 

No  giant  frame  sets  forth  his  common  height ; 

Yet,  in  the  whole,  who  paused  to  look  again. 

Saw  more  than  marks  the  crowd  of  vulgar  men ; 

They  gaze  and  marvel  how — and  still  confess 

That  Uius  it  is,  but  why  they  cannot  guess. 

Sun-burnt  his  cheek,  his  forehead  high  and  pale 

The  sable  curls  in  wild  profusion  veil ; 

And  oft  perforce  his  rismg  lip  reveals 

The  haughtier  thought  it  curbs,  but  scarce  conceals. 

Though  smooth  his  voice,  and  calm  his  general  mioOf 

Still  seems  there  something  he  would  not  have  seen : 

His  features*  deepening  lines  and  varying  hue 

At  times  attracted,  yet  perplex'd  the  view. 

As  if  within  that  murkiness  of  mind 

Work'd  feelings  fearful,  and  yet  imdefined  ; 

Such  might  it  be^-that  none  could  tioily  tell — 

Too  dose  inquiry  his  stem  glance  would  quell. 

There  breathe  but  few  whose  aspect  might  defy 

The  full  micounter  of  his  searching  eye  ; 

He  had  the  skill,  when  Cunning's  gaze  would  seek 

To  piobo  his  heart  and  watch  lus  cnanging  cheek, 


X. 

Slipfht  are  the  outward  signs  of  evil  thought, 
Within— within— *twas  there  the  spirit  wrought  * 
Lovo  shows  all  changes — ^Hate,  Ambition,  Guilc^ 
Betray  no  further  than  the  bitter  smile; 
The  lip's  least  curl,  the  lightest  paleness  thrown 
AloDg  the  govem'd  aspect,  speax  alone 
Ot  deeper  passions  ;  and  to  judge  their  mieu. 
He  who  would  s^e,  must  be  himself  unseen. 
Tlion — with  the  hurried  tread,  the  upward  eya^ 
The  clenched  hand,  the  pause  of  agony. 
That  listens,  starting,  lest  the  step  too  notur 
Approach  intrusive  on  that  mood  of  £ear : 
Then— with  each  feature  working  from  the  heart, 
With  feelings  loosed  to  strenffthen — not  dqiart : 
That  rise — convulse— conten(^— that  fireese  or  glo 
Flush  in  the  cheek,  or  damp  upon  the  brow ; 
Then — Stranger  !  if  thou  canst,  and  tremblest  n 
Behold  his  soul — the  rest  that  soothes  his  lot ! 
Mark — how  that  lone  and  blighted  bosom  i 
The  scathing  thought  of  execrated  years ! 
Behold — but  who  hath  seen,  or  e'er  shall  m 
Man  as  himself— the  secret  q)irit  free  f 


Yet  was  not  Conrad  thus  by  nature  sent 
To  lead  the  guilty— guilt's  worst  instrument— 
His  soul  was  changed,  before  his  deeds  had  drirci 
Him  forth  to  war  with  man  and  forfeit  heaven. 
Warp'd  by  the  world  in  disappointment's  school, 
In  words  too  wise,  in  conduct  there  a  fool ; 
Too  firm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  to  stoop, 
Doom'd  by  his  very  virtues  for  a  dupe. 
Ho  cursed  those  virtues  as  the  CKoae  of  ill. 
And  not  the  traitors  who  betmy'd  him  still ; 
Nor  deem'd  that  gifts  bestow'd  on  better  men 
Had  left  him  joy,  and  means  to  give  again. 
Fear'd — shunn'd- belied — ere  vouth  had  lost  l>ci  * 
He  hated  man  too  much  to  feel  remorse. 
And  thought  the  voice  of  wrath  a  sacred  oaUf 
To  pay  the  injuries  of  some  on  all. 
He  Knew  himself  a  villain — but  he  deem*d 
The  rest  no  better  tWTvt\i^\^m^^haiieem'<]  i 
And  scom'd  the  \)CBt  aa\i7poOTv\*»'w\tfi\o^ 
Those  deeds  tTaeboVdw  wg«^^^^»^^l  ^^^ 
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Tie  knew  himself  detested,  but  he  knew 

The  hearts  that  loath'd  him,  crouch'd  and  dreaded  too. 

Lono,  wild,  and  strange,  he  stood  alike  exempt 

From  all  aflieotaon  and  from  all  contempt : 

His  name  oonld  sadden,  and  his  acts  surprise ; 

But  they  that  feared  him  dared  not  to  despise. 

Man  spurns  the  worm,  but  pauses  ere  he  wake 

The  slumbering  renom  of  the  folded  snake : 

The  first  ma^  torn— but  not  avenge  the  blow ; 

The  last  expires — but  leaves  no  living  foe  ; 

Fast  to  the  doom'd  offender's  form  it  clings. 

And  he  may  crash — ^not  conquer — still  it  stings  ! 


None  are  all  evil— quickening  round  his  hearty 

One  softer  feeling  would  not  yet  depart ; 

Oft  could  he  sneer  at  others  as.begiiiled 

By  passions  worthy  of  a  fool  or  child  ; 

Vet  'gainst  that  passion  vainly  still  ho  strove. 

And  even  in  him  it  asks  the  name  of  Love ! 

Yes,  it  was  love — unchangeable — unchanged, 

Felt  but  for  one  from  whom  he  never  ranged  ; 

Though  fimrest  captives  daily  met  his  eye. 

He  shunn'd,  nor  sought,  but  coldly  pass'd  them  by ; 

Though  many  a  beauty  drooped  in  prison'd  bower. 

None  ever  soothed  his  most  unguarded  horn*. 

Tes— it  was  Love— if  thoughts  of  tenderness. 

Tried  in  temptation,  strengthen'd  by  distress. 

Unmoved  by  absence,  firm  in  every  clime. 

And  yet — oh,  more  iiian  all ! — ^untired  by  time ; 

Which  nor  defeated  hope,  nor  baffled  wile. 

Could  render  sullen,  were  she  near  to  smile ; 

Nor  rage  could  fire,  nor  sickness  fret  to  vent 

On  her  one  murmur  of  his  discontent ; 

Which  still  would  meet  with  joy,  with  calmness  part. 

Lest  that  his  look  of  grief  should  reach  her  heart ; 

Which  nought  removed,  nor  menaced  to  remove— 

If  there  be  love  in  mortals-— this  was  love  I 

He  was  a  villain — ay — ^reproaches  shower 

On  him — but  not  the  passion,  nor  its  power, 

Which  only  proved,  all  other  virtues  gone, 

N<tt  guilt  itself  could  quench  this  loveliest  one ! 


He  pansed  a  moment—  till  his  hastening  men 
Pass'd  the  first  winding  downward  to  the  glen. 
"  Strangle  tidings ! — many  a  peril  have  I  pass'd, 
Nor  know  I  why  this  next  appears  the  last  ! 
Yet  so  my  heart  forebodes  but  must  not  fear. 
Nor  shall  my  followers  find  me  falter  here. 
'TIS  rash  to  meet,  but  surer  death  to  wait 
Till  here  they  hunt  us  to  undoubted  fi^te ; 
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And.  if  my  plan  bat  hold,  and  Forttme  smila. 
We'll  fumun  mourners  for  our  funeral -pile. 
A7 — ^let  them  slumber — peaceful  be  their  dreams ! 
Horn  ne'er  awoke  them  with  such  brilliant  beams 
As  kindle  high  to-night  (but  blow  thou  breese  i) 
To  warm  these  slow  avengers  of  the  seas. 
NowtoMedora — Oh!  my  sinking  hearty 
Long  may  her  own  be  lighter  thsm  thon  art  I 
Tet  was  I  brave— mean  boast  where  all  are  brsTS  I 
Ev'n  insects  sting  for  aught  they  seek  to  save. 
This  common  ooura^  which  with  brutes  we  Aax9, 
That  owes  its  deadhest  efforts  to  despair, 
Small  merit  claims— but  'twas  my  nobler  hope 
To  teach  my  few  with  numbers  still  to  oope ; 
Long  have  I  led  them — not  to  vainly  bleea : 
No  medium  now — we  perish  or  succeed  1 
So  let  it  be— it  irks  not  me  to  die  ; 
But  thus  to  urge  them  whence  they  cannot  fly. 
My  lot  hath  long  had  little  of  my  care. 
But  chafes  my  pride  thus  baffled  in  the  snare : 
Is  this  my  skill  I  my  craft !  to  set  at  last 
Hope,  power,  and  life  upon  a  single  cast  f 
Oh,  Fate  1 — accuse  thy  folly,  not  thy  fete- 
She  may  redeem  thee  still— nor  yet  too  late." 


Thus  with  himself  communion  held  he,  till 
He  reach'd  the  summit  of  his  tower-crown'd  hill : 
There  at  the  portal  paused— for  wild  and  soft 
He  heard  those  accents,  never  heard  too  oft ; 
Through  the  high  lattice  fiEir  yet  sweet  they  rung; 
And  these  the  notes  his  bird  of  beauty  sung  :— 

I. 
"  Deep  in  my  soul  that  tender  secret  dwells. 

Lonely  and  lost  to  light  for  evermore, 
Save  when  to  thine  my  heart  responsive  swells, 

Then  trembles  into  silence  as  before. 

s. 

"  There,  in  its  centre,  a  sepulchral  lamp 
Bums  the  slow  flame,  eternal — ^but  unseen ;       • 

"VMiich  not  the  darkness  of  despair  can  damp. 
Though  vain  its  ray  as  it  had  never  been. 

s. 

"  Remember  me — Oh !  pass  not  thou  my  gravs 
Without  one  thought  whose  relics  there  reolint: 

The  only  pang  my  bosom  dare  not  brave 
Must  be  to  find  forgetfulness  in  thine. 


Grief  for  the  desA  TioV.N*>Jrt?aft  cwo-w^pcw^-, 
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Then  give  me  all  I  ever  aflk'd— a  tear. 
The  first-— last— eole  reward  of  so  much  love  1*" 

He  pas8*d  the  portal— cross*d  the  corridore, 
Ana  reach'd  the  chamber  as  the  strain  cfavo  o'er  : 
'•  My  own  Medora !  sure  thy  song  is  sad" — 

"  In  Conrad's  absence  wouldst  thou  have  it  glad ! 
Without  thine  ear  to  listen  to  my  lay. 
Still  must  my  song  my  thoughts,  my  soul  betray : 
Still  must  each  accent  to  my  bosom  suit. 
My  heart  unhush'd— although  my  lips  were  mute ! 
Oh  1  many^  a  night  on  this  lone  couch  reclined, 
My  dreaming  fear  with  storms  hath  winged  the  wind. 
And  deem'd  the  breath  that  fiedntly  £uin\l  thy  sail 
The  murmuring  prelude  of  the  ruaer  gale ; 
Though  soft,  it  seem*d  the  low  prophetic  dirgo, 
That  moum*d  thee  floating  on  tne  savage  surge : 
Still  would  I  rise  to  rouse  the  beacon  fire. 
Lest  spies  less  true  should  let  the  blaze  expire : 
And  many  a  restless  hour  outwatch'd  each  star. 
And  morning  came— and  still  thou  wert  afar. 
Oh !  how  the  chill  blast  on  my  bosom  blew. 
And  dav  broke  dreary  on  my  troubled  view. 
And  still  I  gased  and  gazed — and  not  a  prow 
Was  grantMl  to  my  tears— my  truth— my  vow ! 
At  length — ^'twas  noon — ^I  hail'd  and  bloss'd  the  mast 
That  met  my  sight — ^it  near'd — ^Alas  1  it  pa^s'd  1 
Another  came— oh  !  Gk>d 'twas  thine  at  last ! 
Would  that  those  days  were  over  !  wilt  thou  ne*cr, 
My  Conrad  1  learn  the  joys  of  peace  to  share  ? 
Sure  thou  hast  more  than  wealth,  and  many  a  homo 
As  bright  as  this  invites  us  not  to  roam  : 
Thou  know'st  it  is  not  peril  that  I  fear, 
I  only  tremble  when  thou  art  not  here ; 
Then  not  for  mine,  but  that  far  dearer  lifo. 
Which  flies  from  love  and  languishes  for  stri^B — 
How  strange  that  heart,  to  me  so  tender  still. 
Should  war  with  nature  and  its  better  will  1 " 

"  Yea,  strange  indeed — ^that  heart  hath  long  boon  cbnngod  ; 

Worm-like  'twas  trampled — adder-like  avenged. 

Without  one  hope  on  earth  beyond  thy  love. 

And  scarce  a  gkmpse  of  mercy  from  above. 

Yet  the  same  feeling  which  thou  dost  condemn. 

My  very  love  to  thee  is  hate  to  them, 

So  closely  mingling  here,  that  disentwined, 

I  cease  to  love  thee  when  I  love  mankind : 

Yet  dread  not  this — the  proof  of  all  the  past 

Assures  the  future  that  my  love  will  last ; 

But — oh,  Medora !  nerve  thy  gentler  heart. 

This  hour  again— but  not  for  long— we  part." 

"  This  hour  we  part  I — my  heart  foreboded  this ; 
Thus  ever  fade  my  fidry  dreams  of  bliss. 
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Thu  houi^— it  cannot  be — ^this  hour  away  t 
Yon  bark  bath  bardly  anchored  in  tho  bay : 
Hor  consort  still  is  absent,  and  ber  crew 
Have  need  of  rest  before  they  toil  anew ; 
3k (y  luve  1  thou  mock'st  my  weakness,  and  wouldstabi 
My  breast  before  the  time  when  it  must  feel ; 
But  Uifle  now  no  more  with  my  distress. 
Such  mirth  hath  less  of  play  than  bittemesi. 
Be  silent,  Conrad !— dearest  1  oome  and  share 
The  feast  these  hands  delighted  to  prepare ; 
Light  toil  1  to  cull  and  dress  thy  frugal  fare ! 
Bee,  I  have  pluck'd  the  fruit  that  promised  best. 
And  where  not  sure,  perplex'd,  but  pleased,  I  gucss'd 
At  such  as  seem*d  the  fiurest :  thrice  the  hOl 
My  steps  have  wound  to  try  the  coolest  rill  t 
Yes !  th^  sherbet  to-night  will  sweetly  flow, — 
See  how  it  sparkles  in  its  yaoe  of  snow  1 
The  grape's  gay  juioe  thy  bosom  never  oheers ; 
Thou  more  than  Moslem  when  the  cup  appears: 
Think  not  I  mean  to  dhide ;  for  I  rejoice 
What  others  deem  a  penance  is  thy  choice. 
But  come,  the  board  is  spread ;  our  silyer  lamp 
Is  trimm'd,  andlieedi  not  the  sirocco's  damp  : 
Then  shall  my  handmaids  while  the  time  along, 
And  join  with  me  the  dance,  or  wake  the  song; 
Or  my  guitar,  which  still  thou  lov'st  to  hear. 
Shall  soothe  or  lull — or,  should  it  vex  thine  ear. 
We'll  turn  the  tale  by  Ariosto  told. 
Of  fair  Olympia,  loved  and  left  of  old.* 
Why — thou  wert  worse  than  he  who  broke  his  vow 
To  that  lost  damsel,  shouldst  thou  leave  me  now ; 
Or  even  that  traitor  chief— Fve  seen  thee  smiley 
When  the  clear  sky  show'd  Ariadne's  isle. 
Which  I  have  pointed  from  these  chSs  the  while : 
And  thus,  half  sportive,  half  in  fear,  I  said, 
Lest  time  should  raise  l^at  doubt  to  more  than  drood 
Thus  Conrad,  too,  will  quit  me  for  the  main : 
And  he  deceived  me — ^for — ^he  came  again  I " 

"Again — again — ^and  oft  again — my  love  1 
If  there  be  life  below,  and  hope  above. 
He  will  return — but  now,  the  moments  bring 
The  time  of  parting  with  redoubled  wing ; 
The  why— the  where — ^what  boots  it  now  to  tell  f 
Since  all  must  end  in  that  wild  word — fitrewell  I 
Yet  would  I  fiedn— did  time  allow — disclose^ 
Fear  not— these  are  no  formidable  fiMs  ; 
And  here  shall  watch  a  more  than  wonted  guard. 
For  sudden  siege  and  long  defence  prepared ; 
Nor  be  thou  lonely — though  thv  lord  *b  away, 
Oiu*  matrons  and  thy  handmaids  with  thee  stay  ; 
And  this  thy  comfort,  that,  when  next  we  meet^ 
Security  shall  make  repose  more  swe^ 

•  Orlando  Forioio.  Cuto  10,— Jf, 
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List ! — ^'tis  the  bugle  " — Juan  shrilly  blew — 
"  One  ki« — one  more— another — oh  1  Adieu ! '' 

She  rose — she  sprung — she  clung  to  his  enibiaoe^ 
Till  his  heart  heaved  beneath  her  hidden  face. 
He  dared  not  raise  to  his  that  deep-blue  eye, 
IVhich  downcast  droop'd  in  tearless  agouy. 
Her  long  fair  hair  lay  floating  o'er  his  ai-ms. 
In  all  the  wildness  of  dishevell'd  cbai-ms ; 
Scarce  beat  that  bosom  where  his  image  dwelt 
So  full — thai  feeling  seem'd  almost  unfelt  I 
Hark — ^peals  the  thunder  of  the  signal-gun  ! 
It  told  twas  sunset — and  he  curs<^  that  sun. 
Again — again — ^that  form  he  madly  pross'd, 
Which  mutely  clasp'd,  imploringly  caress'd ! 
And  tottering  to  the  couch  his  biide  he  bore, 
One  moment  gazed — ^as  if  to  gaze  no  more ; 
Felt — ^that  for  him  earth  held  but  her  alone, 
Kiss'd  her  cold  forehead — tum'd — is  Conrad  gono  ? 


"And  is  he  gone  V* — on  sudden  solitude 

How  oft  that  fearful  question  will  intinide ! 

"  'Twas  but  an  instant  past — and  here  he  stood  ! 

And  now  " — without  the  portal's  porch  she  rush'd. 

And  then  at  length  her  te€trs  in  freedom  gush'd ; 

Big, — bright — and  fast,  unknown  to  her  they  fell ; 

But  still  her  lips  refused  to  send — '*  Farewell ! " 

For  in  that  word — ^that  fatal  word — howe'er 

"Wo  promise — ^hopo — ^believe — there  breathes  despair. 

O'er  every  feature  of  that  still  pale  face. 

Had  sorrow  fix'd  what  time  can  ne'er  erase : 

The  tender  blue  of  that  large  loving  eye 

Grew  frozen  with  its  gaze  on  vacancy. 

Till — oh,  how  far ! — it  caught  a  glimpse  of  him. 

And  then  it  flow'd — and  phrcnsied  seem'd  to  swim, 

Through  those  long,  dark,  and  glistening  lashos  dew'd 

With  drops  of  sadness  oft  to  be  ronew'd. 

**  He's  gone  ! " — against  her  heart  that  hand  is  driven, 

ConMil^d  and  quick — then  gently  raised  to  heaven ; 

She  look'd  and  saw  the  heaving  of  the  main ; 

The  white  sail  set — she  dared  not  look  again  ; 

But  tum'd  with  sickening  soul  within  the  gate — 

''  It  is  no  dream — and  I  am  desolate ! " 


From  crag  to  crag  descending — swiftly  sped 
Stem  Conrad  down,  nor  once  he  tum'd  his  head ; 
But  shrunk  whene'er  the  windings  of  his  way 
Forced  on  his  eye  what  he  would  not  survey. 
His  lone,  but  lovely  dwelling  on  the  steep, 
That  hail'd  him  first  when  homeward  from  the  deep ; 
And  she — ^the  dim  and  melancholy  star. 
Whose  ray  of  beauty  reach'd  him  from  afar, 


S2I  btboiTb  poxm. 

On  her  he  must  not  gaae,  he  most  not  thinky 
There  he  might  reet^-but  on  Destmotion's  brink; 
Yet  onoe  almost  he  stopp'd— and  nearly  garo 
His  fate  to  chance,  his  projects  to  the  wave ; 
But  no— it  must  not  be--A  worthy  chief 
May  melt,  but  not  betray  to  woman's  grief. 
Ho  sees  his  bark,  he  notes  how  fidr  the  wind, 
And  sternly  gathers  all  his  might  of  mind : 
Again  he  hurries  on— and  as  he  hears 
The  clang  of  Tumult  vibrate  on  his  ears^ 
The  busy  sounds,  the  bustle  of  the  shores 
The  shout,  the  signal,  and  the  dashing  oar ; 
As  marks  his  eye  the  seaboy  on  the  mast. 
The  anchors  rise,  the  sails  unfurling  last, 
Tbe  waving  kerchiefs  of  the  crowd  that  uigo 
That  mute  adieu  to  those  who  stem  the  sorgo ; 
And  more  than  all,  his  blood-red  flag  aloft, 
Ho  marvell'd  how  his  heart  could  seem  so  soft 
Fire  in  his  glance,  and  wildness  in  his  breast, 
Ho  feels  of  all  his  former  self  possess'd  ; 
He  bounds — ^he  flies — ^until  his  footsteps  reach 
The  verge  where  ends  the  cliff,  begins  the  beach. 
There  checks  his  speed ;  but  pauses  less  to  broatho 
The  breezy  freshness  of  the  deep  beneath. 
Than  there  his  wonted  statelier  step  renew ; 
Nor  rush,  disturVd  by  haste,  to  vuijgar  view : 
For  well  had  Conrad  leam'd  to  curb  the  crowd, 
B;^  arts  that  veil,  and  oft  preserve  the  proud ; 
His  was  the  lofty  port,  the  distant  mien. 
That  seems  to  shun  the  sight — ^and  awes  if  seen : 
The  solemn  aspect,  and  the  high-bom  eye. 
That  checks  low  mirth,  but  lacks  not  courtesy ; 
All  these  he  wielded  to  conmiand  assent : 
But  where  he  wish'd  to  win,  so  well  unbent. 
That  kindness  canceird  fear  in  those  who  heard, 
And  others'  gifts  show'd  mean  beside  his  word, 
When  echo'd  to  the  heart,  as  from  his  own. 
His  deep  yet  tender  melody  of  tone : 
But  such  was  foreign  to  his  wonted  mood. 
He  cared  not  what  he  soften'd,  but  subdued; 
The  evil  passions  of  his  youth  had  made 
Him  value  less  who  loved — than  what  obey'd. 

xvn. 
Around  him  mustering  ranged  his  ready  goard. 
Before  him  Juan  stands — "  Are  all  preptured!" 

"  They  are— nay  more — embark'd :  the  latest  boal 

Waits  but  my  chief " 

"  My  sword,  and  my  oapol 
Soon  firmly  girded  on,  and  lightly  sluxig. 
His  belt  and  cloak  were  o'er  his  shoulders  fla 
"  Call  Pedro  her©  \ "— "Re  cotcl^^b^^sdA  ^ 
WiUi  all  the  courloBy  lie  ds\iGD^^\aatns&i^\ 
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**  Beoeiye  those  tablets,  and  peruse  with  care. 

Words  of  high  trust  and  tmtn  are  graven  there  ; 

Double  the  guard,  and  when  Anselmo's  baric 

Arriyes,  let  him  alike  these  orders  mark  : 

In  th^e  days  (serve  the  breeze)  the  sun  shall  shiuo 

On  our  return — ^till  then  all  peace  be  thhio  ! " 

This  said,  his  brother  Pirates  hand  he  wrung. 

Then  to  his  boat  with  haughty  gestiure  8i)rung. 

Flash'd  the  dipp'd  oars,  and  sparkling  with  the  stroke. 

Around  the  waves'  phosphoric*  brightness  broke ; 

They  gain  the  vessel— on  the  deck  he  stands, 

Shrieks  the  shrill  whistle  —ply  the  busy  hands — 

He  marks  how  well  the  ship  her  helm  obeys, 

How  gallant  all  her  crew— and  deigns  to  praise. 

His  eyes  of  pride  to  young  Gk)nsalvo  turn — 

Why  doth  he  start,  and  inly  seem  to  mourn  ? 

Alas !  those  eyes  beheld  his  rocky  tower. 

And  live  a  moment  o*er  the  partmg  hour ; 

She — ^his  Medora — did  she  mark  the  prow  f  ' 

Ah  !  never  loved  he  half  so  much  as  now ! 

But  much  must  yet  be  done  ere  dawn  of  day— 

Again  he  mans  himself  and  turns  awav ; 

Down  to  the  cabin  with  Gonsalvo  bends,  - 

And  there  unfolds  his  plan — ^his  means— ^and  ends  ; 

Before  them  bums  the  lamp,  and  spreads  the  chart, 

And  all  that  speaks  and  aids  the  naval  art ; 

They  to  the  midnight  watch  protract  debate ; 

To  anxious  eyes  what  hour  is  ever  late  ? 

Meantime  the  steady  breeze  serenely  blew, 

And  fast  and  £Etlcon-like  the  vessel  flew ; 

Passed  the  high  headlands  of  each  clustering  isle. 

To  gain  their  port — ^long — ^long  ero  morning  smile : 

And  soon  the  night-^ass  through  the  narrow  bay 

Discovers  where  the  Facha*s  galleys  lay. 

Count  they  each  sail — and  mark  how  there  supine 

The  lights  in  vain  o*er  heedless  Moslem  shine. 

Secure,  unnoted,  Conrad's  prow  pass'd  by. 

And  anchor'd  where  his  ambush  meant  to  lie ; 

Screen'd  from  espial  by  the  jutting  cape. 

That  rears  on  high  its  rude  fantastic  shape. 

Then  rose  his  band  to  duty — not  from  sleeps 

Equipp'd  for  deeds  alike  on  land  or  deep  ; 

Wnile  lean'd  their  leader  o'er  the  fretting  flood, 

And  calmly  talk' d— and  yet  he  talk'd  of  blood  i 


CANTO  THE  SECOND. 
"OnuMoeBto  i  duHort  dedzl?"-DAJR& 
I. 
In  Coron's  bay  floats  many  a  galley  light. 
Through  Coron's  lattices  the  lamps  are  bright^ 
For  S^d,  the  Pacha,  makes  a  feast  to-night : 

9/  mgpX,  putteniftity  in  a  wann  latitude,  every  stroke  of  the  oar,  efv«ry  luoUoiv  of 
best  gr  diip^  la  foUowd  by  a  slight  flash  llJce  sheet-lightning  from  the  iratet.— B. 
Q 
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A  feast  foT  promised  triumpli  voi  to  come, 
When  bo  shall  drag  the  fetbor  d  Rovers  homo; 
This  hath  be  sworn  by  Alia  and  bis  sword, 
And  faithful  to  his  firman  and  his  word. 
His  summon'd  prows  collect  along  the  coast, 
And  great  the  gathering  crews,  and  loud  the  bosak; 
Already  shared  the  captives  and  the  prize, 
Though  far  the  distant  foe  they  thu?.  despise ; 
*Tis  but  to  sail — ^no  doubt  to-morrow's  Sun 
"Will  see  tiie  Pirates  bound — ^tbeir  liaven  won ! 
Meantime  the  watch  may  slumber,  if  they  will, 
Nor  only  wake  to  war,  but  dreaming  kill. 
Though  all,  who  can,  disperse  on  shore  and  seek 
To  flesh  their  glowing  valour  on  the  Greek ; 
How  well  such  deed  becomes  the  turban'd  bravo— 
To  baro  the  sabre's  edge  before  a  slave ! 
Infest  his  dwelling — ^but  forbear  to  slay. 
Their  arms  are  strong,  yet  merciful  to-day, 
And  do  not  deign  to  smite  because  they  may ! 
Unless  some  gay  caprice  suggests  the  blow. 
To  keep  in  practice  for  the  coming  foe. 
Bevel  and  rout  the  evening  hours  beguile. 
And  they  who  wish  to  wear  a  head  must  smile ; 
For  Moslem  mouths  produce  their  choicest  che^, 
And  hoard  their  curses,  till  the  coast  is  clear. 

n. 

High  in  his  hall  reclines  the  turban'd  Seyd ; 
Around — the  bearded  chiefs  he  came  to  lead. 
Removed  the  banquet,  and  the  last  pilaflf— 
Forbidden  draughts,  'tis  said,  he  dsured  to  quaff, 
Though  to  the  rest  the  sober  berry's  juice,* 
The  ^ves  bear  round  for  rigid  Moslems'  use ; 
The  long  chibouque's  +  dissolving  cloud  supply, 
While  danco  the  Almas :|:  to  wild  minstrelsy. 
The  rising  mom  will  view  the  chiefs  embark ; 
But  waves  are  somewhat  treacherous  in  the  dark : 
And  revellers  mav  more  securely  sleep 
On  silken  couch  tLan  o'er  the  rugged  deep. 
Feast  thero  who  can — nor  combat  till  they  mnst, 
And  less  to  conquest  than  to  Korans  trust ; 
And  yet  the  nmnbers  crowded  in  his  host 
Might  warrant  more  than  even  the  Pacha's  boast. 

in. 
With  cautious  reverence  from  the  outer  gate. 
Slow  stalks  the  slave,  whose  office  there  to  wait, 
Bows  his  bent  head— his  hand  salutes  the  floor. 
Ere  yet  his  tongue  the  trusted  tidings  bore : 
"  A  captive  Dervise,  fi-om  the  pirate's  nest 
Escaped,  is  hero— himself  would  tell  the  rest."  8 

.  OoOot^B.  t  Pipe  —B.  X  Danoias  gills.— A      .  j- 

«.^>,.  J*^  *^?  oljectad,  that  (fenrad-H  entering  diRguIaed  as  a  ipy  ta  wt  •'•*' 

pern&ps  ao.    l  find  something  not  unlike  it  in  history.  ^ 

Anxioni  to  exidore  with  his  own  eyes  the  state  of  the  Vaikdal^  M^oata*''* 
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He  took  the  sign  from  Seyd's  assenting  eye. 

And  led  the  holy  man  in  silence  nigh. 

His  arms  were  folded  on  his  dark-green  vest. 

His  step  was  feeble^  and  his  look  depress'd  ; 

Yet  worn  he  seem'd  of  hardship  more  than  years. 

And  pale  his  cheek  with  penance,  not  from  ieai-s. 

VoVd'to  his  God — ^his  saole  locks  he  wore. 

And  these  his  lofty  cap  rose  proudly  o'er : 

Aroimd  his  form  his  loose  long  robe  was  thrown. 

And  wrapt  a  breast  bedtow*d  on  Heaven  alone ; 

Submissive,  yet  with  self-possession  mann'd, 

He  calmly  mot  the  curious  eyes  that  scanned ; 

And  question  of  his  coming  min  would  seek,  ^ 

Before  the  Pacha's  will  allowed  to  speak. 


"  Whence  com'st  thou,  Dervise  V 

"  From  the  outlaw's  den, 
"A  fugitive—" 

•'Thy  capture  where  and  when  V* 
"  From  Scalanova's  port  to  Scio*s  isle. 
The  Saick  was  bound ;  but  Alia  did  not  smile 
Upon  onr  course — ^the  Moslem  merchant's  gains 
The  Rovers  won:  our  limbs  have  worn  their  chains. 
I  had  no  death  to  fear,  nor  wealth  to  boast, 
Beyond  the  wandering  freedom  which  I  lost; 
At  length  a  fisher's  humble  boat  by  night 
Afforded  hope,  and  offer'd  chance  of  flight : 
I  seized  the  hour,  and  find  my  safety  here — 
With  thee — most  mighty  Pacha !  who  can  fear  ? " 

"  How  speed  the  outlaws?  stand  they  well  preparfcfl 
Their  plunder'd  wealth,  and  robber's  rock,  to  guard  t 
Dream  they  of  this  our  preparation,  doom'd 
To  view  with  fire  their  scorpion  nest  consumed  ? " 

"  Pacha  !  the  fetter'd  captive's  mouniing  eye, 

That  weeps  for  flight,  but  ill  can  play  the  spy  ; 

I  only  heard  the  reckless  waters  roar. 

Those  waves  that  would  not  bear  me  from  tlie  shore  ; 

I  only  mark'd  the  glorious  sun  and  sky, 

Too  bright — too  blue — ^for  my  captivity ; 

And  felt — that  all  which  Freedom's  bosom  cheers, 

Must  break  my  chain  before  it  dried  my  tears. 

This  mayst  thou  judge,  at  least,  from  my  escape, 

They  little  deem  of  aught  in  peril's  shape  ; 

Else  vainly  had  I  pray'd  or  sought  the  chance 

That  leads  me  here— if  eyed  with  vigilance : 

The  careless  guard  that  did  not  see  me  fly. 

May  watch  as  idly  when  thy  power  is  nigh. 

IinUing  the  colour  of  his  liAlr,  to  visit  CSarthoge  in  tlie  character  of  his  own 
tia;  uidaenMrio  wrs  Afterwards  mortifted  by  the  discovery,  that  he  hml  en- 
•d  uid  dismiMed  the  emperur  of  the  Romans.  Snch  an  anecdote  may  be  r^ect«d 
mprobable  fiction  ;  but  it  is  a  fiction  which  would  not  have  been  imagined  onlesa 
HfllorslMrtt.'*— ffiM^n,  DeeUn«  and  Fall,  vol.  vl.  p.  180. 
«2 
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Paclia !— my  limbs  are  faint — and  nature  craves 
Food  for  my  hunger,  rest  from  tossing  waves : 
Permit  my  absence — peace  bo  with  thee  I  Peace 
With  all  around ! — ^now  grant  repose — ^release.'* 
"  ytay,  Dervise  !  I  have  more  to  question — stay, 
I  do  command  thee — sit — dost  hear  ?— obey  1 
More  I  must  ask,  and  food  the  slaves  shall  bring  j 
Thou  shalt  not  pine  where  all  are  banqueting : 
The  supper  done — ^prepare  thee  to  reply. 
Clearly  and  lull — I  love  not  mystery." 

'Twcro  vain  to  guess  what  shook  the  pious  man, 
•  "VVho  look'd  not  lovingly  on  that  Divan  ; 

Nor  show'd  high  relish  for  the  banquet  press'd, 
And  less  respect  for  every  fellow-guest. 
'Twas  but  a  moment's  peevish  hectic  pass*d 
Along  his  cheek,  and  tranquillized  as  fast : 
Ifc  sate  him  down  in  silence,  and  his  look 
Kcsuraed  the  calmness  which  before  forsook  : 
'i'ho  feast  was  usher'd  in — ^but  sumptuous  far© 
Ho  shunn'd  as  if  some  poison  mingled  there. 
For  one  so  long  condemn'd  to  toil  and  fast, 
Mcthinks  he  strangely  spares  the  rich  repast. 

''What  ails  thee,  Dervise?  eat — dost  thou  suppose 
This  feast  a  Christian's  ?  or  my  friends  thy  foes  ? 
Why  dost  thou  shim  the  salt  ?  that  sacred  pletlge 
Which,  once  partaken,  blunts  the  sabre's  edge, 
Makes  even  contending  tribes  in  peace  unite. 
And  hated  hosts  seem  brethren  to  the  sight !" 

"  Salt  seasons  dainties — and  my  food  is  still 
The  humblest  root,  my  drink  the  simplest  rill ; 
And  my  stem  vow  and  order's*  laws  oppose 
To  break  or  mingle  bread  with  friends  or  foes  ; 
It  may  seem  strange — if  there  be  aught  to  dread, 
That  peril  rests  upon  my  single  head  ; 
But  for  thy  sway — nay  more — thy  Sultan's  throne, 
I  taste  nor  bread  nor  banquet — save  alone  ; 
Infringed  our  order's  laile,  the  Prophet's  rage 
To  Mecca's  dome  might  bar  my  pilgrimage." 

"  Well — as  thou  wilt — ascetic  as  thou  art — 
One  question  answer  ;  then  in  peace  depart. 
How  many  ? — Ha  !  it  cannot  sure  be  day  ? 
What  star — what  sun  is  bursting  on  the  bay  1 
It  shines  a  lake  of  fire  ! — away — away ! 
Ho  !  treachery  !  my  guards !  my  scimitar  I 
The  galleys  feed  the  flames — and  I  afar ! 
Acciused  Dervise  ! — these  thy  tidings — thou 
Some  villain  spy — seize — cleave  him — slay  him  now  I 

Up  rose  t\ie  "Dervise  -with,  that  buret  of  light, 
N  or  less  biB  change  oi  Iottq.  ^c^^^nJ^  ^  >i}aa  «^<^t, ; 

>  The  Dervises  ue  Va  coUese«,  «iveL  ot  dL\S.«t«QX.  «c&Kn,  «a^ 
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Up  rose  that  Dervise — ^not  in  saintly  garb. 

But  like  a  warrior  bounding  on  his  b^b, 

Dash'd  his  hi|i:h  cap,  and  tore  his  robe  away — 

Shone  his  mail'd  breast,  and  flash'd  his  sabre's  rny  ! 

His  close  but  glittering  casque,  and  sable  plume. 

More  glittering  eye,  and  black  brow's  sabler  glcom, 

Glared  on  the  Moslems'  eyes  some  Afrit  sprite, 

Whose  demon  death-blow  left  no  hope  for  fight 

The  wild  confusion,  and  the  swarthy  glow 

Of  flames  on  high  and  torches  from  below : 

The  shriek  of  terror,  and  the  mingling  yell — 

For  swords  began  to  dash,  and  shouts  to  swell — 

Flung  o'er  that  spot  of  earth  the  air  of  hell  1 

JDistracted,  to  and  fro,  the  flying  slaves 

Behold  but  bloody  shore  and  fiery  waves  ; 

Nought  heeded  they  the  Pacha's  angry  cry. 

They  seize  that  Dervise ! — seize  on  Zatanai  !* 

He  saw  their  terror— check'd  the  first  despair 

That  urged  him  but  to  stand  and  perish  there. 

Since  &r  too  early  and  too  well  obey'd. 

The  flame  was  kindled  ere  the  signal  made : 

He  saw  their  terror — ^from  his  b^dric  drew 

His  bugle — ^brief  the  blast — ^but  shrilly  blow : 

*Tis  answered— "Well  ye  speed,  my  gallant  crew  ! 

Whv  did  I  doubt  their  quickness  of  career  ? 

And  deem  design  had  left  me  single  here  ?" 

Sweeps  his  long  arm — ^that  sabre's  whirling  sway 

Sheds  fast  atonement  for  its  first  delay ; 

Completes  his  fury  what  their  fear  begun. 

And  makes  the  many  basely  quail  to  one. 

The  cloven  turbans  o'er  the  chamber  spread, 

And  scarce  an  arm  dare  rise  to  guard  its  head  : 

Even  Seyd,  convulsed,  o'erwhelmed  with  rage,  surpi  iso, 

Ketreats  before  him,  though  he  still  defies. 

No  craven  he — and  yet  he  dreads  the  blow. 

So  much  confusion  magnifies  his  foe  ! 

His  blazing  galleys  stiff  distract  his  sight, 

He  tore  his  beard,  and  foaming  fled  the  fight  ;t 

For  now  the  pirates  pass'd  the  Haram  gate. 

And  burst  within — and  it  were  death  to  wait ; 

Where  wild  Amazement  shrieking — kneeling  throws 

The  sword  aside — ^in  vain — tlie  blood  o'er  flows ! 

The  Corsairs  pouring,  haste  to  where  within, 

Invited  Conrad's  bugle,  and  the  din 

Of  groaning  victims,  and  wild  cries  for  life, 

Proclaim'd  how  well  he  did  the  work  of  strife. 

They  shout  to  find  him  grim  and  lonely  there,     ' 

A  glutted  tiger  mangling  in  his  lair ! 

But  short  their  greeting — shorter  his  reply — 

"'Tis  well — but  Seyd  escapes — and  ho  must  die — 


8aiuv-A. 

A  eommoa  and  not  very  novel  effect  of  Mtissulman  anger.  See  Prino  Eugene's 
aoin,  p.  S4.  "  Tho  Seraskier  received  a  wound  in  the  thigh  ;  he  iilucked  up  hi«  beiuii 
iM  ro«to«  b«oaiiM  he  vae  obliged  to  quit  the  field."—  O, 
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Much  hath  been  done — but  more  remains  to 
Their  galleys  blaze— why  not  their  city  too  1 


Quick  at  the  word— they  seized  him  each  a  torch. 
And  fire  the  dome  from  minaret  to  porch. 
A  stern  delight  was  fix'd  in  Conrad's  eyo, 
But  sudden  sunk — for  on  his  ear  the  cry 
Of  women  struck,  and  like  a  deadly  knell 
Knock'd  at  that  heart  unmoved  by  battle's  yell. 
**  Oh  !  burst  the  Haram — ^wrong  not  on  your  lives 
One  female  form — remember — tw  have  wives. 
On  them  such  outrage  Vengeance  will  repay ; 
Man  is  our  foo,  and  such  'tis  ours  to  slay ; 
Rut  still  jve  spared — ^must  spare  the  weaker  prey. 
Oh  !  I  forgot — but  Heaven  will  not  forgivo 
If  at  my  word  the  helpless  cease  to  live  : 
Follow  who  will — I  go — ^we  yet  have  time 
Oiu*  souls  to  lighten  of  at  least  a  crime." 
lie  climbs  tho  crackling  stair — ^he  bursts  the  door, 
Nor  feels  his  feet  glow  scorching  with  the  floor ; 
His  breath  chokod  gasping  with  the  volumed  smoko^ 
But  still  from  room  to  room  his  way  he  broke. 
They  search — they  find — ^they  save :  with  lusty  anus 
Each  bears  a  prize  of  unregarded  charms ; 
Calm  their  loud  fears ;  sustain  their  sinking  frames 
With  all  tho  care  defenceless  beauty  claims : 
So  well  could  Conrad  tame  their  fiercest  mood, 
And  check  tho  very  hands  with  gore  imbrued. 
But  who  is  she?  whom  Conrad's  arms  convey 
From  reeking  pile  and  combat's  wreck — away — 
Who  but  the  love  of  him  he  dooms  to  bleed? 
The  Haram  queen— but  still  the  slave  of  Seyd  \ 

VI. 

Brief  time  had  Conrad  now  to  greet  Gulnare,* 

Few  words  to  ro-assure  the  trembling  fiiir ; 

For  in  that  pause  compassion  snatch'd  fix>m  war, 

Tlio  foe  before  retiring  fast  and  far, 

With  wonder  saw  their  footsteps  unpursued, 

First  slowlier  fled — then  rallied — ^then  withstood. 

This  Seyd  perceives — then  fiirst  perceives  how  few, 

Compared  witli  his,  the  Corsair's  roving  crow. 

And  blushes  o'er  his  error,  as  he  eyes 

The  ruin  wrought  by  panic  and  surprise. 

Alia  il  Alia  !  Vengeance  swells  the  cry— - 

Shame  mounts  to  rage  that  must  atone  or  die ! 

And  flame  for  flame  and  blood  for  blood  must  toll. 

The  tide  of  triumph  ebbs  that  flow'd  too  well — 

When  wrath  returns  to  renovated  strife. 

And  those  who  fought  for  conquest  strike  for  life. 

Conrad  beheld  t\ie  daivgoT^V\^\i^\va\d 

His  followers  fsoxifby  iiG&\ieQMi^io^x«'fi^^\ 
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"  One  effort — one— to  break  the  circling  host ! " 
They  form— unite— charge— waver— allig  lost ! 
Wiuiin  a  narrower  ring  oompress'd,  beset, 
Hopeless,  not  heartless,  striTO  and  straggle  yet — 
Ah !  now  they  fight  in  firmest  file  no  more, 
Hemm'd  in— cut  ofi^— deft  down — and  trampled  o*er{ 
But  each  strikes  singly,  silently,  and  home. 
And  sinks  outwearied  rather  than  a'ercome, 
His  last  fiiint  quittance  rendering  with  his  breath, 
Till  tUe  blade  glimmera  in  the  grasp  of  death ! 

vn. 
But  first,  ere  came  the  rallyin^host  to  blows, 
And  rank  to  rank,  and  hand  to  hand  oppose^ 
Gulnare  and  all  her  Haram  handmaids  freed. 
Safe  in  the  dome  of  one  who 'held  their  creed. 
By  Conrad's  mandate  sfifoly  were  bestow'd. 
And  dried  those  tears  for  life  and  fame  that  flow*d : 
And  when  that  dark-eyed  lady,  yoimg  Gulnare, 
Becall'd  those  thoughts  late  wanderii^  in  deiE^Mdr, 
Much  did  she  marvel  o'er  the  oomtesy 
That  smooth'd  his  accents,  sofben'd  in  his  eye : 
'Twas  strange — that  robber  thus  with  ffore  bedew'd 
Seem'd  ffenuer  then  than  Seyd  in  fondest  mood. 
The  Padia  woo'd  as  if  he  deem'd  the  slave 
Must  seem  delighted  with  the  heart  he  gave ; 
The  Corsair  vow'd  protection,  soothed  lo&ight, 
As  if  his  homage  were  a  woman's  right. 
*'  The  wish  is  wrong— nay,  worse  for  female — ^vain : 
Yet  much  I  long  to  view  that  chief  again  ; 
If  but  to  thank  for,  what  my  fear  forgot. 
The  life — ^my  loving  lord  remember*d  not !" 

VUL 
And  him  she  saw,  where  thickest  carnage  spread. 
But  gather'd  breathing  from  the  happier  dead ; 
Far  from  his  band,  and  battling  with  a  host 
That  deem  right  dearly  won  the  field  he  lost, 
Fell'd — bleeding — ^baflBed  of  the  death  besought, 
And  snatch'd  to  expiate  all  the  ills  he  wrought ; 
i^reserved  to  linger  and  to  live  in  vain. 
While  Vengeance  ponder'd  o'er  new  plans  of  pain. 
And  stanch'd  the  blood  she  saves  to  shed  again — 
But  drop  by  drop,  for  Sej^d's  imglutted  eye 
Would  doom  him  ever  dying — ne'er  to  die  1 
Can  this  be  he  ?  triumphant  late  she  saw, 
VVhon  his  red  hand's  wild  gesture  waved,  a  law ! 
T?is  he  indeed — disarm'd,  but  undepress'd, 
5is  solo  regret  the  life  ho  still  possess'd  ; 
5 is  wounds  too  slight,  though  taken  with  that  will, 
^Vhich  would  have  kiss'd  the  hand  that  then  could  kilt 
^h,  were  there  none  of  all  the  many  given, 
^o  send  his  soul— he  scarcely  ask'd  to  heaven  % 
Tust  be  alone  of  all  retain  his  breath, 
<^Iio  more  than  all  had  striven  and  struck  for  deotki^ 
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He  deeply  folt— -wliat  mortal  hearts  most  feel, 
When  urns  reversed  on  fiedthless  fortune's  wheel, 
For  crimes  committed^  and  the  victor^s  threat 
Oi  lingering  tortures  to  repay  the  debt — 
He  deeply,  darkly  felt ;  but  evil  pride 
That  led  to  perpetrate— now  nerves  to  hide. 
Still  in  his  stem  and  self-collected  mien 
A  conqueror^s  more  than  captive's  air  is  seen. 
Though  faint  with  wasting  toil  and  stiffening  woud^ 
But  few  that  saw — so  calmly  gased  around : 
Though  the  &r  shouting  of  the  distant  crowd. 
Their  tremors  o'er,  rose  insolently  louu. 
The  better  warriors  who  beheld  Imn  near. 
Insulted  not  the  foe  who  taught  them  fear ; 
And  the  grim  ffuards  that  to  nis  durance  led. 
In  silence  eyedhim  with  a  secret  dread. 

iz. 
The  Leech  was  sent— but  not  in  mercy— there. 
To  note  how  much  the  life  ;^et  left  could  bear ; 
He  found  enough  to  load  with  heaviest  chain. 
And  promise  feeling  for  the  wrench  of  pain : 
To-morrow— yea — to-morrow's  evening  sun 
Will  sinking  see  impalement's  pangs  begun^ 
And  rising  with  the  wonted  blush  of  mom 
Behold -how  well  or  ill  those  panes  are  bomeii 
Of  torments  this  the  longest  and  the  worst. 
Which  adds  all  other  agony  to  thirst. 
That  day  by  day  death  stiU  forbears  to  slake, 
While  famish'd  vultures  flit  around  the  stake. 
"  Oh  !  water — ^water !" — smiling  Hate  denies 
The  victim's  prayer — for  if  he  (frinks — ^he  dies. 
This  was  his  doom  ; — ^the  Leech,  the  ^uard,  i^ere  gooc. 
And  left  proud  Conrad  fetter'd  and  done. 

X. 

'Twere  vain  to  paint  to  what  his  feelings  grew— 
It  even  were  doubtful  if  their  victim  Imew. 
There  is  a  war,  a  chaos  of  the  mind, 
When  all  its  elements  convulsed — combined- 
Lie  dark  and  jarring  with  perturbed  force. 
And  gashing  with  impenitent  Remorse ; 
That  juggling  fiend — who  never  spake  before—  ^ 
But  cries,  "  I  wam'd  thee ! "  when  the  deed  is  o'er. 
Vain  voice  1  the  spirit  burning  but  unbent, 
Ifay  writhe — ^rebel — the  weak  alone  repent  1 
£ven  in  that  lonely  hour  when  most  it  feels, 
And,  to  itself,  all — all  that  self  reveals, 
No  single  passion,  and  no  ruling  thought 
That  leaves  the  rest  as  once  unseen,  unsought; 
But  the  wild  prospect  when  the  sord  reviews- 
All  rushing  through  their  thousand  avenuei^ 
Ambition's  dreams  expiring,  love's  regret, 
Endanger'd  glory,  life  iteelf  beset ; 
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The  joy  trntastod^  the  contempt  or  hate 
'Gainst  those  who  &in  would  triumph  in  our  fate ; 
The  hopeless  past,  the  hasting  future  driven 
Too  qmckly  on  to  guess  if  heU  or  heaven ; 
Deeds,  thoughts,  and  words,  perhaps  remembor'd  not 
So  keenly  till  that  hour,  but  ne*er  forgot ; 
Things  hght  or  lovely  in  their  acted  time. 
But  now  to  stem  reflection  each  a  crime ; 
The  withering  sense  of  evil  unreveal'd. 
Not  cankering  less  because  the  more  conceal'd — 
All,  in  a  word,  from  which  all  eyes  must  start. 
That  opening  sepulchre — ^the  naked  heart 
Bares  with  its  buried  woes,  till  Pride  awake, 
~To  snatch  the  mirror  from  the  soul — and  break. 
Av — Pride  can  veil,  and  Courage  brave  it  all. 
All— all^-before— -beyond — ^the  deadliest  fall. 
Each  hath  some  fear,  and  he  who  least  betrays. 
The  only  hypocrite  deserving  praise : 
Not  the  loua  recreant  wretch  who  boasts  and  flics ; 
But  he  who  looks  on  death — and  silent  dies. 
So  steel'd  by  pondering  o'er  his  far  career. 
He  half-way  meets  him^  should  he  menace  near  ! 

XI. 
In  the  high  chamber  of  his  highest  tower 
Sate  Conrad,  fetter'd  in  the  Pacha's  power* 
^is  palace  perish'd  in  the  flame — this  fort 
Contained  at  once  his  captive  and  his  court. 
Not  much  could  Conrad  of  his  sentence  blame. 
His  foe,  if  vanquish'd,  had  but  shared  the  same  :— 
Alone  he  sate  in  solitude,  and  scann'd 
His  guilty  bosom — but  that  breast  he  mann'd : 
One  thought  alone  he  could  not — dared  not  meet— 
"  Oh,  how  these  tidings  will  Medora  greet  ? " 
Then — only  then — ^his  clanking  hands  ho  raised, 
And  strain  d  with  rage  the  ch^  on  which  he  gazed  ; 
But  soon  he  found — or  feign'd — or  dream'd  relief. 
And  smiled  in  self-deiision  of  his  grief, 
"  And  now  come  torture  when  it  will — or  may, 
More  need  of  rest  to  nerve  me  for  the  day  ! 
This  said,  with  languor  to  his  mat  he  crept, 
And,  whatsoe'er  his  visions,  quickly  slept. 
*Twas  hardly  midnight  when  that  fray  begun, 
For  Conrad's  plans  matured,  at  once  were  done: 
And  Havoc  loathes  so  much  the  waste  of  time. 
She  scarce  had  left  an  uncommitted  crime. 
One  hour  beheld  him  since  the  tide  he  stemm'd — 
Disfiruised— discover'd — conquering — ^ta'en — coudernn'J  - 
A  chief  on  land — an  outlaw  on  the  deep — 
Destroying — saving— prison'd — and  asleep  I 

xn. 
He  slept  in  calmest  seeming— for  his  breath 
Was  hush'd  so  deep — Ah  1  happy  if  in  death  I 
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He  slept — ^Who  o*or  his  placid  slunber  bends  ? 
His  foes  are  gone— and  nere  he  hath  no  friends ; 
Is  it  some  seraph  sent  to  ^rant  him  meet 
No,  'tis  an  earthly  form  with  heavenly  &ce  I 
Its  white  arm  raised  a  lamp — ^yet  gently  hid. 
Lest  the  ray  flash  abmptly  on  the  lid 
Of  that  closed  eye,  which  opens  but  to  pafai. 
And  once  nncloeed— bat  once  may  close  agafab 
That  form,  with  eye  so  dark,  and  oheek  bo  fair. 
And  auburn  waves  of  gonmi'd  and  braided  hair; 
With  shape  of  &iry  likeness — ^naked  fbot^ 
That  shines  like  snow,  and  foils  on  earth  as  mute- 
Through  guards  and  dunnest  night  how  came  it  tberol 
Ah  !  rathor  ask  what  wiU  not  woman  dare? 
Whom  youth  and  pity  lead  like  thee.  Gnlnare ! 
She  coiud  not  sleep — and  while  the  Pfeusha's  rest 
In  muttering  dreams  yet  saw  his  pirate-goesl^ 
She  left  his  side — ^his  signet-ring  she  bore, 
Which  oft  in  sport  adom'd  her  hand  before — 
And  with  it,  scarcely  questaon'd,  won  her  way 
Through  drowsy  guards  that  must  that  sip;n  obey. 
Worn  out  with  toil,  and  tired  with  ehangiqg  Hkm, 
Their  eyes  had  envied  Conrad  his  repose ; 
And  chill  and  nodding  at  the  turret  door. 
They  stretch  their  lisuess  limbs,  and  watch  no  mens 
Just  raised  their  heads  to  hail  the  slgnet-ziiig^ 
Nor  ask  or  what  or  who  the  sign  may  bring. 

XTTT. 

She  gazed  in  wonder,  "  Oon  he  calmly  sleepy 
While  other  eyes  his  £etll  or  ravage  we^t 
And  mine  in  restlessness  are  wandering  hwe 
AVhat  sudden  s^ll  hath  made  this  man  so  dear? 
True — ^'tis  to  hun  my  life,  and  more,  I  owe, 
And  me  and  mine  he  spared  fhim  worse  than  woe: 
'Tis  late  to  think— but  soft— his  slmnber  breakt- 
How  heavily  he  sighs  1 — ^he  starts— awakes  1** 

He  i-aised  his  head — and  dazzled  with  the  Ugiily 
His  eye  seem'd  dubious  if  it  saw  aright : 
He  moved  his  hand — the  grating  of  his  chain 
Too  harshly  told  him  that  he  lived  again. 
**  What  is  that  form  ?  if  not  a  shape  of  air,    ^   ^ 
Metliiuks,  my  jailer's  foce  shows  won^raus  fidrl 

"  Pirate !  thou  knoVst  me  not ;  but  I  am  one^ 
Grateful  for  deeds  thou  hast  too  rarely  done ; 
Look  on  mo — and  remember  her,  thy  hand       ^j. 
Snatch'd  from  the  flames,  and  thy  more  feaifol  W» 
I  come  tlirough  darkness — and  I  scarce  know  why^ 
Yet  not  to  hurt — I  would  not  see  thee  die^** 

"  If  BO,  kind  lady  \  tlim©  the  only  eye 

That  wovdd  not  "hero  m  ^:^v«lt  ^-^Vot^  \i*^ll^ 

Theirs  is  the  chasice — «ad\Qfc  vosni'^QaA  Vkkiis'd^^ 
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But  still  I  thank  their  courte^  or  thine, 
That  would  confesB  me  at  so  &ir  a  shrine  1  ** 

Straxiffe  though  it  seem— yet  with  eztremest  grief 

Is  link'd  a  mirth — ^it  doth  not  bring  relief — 

That  plavftilness  of  sorrow  ne'er  beguiles. 

And  smiles  in  bitterness — but  still  it  smiles ; 

And  sometimes  with  the  wisest  and  the  best. 

Till  oven  the  scaffold  *  echoes  with  their  jest  I 

Yet  not  the  ioy  to  which  it  seems  akin — 

It  maj  deoeiye  all  hearts,  save  that  within. 

Whate'er  it  was  that  flash'd  on  Conrad,  now 

A  laughing  wildness  half  unbent  his  brow : 

And  these  his  accents  had  a  sound  of  mirth. 

As  if  the  last  he  oould  enjoy  on  earth ; 

Yet  'gainst  his  nature — mr  through  that  short  life, 

Few  {noughts  had  he  to  spare  from  gloom  and  strife. 

XIV. 
"  Corsour !  thy  doom  is  named— but  I  have  power 
To  soothe  the  Fkhcha  in  his  weaker  hour. 
Thee  would  I  spare — ^nay  more — ^would  save  thee  now, 
But  this— time:--hope— nor  even  thy  strength-allow ; 
But  all  I  can,  I  will :  at  least,  delay 
The  sentence  that  remits  thee  scarce  a  day. 
More  now  were  ruin — even  thyself  were  loth 
The  vain  attempt  should  bring  but(  doom  to  both." 

"  Yes ! — loth  indeed  :— my  soul  is  nerved  to  all. 

Or  fiedl'n  too  low  to  fear  a  fhrther  fall : 

Tempt  not  thyself  with  peril ;  me  with  hope 

Of  flight  from  foes  with  whom  I  could  not  cope  : 

Unfit  to  vanquish — shall  I  meanlv  fly. 

The  one  of  all  my  band  that  would  not  die? 

Yet  there  is  one— to  whom  my  memory  clings, 

Till  to  these  eyes  her  own  wild  softness  springs. 

My  sole  resouroee  in  the  path  I  trod 

Were  these— my  bark — ^my  sword — ^my  love— my  God! 

The  last  I  left  in  youth — He  leaves  me  now — 

And  Man  but  works  His  will  to  lay  me  low. 

I  have  no  thought  to  mock  His  throne  with  prayer 

Wrung  from  the  coward  crouching  of  despair ; 

It  is  enough — I  breathe — and  I  c€m  bear. 

My  sword  is  shaken  from  the  worthless  hand 

That  might  have  better  kept  so  true  a  brand ; 

My  bark  is  sunk  or  captive — ^but  my  love — 

For  her  in  sooth  my  voice  would  mount  abovo : 

Oh  !  she  is  all  that  still  to  earth  can  bind — 

And  this  will  break  a  heart  so  more  than  kind. 

And  blight  a  form — ^till  thine  appear'd,  Gulnare! 

Ifine  eye  ne'er  ask'd  if  otiiers  wera  as  &ir." 

in  BLt  TbomM  Mora,  for  Initanoe,  on  the  ica£EbId,  aud  Anne  Boleyn,  In  iLe  Tower, 
B,  gnmpkng  her  neck,  the  remarked.  Uuit  It  "  was  too  tlender  to  trouble  the  heada- 
mndL"  Dating  one  part  ol  the  French  rerolntion.  It  became  a  fashion  to  lenve 
I  mM  m  a  kgacy ;  and  the  qnanti^  of  faoeiioua  last  word*  qioken  during  thai 
td  -vonld  form  a  melandioly  Jeit-book  of  a  conMerabU  tize.—B, 
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'*  Thou  lov'st  anotlier  then  ? — ^but  what  to  me 
Is  this — 'tis  nothing — ^nothing  e*er  can  be  : 
But  yet— thou  loVst — and — Oh !  I  envy  those 
Whose  hearts  on  hearts  as  faithful  can  repose, 
Who  never  feel  the  void — the  wandering  thought 
That  sighs  o'er  visions — such  as  mine  hath  wrought," 

"Lady — ^methought  thy  love  was  his,  for  whom 
This  arm  redeem  d  thee  from  a  fiery  tomb." 

"  My  love  stem  Seyd's  !  Oh — No — No— not  my  lovo- 

Yet  much  this  heart,  that  strives  no  more,  once  sti-ove 

To  meet  his  passion — ^but  it  would  not  be. 

I  felt — I  foel — love  dwells  with — ^with  the  free, 

I  am  a  slave,  a  favour'd  slave  at  best, 

To  share  his  splendour,  and  seem  very  blest ! 

Oft  must  my  soul  the  question  undergo, 

Of—*  Dost  thou  love  ?'  and  burn  to  answer,  'No!* 

Oh  !  hard  it  is  that  fondness  to  sustain. 

And  struggle  not  to  feel  averse  in  vain ; 

But  harder  still  the  heart's  recoil  to  bear, 

And  hide  from  one — ^perhaps  another  there. 

He  takes  the  hand  I  give  not — ^nor  withhold— 

Its  pulse  nor  check'd — ^nor  quicken'd — calmly  oold : 

And  when  resign'd,  it  drops  a  lifeless  weight 

From  ono  I  never  loved  enough  to  hate. 

No  warmth  these  lips  return  by  his  impressed, 

And  chill'd  remembrance  shudders  o'er  the  rest. 

Yes — had  I  ever  proved  that  passion's  zeal. 

The  change  to  hatred  were  at  least  to  feel : 

But  still — he  goes  unmoum'd — ^returns  unsouglit— 

And  oft  when  present — absent  from  my  thought. 

Or  when  reflection  comes,  and  come  it  must— 

I  fear  that  henceforth  'twill  but  bring  disgust ; 

I  am  his  slave — but,  in  despite  of  pride, 

'Twere  worse  than  bondage  to  become  his  bride. 

Oh  !  that  this  dotage  of  his  breast  would  cease ! 

Or  seek  another  and  give  mine  release. 

But  yesterday — I  could  have  said,  to  peace  ! 

Yes — if  unwonted  fondness  now  I  feign, 

llcmember — captive  !  'tis  to  break  thy  chain ; 

llopay  the  life  that  to  thy  hand  I  owo; 

To  give  thee  back  to  all  ondear'd  below. 

Who  sharo  such  love  as  I  can  never  know. 

Farewell — mora  breaks— and  I  must  now  away :  ^ 

'Twill  cost  me  dear — but  dread  no  death  to-day ! 

XV. 

She  prcss'd  his  fetter'd  fingers  to  hor  heart. 
And  bow'd  her  head,  and  tum'd  her  to  depart, 
And  noiseless  as  a  lovely  dream  is  gone. 
And  was  she  her©  %  and  is  he  now  alone  ?      ^       .  « 
Wliat  gerai  \\a\A\  dvopp'  d  axv^  «^wcNk\ss,  ^  ^sc\5&^i»^ ' 
The  tear  laoai  sacr^Oi,-  s\ie^  fev  oVXisst^  ^gsosN., 
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That  starts  at  once — ^bright— pure — from  Pity's'  miufl^ 
Already  polish'd  by  the  hand  divine  1 

Oh  !  too  convincing — dangerously  dear — 

In  woman's  eye  the  unanswerable  tear  ! 

That  weapon  of  her  weakness  she  can  wield, 

To  save,  subdue — at  once  her  spear  and  shield  : 

Avoid  it — Virtue  ebbs  and  Wisdom  errs. 

Too  fondly  gazing  on  that  grief  of  hers ! 

What  lost  a  world,  and  bade  a  hero  fly  ? 

Tbo  timid  tear  in  Cleopatra's  eye. 

Yet  be  the  soft  triumvir's  fault  forgiven  ; 

By  this — how  many  lose  not  earth — ^but  heaven ! 

CJonsign  their  souls  to  man's  eternal  foe, 

And  seal  their  own  to  spare  some  wanton's  woe. 

XYI. 

^Tis  mom — and  o'er  his  alter'd  features  play 
The  beams — without  the  hope  of  yesterday. 
What  shall  he  be  ere  night  ?  perchance  a  thing 
O'er  which  the  raven  flaps  her  funeral  wing : 
Bv  his  closed  eye  imheeded  and  unfelt. 
While  sets  that  sun,  and  dews  of  evening  melt, 
Chill — ^wet — and  misty  round  each  stiffen'd  limb, 
Kefreshing  earth— reviving  all  but  him ! — 


CANTO  THE  THIRD. 

"  Ck>iiie  vedl— ancor  non  m'  abbandoua."— Dahtk. 


Slow  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  his  race  be  run, 

Along  Morea's  hills  the  setting  sun ; 

Not,  as  in  northern  climes,  obscurely  bright, 

But  one  unclouded  blaze  of  living  light ! 

O'er  the  hush'd  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  throws, 

Oilds  the  green  wave,  that  trembles  as  it  glows. 

On  old  -^gina's  rock,  and  Idra's  isle, 

Tbe  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile  ; 

O'er  his  own  regions  lingering,  loves  to  shine, 

Tuongh  there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine. 

j^cending  fast  the  mountain  shadows  kiss 

^y  glorious  gulf,  unconquer'd  Salamis  ! 

^eir  azure  arches  through  the  long  expanse 

More  deeply  purpled  meet  his  mellowing  glance, 

And  tenderest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 

Mark  his  gay  course,  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven ; 

^^K  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep, 

'behind  his  Delphian  cliff  he  sinks  to  sleep. 

^J^chanere,  bis  palest  beam  he  cast, 
"^^o^Atbens  I  here  thy  Wisest  Jook'd  his  last. 
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How  waicli'd  thy  bettor  sons  his  iordwell  ray. 
That  closed  their  murdered  sago's*  latest  day  I 
Not  j'ot — ^not  yet— Sol  pauses  on  tho  hill — 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  lingers  still ; 
But  sad  his  light  to  agonizing  eyes. 
And  dork  the  mountain's  once  delightful  dyes: 
Gloom  o'er  the  lovelj'  land  ho  seom'd  to  pour, 
Tho  land,  where  Phcabus  never  frown'd  before ; 
But  ore  ho  sank  below  Cithseron's  head, 
The  cup  of  woe  was  quaff 'd — ^the  spirit  fled  ; 
The  soul  of  him  who  scom'd  to  fear  or  fly — 
AVho  lived  and  died,  as  none  can  livo  or  die  I 

But  lo  !  from  high  Hymettus  to  tho  plain, 
The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign.f 
No  murky  vapour,  herald  of  the  storm, 
Hides  her  fair  face,  nor  girds  her  glowing  form ; 
With  cornice  glimmering  as  the  moonbeams  play, 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  grateful  r.iy, 
And,  bright  around  with  quivering  beams  beset, 
Her  emblem  sparkles  o'er  tho  minaret : 
The  groves  of  olive  scattered  dark  and  wide 
Where  meek  Cephisus  pours  his  scanty  tide, 
The  cypress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque. 
The  gleaminff  turret  of  the  gay  kiosk,  J 
And,  dun  and  sombre  'mid  the  holv  calm, 
Near  Thesous'  fane  yon  solitary  palm. 
All  tinged  with  varied  hues,  arrest  the  eve — 
And  dull  were  his  that  pass'd  them  heedless  by. 

Again  the  ^Egcan,  heard  no  more  afar. 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war ; 
Again  his  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
Mix'd  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  isle, 
That  frown — where  gentler  ocean  seems  to  smilftf 

11. 

Not  now  my  theme — why  turn  my  thoughts  to  tli»^ 
Oh  1  who  can  look  along  thy  native  sea, 
Nor  dwell  upon  thy  name,  whate'er  the  tale, 
So  much  its  magic  must  o'er  all  prevail  ? 
Who  that  beheld  that  Sun  upon  the©  set. 
Fair  Athens  !  could  thine  evening  face  forjjott 
Not  ho — whose  heart  nor  time  nor  distance  freeii 
Hpoll-bound  within  the  clustering  Cyclados  I 

•  Bocnites  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  before  ranset  (the  hour  of  ««**''' 
wUhntjindliig  the  entreatius  of  his  disciplee  to  wait  till  the  son  wentd>«*--'^j.«||( 

f  The  twilight  in  Greece  is  inuch  shorter  tluui  in  our  own  ooontiy;  tiM  W* 
•  irt  longer,  but  In  sanimttr  of  shorter  duration.— fl.  _»  ^ 

I  Tlie  Kioek  is  a  Turkish  summer-house :  the  pmlm  is  wltkoiii  tka  P'f'v^M 
Athens,  nut  far  from  the  temple  of  Theseutt,  between  wlii^  and  the  trMU*^ 
V,  lie*.— Cephisus'  ntreain  is  indeed  scanty,  and  Dissus  has  no  strsam  at  sD.—*  ^< 
<;  The  opening  Unea.asf&r  ns  «ectVoTi  S\.,Yk&-v«,-9«^V,  little  bosinesi  Det^L^n 
Atitiexcd  to  an  unpubWuhed  V^ougYt  pTVn.\«i)^  v<Mn-\'^i^^Kket  -<wtc»  '"^'".^rf**' 
Ujfl  spring  of  1811,  and,  I  tcarce  Yno-w  -wYxti  ,\\v*  xesAss  xamX  taoos^'to***!)^^ 
ho  can.—/?. 
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Nor  seems  this  homage  foreign  to  his  strain. 
His  Ck>rsair^s  isle  was  once  thine  own  domain — 
'Would  that  with  freedom  it  were  thine  again  i 

in. 
The  Snn  hath  sank — and,  darker  than  the  night. 
Sinks  wit^  its  beam  upon  the  beacon  height — 
Medora's  heart — ^the  third  day  *s  come  and  gone  -  - 
With  it  he  comes  not — ^sends  not — faithless  one  1 
The  wind  was  fair  thongh  light,  and  storms  weto  none. 
Lnst  eve  Anselmo's  bark  retum'd,  and  yot 
His  only  tidings  that  they  had  not  met ! 
Though  wild,  as  now,  far  different  were  tho  talo. 
Had  Conrad  waited  for  that  single  sail. 

The  night-breese  freshens — she  that  day  had  pass'd 

In  watching  all  that  Hope  proclaimed  a  mast ; 

8adly  she  sate— -on  high-— impatience  bore 

At  ]ast  her  footsteps  to  the  midnight  shore. 

And  there  she  wander'd,  heedless  of  the  spray 

That  dash'd  her  garments  oft,  and  wam'd  away  ; 

She  saw  not — felt  not  this— Hior  dared  depart. 

Nor  decm'd  it  cold— her  chill  was  at  her  lieart  ; 

Till  grew  such  certainty  from  that  suspense — 

His  yery  Sight  had  shook'd  from  life  or  sense  I  * 

It  came  at  last — a  sad  and  shattered  boat. 

Whose  inmates  first  beheld  whom  first  they  souglit ; 

Some  bleeding — all  most  wretched — these  tho  few — 

Scarce  knew  they  how  escaped — this  all  they  know. 

In  silence,  darkling,  each  appear'd  to  w.oit 

His  fellow's  mournful  guess  at  Conrad's  fate : 

Something  they  would  have  said  ;  but  seem'd  to  fear 

To  trust  tneir  accents  to  Modora's  eai*. 

She  saw  at  once,  yet  sank  not — trembled  not — 

Beneath  that  griof,  that  loneliness  of  lot. 

Within  tliat  meek  fair  form,  were  feelings  high. 

That  dcom'd  not  till  they  found  their  energy. 

While  yet  was  Hope — they  soflen'd — flutter  d — wept — 

All  lost — that  softness  died  not — but  it  slept ; 

And  o'er  its  slumber  rose  that  Strength  which  said, 

"With  nothing  loft  to  love — there's  nought  to  dread.*' 

lis  more  than  nature's;  like  the  bui*ning  might 

I^lirium  gathers  from  the  fever's  height. 

"  Silent  you  stand — ^nor  would  I  hear  you  tell 
What— speak  not — ^breathe  not — for  I  know  it  well  - 
Yet  would  I  ask — almost  my  hp  denies 
The— quick  your  answer — tell  me  where  he  lies." 

"Lady !  we  know  not — scarce  with  life  we  fled  ; 

But  here  is  one  denies  that  ho  is  dead  ; 

He  saw  him  hound;  and  bleediDg — but  alive." 

Sbe  beard  no  fiirtbGr—'twas  in  vain  to  strivo--' 
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So  ihrobVd  each  yein— each  thoiight — ^till  then  withstM 
Her  own  dark  soul — ^these  words  at  once  siibduod : 
She  totters — ^falls — and  senseless  had  the  wave 
Perchance  but  snatch'd  her  firom  another  grave ; 
But  that  with  hands  though  rude,  yet  weeping  eyo0| 
'i*hev  yield  such  aid  as  Pity's  haste  supplies : 
Dash  o'er  her  death-like  cheek  the  Ocean  dew, 
liaise — fan — sustain — ^till  life  returns  anew ; 
Awake  her  handmaids,  with  the  matrons  loa^t} 
That  fainting  form  o'er  which  they  gase  and  grioTO ; 
Then  seek  Anselmo's  cavern,  to  report 
The  tale  too  tedious — when  the  triumph  short. 

rv. 

In  that  wild  council  words  wax'd  warm  anu  "Grange 
With  thoughts  of  ransom,  rescue,  and  roTen^ ' ; 
All,  save  repose  or  flight :  still  lingering  there 
Breathed  Conrad's  spurit,  and  forbade  despair ; 
Whate'er  his  fate — ^the  breasts  he  form'd  and  led, 
Will  save  him  living,  or  appease  him  dead. 
Woe  to  his  foes  1  there  yet  survive  a  few. 
Whose  deeds  are  daring  as  their  hearts  are  tp?^ 

V. 

Within  the  Haram's  secret  chamber  sate 
Stem  Seyd,  still  pondering  o'er  his  Captive's  fate» 
His  thoughts  on  love  and  hate  alternate  dwell, 
Now  with  Gulnaro,  and  now  in  Conrad's  cell; 
Here  at  his  feet  the  lovely  slave  reclined 
Surveys  his  brow — would  soothe  his  gloom  of  mind; 
While  many  an  anxious  glance  her  large  daik  ey« 
Sends  in  its  idle  search  for  sympathy. 
Hit  only  bends  in  seeming  o'er  nis  beads,* 
But  inly  views  his  victim  as  he  bleeds. 
"Pacha  !  the  day  is  thine  ;  and  on  thy  crest 
Sits  triumph — Conrad  taken — ^fall'n  the  rest ! 
His  doom  is  fix'd — he  dies ;  and  well  his  fate 
Was  eam'd — ^yet  much  too  worthless  for  thy  hato . 
Methinks,  a  short  release  for  ransom  told 
With  all  his  treasure,  not  unwisely  sold : 
Beport  speaks  largely  of  his  pirate  hoard- 
Would  that  of  this  my  Pacha  were  the  lord ! 
While  baffled,  weaken'd  by  this  fotal  fray — 
Watch'd— follow'd— he  were  then  an  easier  prey; 
But  once  cut  ofif— the  remnant  of  his  band 
Embark  their  wealth  and  seek  a  safer  strand." 

"  Gkilnare  !  if  for  each  drop  of  blood  a  gem 

Were  offor'd  rich  as  Stamooul's  diadem ; 

If  for  each  hair  of  his  a  massy  mine 

Of  virgin  ore  should  supplicating  shine ; 

If  all  our  Arab  tales  divulge  or  dream  ■ 

Of  wealth  were  here— that  gold  should  not  redeem*  * 

*  The  Combololo,  or  MahomtUn  wtarj  \  the  beadi  wr*  in  nwnbw  bIb**^^''^ 
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wMm  fetter' ilj  m  mj  power ; 
HJistitig' for  rovengo,  I  ponder  atill 
|i  that  longest  rac^j  and  latest  Ml.*^ 

Sejd  ] — ^I  seek  Dot  to  restrain  thy  fage^ 
lly  moved  fbr  mercy  to  oBsuoge  i 
jg;bts  were  only  to  secure  for  tbeo 
les — thiis  reloMcd,  he  were  not  free ; 
d,  shoru  of  half  hia  mig^ht  and  bond^ 
tura  could  but  wait  thy  &^t  oommand," 

qptara  e9iiiel/--«iid  thall  I  iben  rarign 
p  to  liim—4he  wrttoh  already  mine  I 
«qf  fcm  I— 4ife  whose  remoii^ranee  f-^tliiiie  I 
torlr-to  tiijr  Tirtaous  gratitude, 
iw  Nfm  tfilt  GKaour'a  reimitiiw  mood^ 
kliM  Mid  tltliie  alone  of  aU  ooaldnMae, 
bi-<Hr«ffardleM  if  the  prise  were  Mr, 
As  anl  praiae  alik^  arediie-^^iow  hear  I 
i  Mttiflet  for  thygientler  ear : 
itroafc  thee,  woman  1  and  each  word 
>  stampe  tarath  on  all  Suapickm  heard. 
I  his  arms  through  fire  from  ^n  Serai— 
rt  thou  fingering  there  with  him  to  fly  ? 
ed'st  not  answer — ^thy  confession  speaks, 
reddening  on  thy  guilty  cheeks  ; 
>vely  dame,  bethink  thee !  and  beware : 
hit  life  alone  may  claim  such  care ! 
•  word  and — ^nay — ^I  need  no  more, 
d  was  the  moment  when  he  bore 
m  the  flames,  which  better  fer — ^but — ^no- 
ad  moum'd  thee  with  a  lover's  woe — 
8  thy  lord  that  warns— deceitful  thing  ! 
.  thoa  that  I  can  clip  thy  wanton  wing  ? 
a  alone  I  am  not  wont  to  chafe : 
thyself— nor  deem  thy  falsehood  safe  1  *' 

—and  slowly,  sternly  thence  withdrew, 
his  eye  and  threats  in  his  adieu : 
tie  reck'd  that  chief  of  womanhood — 
rowns  ne'er  quell'd,  nor  menaces  subduo.l  ; 
Ae  deem'd  ho  what  thy  heart,  Gulnaro  ! 
oft  could  fi3el,  and  when  incensed  could  daro 
bts  appeared  to  wrong — ^nor  yet  she  knew 
ep  the  root  from  whence  compassion  grew— 
a  slave — ^from  such  may  captives  claim 
r-foeling,  differing  but  in  name ; 
f  unconscious-^heedless  of  his  wrath, 
ho  ventured  on  the  dangerous  path, 
is  raffe  repell'd— until  arose 
rife  of  thought— the  source  of  woman's  woes  t 
B 
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MeanwhUe— loD^  anzioua — ^weary — ttillr— tlie  i 

RoU'd  day  and  nigbtr— his  boqI  oould  never  t 

This  icarful  interval  ot  doubt  and  dread. 

When  every  hour  might  doom  him  worse  than  deaJ, 

When  every  step  that  echo'd  by  the  gate 

l^Ii^'ht  entering  lead  where  axe  and  stake  await ; 

When  every  voice  that  grated  on  hia  ear 

Might  be  the  last  that  he  could  ever  hear ; 

Could  terror  tame — that  qpirit  stem  and  high 

Had  proved  unwilling  aa  unfit  to  die ; 

•Twaa  worn— perhaps  decaVd — ^vet  silent  bore 

That  conflict  deadlier  &r  tnan  all  before  : 

Tlio  heat  of  fight,  the  hurry  of  the  gale. 

Leave  scarce  one  thought  inert  enough  to  quail ; 

But  bound  and  fix'd  in  fotter*d  solitude^ 

To  pine,  the  prey  of  every  changing  mood ; 

To  gaze  on  thine  own  heurt ;  and  meditate 

Irrevocable  faults,  and  oomxDg  &te-~ 

Too  late  the  last  to  shun— -the  first  to  mend — 

To  coimt  the  hours  that  struggle  to  thine  end. 

With  not  a  friend  to  animate,  and  tell 

To  other  ears  that  death  became  thee  well ; 

Around  thee  foes  to  forge  the  ready  lie^ 

And  blot  life's  latest  scene  with  calumny : 

Before  thee  tortures,  which  the  soul  oan  dara^ 

Yet  doubts  how  well  the  shrinking  flei^  may  bear ; 

But  deeply  feels  a  single  cry  would  shame, 

To  valour  s  praise  thy  last  and  dearest  daim ; 

The  life  thou  leav'st  below,  denied  above 

By  kind  monopolists  of  heavenly  love ; 

And  more  than  doubtful  paradise— thy  heaven 

Of  earthly  hope — thy  loved  one  from  thee  riven. 

Such  were  the  thougnts  that  outlaw  must  sustaini 

And  govern  pangs  siupassing  mortal  pain : 

AikI  those  sustain'd  he — boots  it  well  or  ill  t 

Since  not  to  sink  beneath,  is  something  itiU  1 


The  fii-st  day  pfuss'd — ^he  saw  not  her — Gulnars— 

The  second — ^third — ^and  still  she  came  not  then; 

But  what  her  words  avouch' d,  her  charms  had  doo% 

Or  else  he  had  not  seen  another  sun. 

'J'ho  fourth  day  roll'd  alon^,  and  with  the  njght 

C*ame  storm  and  darkness  m  their  mingling  migi^* 

Oil !  how  ho  listen'd  to  the  rushing  deep. 

That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  his  sleep ; 

And  his  wild  spirit  wilder  wisnes  sent. 

Boused  by  the  roar  of  his  own  element ! 

Ofb  liod  ho  ridden  on  that  wing^  wave, 

And  loved  its  roughness  for  Uie  speed  it  gave  | 

And  now  its  dashing  echo'd  on  his  ear, 

A  long  known  voice— alas  1  too  vainly  near  I 
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I 
tung  the  wind  above ;  and,  doubly  loud» 
o*er  his  turret  cell  the  thunder-cloud  ; 
a8h*d  the  li^tning  by  the  latticed  bar, 
1  more  genial  than  the  midnight  star : 
x>  the  gUmmering  grate  he  drag^^^d  his  chaiDy 
oped  tAat  peril  might  not  prove  m  vain, 
sed  his  iron  hand  to  heaven,  and  pray'd 
tying  flash  to  mar  the  form  it  made : 
3el  and  impious  prayer  attract  alike — 
orm  roll'd  onward,  aad  disdain'd  to  strik* ; 
d  wax'd  fainter^oeased— he  felt  alone, 
ome  faithless  friend  had  spara'd  his  groan  t 

vui. 
idnigfat  pass'd— «nd  to  the  massy  door 
t  st^  came— it  paused— it  moved  once  more ; 
urns  the  grating  bolt  and  sullen  key : 
his  heart  foreboded— that  fair  she  ! 
I'er  h«r  sins,  to  him  a  guardian  saint^ 
eauteous  stUl  as  hermit's  hope  can  paint ; 
langed  since  last  within  that  cell  she  came, 
yale  her  cheek,  more  tremulous  her  £rame : 
a  she  cast  her  dark  and  hurried  eye, 
I  spoke  before  her  accents — "  Thou  must  die  t 
hou  must  die— there  is  but  one  resource, 
st — the  worst — ^if  torture  were  not  worse.** 

f !  I  look  to  none — my  lips  proclaim 
last  proclaim'd  they — Conrad  still  the  same : 
houidst  thou  seek  an  outlaw's  life  to  spare, 
bange  the  sentence  I  deserve  to  bear  ? 
lave  I  eam'd — nor  here  alone — the  meed 
rd's  revenge,  by  many  a  lawless  deed.'* 

r  should  I  seek  ?  because — Oh !  didst  thou  not 

□a  iny  life  from  worse  than  slavery's  lot  ? 

hould  I  seek? — ^hath  misery  made  thee  blind 

I  fond  workings  of  a  woman's  mind  ? 

lust  I  say  ?  albeit  my  heart  rebel 

ill  that  woman  feels,  but  should  not  tell — 

)e— despite  thy  crimes — that  heai*t  is  moved : 

'd  thee — thank'd  thee — pitied — madden' d — loved. 

not,  tell  not  now  thy  tale  again, 

lov'st  another — and  I  love  in  vain  ; 

:h  fond  as  mine  her  bosom,  form  more  fair, 

through  peril  which  she  would  not  dare. 
b  thy  heart  to  hers  were  truly  dear, 
I  thine  own — thou  wort  not  lonely  here : 
itlaw's  spouse — and  leave  her  lord  to  roam  ! 

hath  such  gentle  dame  to  do  with  home  ? 
peak  not  now — o'er  thine  and  o'er  my  head 
s  the  keen  sabre  by  a  single  thread  ; 
)u  hast  courage  still,  and  wouldst  be  free, 
iVe  this  poniard — ^rise — and  follow  me  l" 
n  2 
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"Ay — ^in  my  chains !  my  steps  will  gently  tread, 
Witn  these  adornments,  o'er  each  slumbering  head ! 
Thou  hast  forgot — ^is  this  a  garb  for  flight  ? 
Or  is  that  instrument  more  fit  for  fight  V 

"Misdoubting  Corsair !  I  have  gained  the  guard, 

Ripe  for  revolt,  and  greedy  for  reward. 

A  single  word  of  mine  removes  that  chain : 

Without  some  aid  how  here  could  I  remain? 

Well,  since  we  met,  hath  sped  my  busy  time, 

If  in  aught  evil,  for  thy  sake  the  crime  : 

The  crime — ^'tis  none  to  punish  those  of  Seyd. 

That  hated  tyrant,  Conrad — ^he  must  bleed  ! 

I  see  thee  shudder — ^but  my  soul  is  changed — 

Wroug'd,  spum'd,  reviled — and  it  shall  be  avenged- 

Accused  of  what  till  now  my  heart  disdain' d— 

Too  faithful,  though  to  bitter  bondage  chain'd. 

Yes,  smile ! — ^but  he  had  little  cause  to  sneer, 

I  was  not  treacherous  then — ^nor  thou  too  dear* 

But  he  has  said  it — and  the  jealous  well. 

Those  tjrrants,  teasing,  tempting  to  rebel. 

Deserve  the  fate  their  flatting  lips  foretell. 

I  never  loved — ^he  bought  me — somewhat  high— 

Since  with  me  came  a  heart  he  could  not  buy. 

I  was  a  slave  unmurmuring :  he  hath  said. 

But  for  his  rescue  I  with  thee  had  fled. 

*Twas  false  thou  know*8t — but  let  such  augurs  rue, 

Their  words  are  omens  Insult  renders  true. 

Nor  was  thy  respite  granted  to  my  prayer  ; 

This  fleeting  grace  was  only  to  prepare 

New  torments  for  thy  life,  and  my  despair. 

Mine  too  he  threatens ;  but  his  dotage  still 

Would  fain  reserve  me  for  his  lordly  will ; 

When  wearier  of  these  fleeting  charms  and  me, 

There  yawns  the  sack — ^and  yonder  rolls  the  sea. 

What,  am  I  then  a  toy  for  dotard's  play. 

To  wear  but  till  the  gilding  frets  away  ? 

I  saw  thee — ^loved  thee — owe  thee  all — would  save, 

If  but  to  show  how  grateful  is  a  slave. 

But  had  he  not  thus  menaced  fame  and  life 

iAnd  well  he  keeps  his  oaths  pronounced  in  strife), 
still  had  saved  thee — but  the  Pacha  spared. 
Now  I  am  all  thine  own — for  all  prepared  : 
Thou  lovest  me  not — nor  khow'st — or  but  the  worst- 
Alas!  this  love— that  hatred  are  the  first —  ^j 
Oh !  couldst  thou  prove  my  truth,  thou  wouldst  not-     ^ 
Nor  fear  the  fire  that  lights  an  Eastern  heart ; 
*Tis  now  the  beacon  of  thy  safety — ^now 
It  points  within  the  port  a  Mainote  prow  : 
But  in  one  chamber,  where  our  path  must  lead,  a| 
There  sleeps— he  must  not  wake— the  oppressor  So^^ 

"  Gulnare — Gvilnare— 1  ivevw  ?^^  VKW.  tvcsvr 
My  abject  fortune,  mt\i^t'Oi  fe.m^  ^o  Vy«  *. 
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Seyd  is  mine  enemy :  had  swept  my  band 

From  earth  with  ruthless  but  with  open  hand. 

And  therefore  came  I,  in  my  bark  ot  war. 

To  smite  the  smiter  with  the  scimitar ; 

Such  is  my  weapon — ^not  the  secret  knife— 

Who  spares  a  woman's  seeks  not  slumber's  life. 

Thine  saved  I  gladly,  Lady,  not  for  this — 

Let  me  not  deem  that  mercy  shown  amiss. 

Now  fare  thee  well — more  peace  be  with  thy  breast ! 

Night  wears  apace— my  last  of  earthly  rest ! " 

"Rest !  rest !  by  sunrise  must  thy  sinews  shake, 

And  thy  limbs  writhe  around  the  ready  stake. 

I  heard  the  order-»-saw — I  will  not  see — 

If  thou  wilt  perish,  I  will  fall  with  thee. 

My  life — my  love— my  hatred — all  below 

Are  on  this  cast — Corsair !  'tis  but  a  blow ! 

Without  it  flight  were  idle — ^how  evade 

His  sure  pursuit  ?  my  wrongs  too  unrepaid, 

My  youth  disgraced — the  long,  long  wasted  years. 

One  blow  shall  cancel  with  our  future  feai-s  ; 

But  since  the  dagger  suits  thee  less  than  brand, 

I'll  try  the  firmness  of  a  female  hand. 

The  guards  are  gain'd— one  moment  all  were  o'er— 

Corsair !  we  meet  in  safety,  or  no  more ; 

If  errs  my  feeble  hand,  the  morning  cloud 

Will  hover  o'er  thy  scaffold  and  my  shroud." 


She  tum'd,  and  vanish'd  ere  he  could  reply. 

But  his  glance  follow'd  feir  with  eager  eve  ; 

And  garnering,  as  he  could,  the  li^s  that  bound 

His  form,  to  curl  their  length,  and  curb  their  sound. 

Since  bar  and  bolt  no  more  his  steps  preclude. 

He,  fast  as  fetter'd  limbs  allow,  pursued. 

'Twas  dark  and  winding,  and  he  knew  not  where 

That  passage  led ;  nor  lamp  nor  guard  were  there : 

He  sees  a  dusky  glimmering — shall  he  tjeek 

Or  shun  that  ray  so  indistinct  and  weak  ? 

Chance  guides  his  steps — ^a  freshness  seems  to  bear 

Full  on  his  brow,  as  if  from  morning  air — 

He  reach'd  an  open  gallery— on  his  eye 

Gleam'd  the  last  star  of  night,  the  clearing  sky : 

Yet  scarcely  heeded  these — another  light 

From  a  lone  chamber  struck  upon  his  sight. 

Towards  it  he  moved ;  a  scarcely  closing  door 

Beveal'd  the  ray  within,  but  nothing  more. 

With  hasty  step  a  figure  outward  pass'd, 

Then  paused — and  tum'd— and  paused — 'tis  she  at  last ! 

No  poniard  in  that  hand— nor  sign  of  ill — 

**  Thanks  to  that  softening  heart — she  could  not  kill  !" 

Again  he  look'd,  the  wildness  of  her  eye 

Starts  frQm  the  day  abrupt  and  fearfully. 
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Sbe  stopp'd — ^threw  back  her  dark  fkr-floating  bair. 
That  nearly  veil'd  ber  iace  and  bosom  fiekir. 
As  if  she  late  bad  bent  ber  leaning  bead 
Above  some  object  of  ber  doubt  or  dread. 
They  meet — upon  ber  brow— unknown — ^forgot— 
Her  hurrying  band  bad  left — ^'twasbut  a  spot- 
Its  hue  was  all  he  saw,  and  scarce  withstood — 
Ob  i  slight  but  certain  pledge  of  crime — ^'tis  blood ! 

X. 

Ho  bad  seen  battle— he  had  brooded  lone 
O'er  promised  pangs  to  sentenced  guilt  foreshown ; 
He  bad  been  tempted — chasten'd — and  the  chain 
Vet  on  his  arms  might  ever  there  jemain : 
*iut  ne'or  from  strife— captivity — ^remorse— 
from  all  his  feelings  in  their  inmost  force — 
So  thrill'd — so  shudder'd  every  creeping  vein. 
As  now  they  froze  before  that  pxirple  stain. 
That  spot  of  blood,  that  light  but  guilty  streak. 
Had  banish'd  all  the  beauty  from  her  cheek ! 
Blood  he  had  view'd — could  view  unmoved — but  tlier 
It  fiow'd  in  combat,  or  was  shed  by  men  ! 

XI. 

"  *Tis  done — he  nearly  waked — ^but  it  is  done. 
Corsair !  he  perish'd — thou  art  dearly  won. 
All  words  would  now  be  vain — away — away ! 
Our  bark  is  tossing — 'tis  already  day. 
The  few  gain'd  over,  now  are  wholly  mine, 
And  these  thy  yet  surviving  band  shall  join  : 
Anon  my  voice  shall  vindicate  my  hand. 
When  once  our  sail  forsakes  this  bated  ptrand." 

xn. 
She  clapp'd  her  hands — and  through  the  galkry  , 
Equipp  a  for  flight,  her  vassals— ^redc  and  Moor; 
Silent  but  quick  they  stoop,  bis  chains  unbind ; 
Once  more  bis  limbs  are  free  as  mountain  wind ! 
But  on  his  heavy  heart  such  sadness  sate. 
As  if  they  there  transferred  that  iron  weight. 
No  words  are  utter'd —  at  her  sign,  a  door 
Eeveals  the  secret  passage  to  the  i^oro  ; 
The  city  lies  behind — ^they  speed,  they  reach 
The  glad  waves  dancing  on  the  yellow  beach ; 
And  Conrad  following,  at  her  beck,  obeyed. 
Nor  cared  he  now  if  rescued  or  betrayed ; 
Resistance  was  as  useless  as  if  Seyd 
Yet  Hved  to  view  the  doom  his  ire  decreed. 


Embark'd,  the  sail  unfiirl'd,  the  light  breeie  bl 
How  much  had  CotvTad'a  memory  to  review ! 
Sunk  be  in  Contemp\«Aivotv\S!\>ijQft  <ss!c^ 
Where  Iwt  lio  wacVxor*  d.  t^w?  ^  *\\a  v5»Jds.  iSoats^ 
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All ! — since  thai  fittal  night,  though  briof  tho  timoj 
Had  swept  an  age  of  terror,  grief,  and  crime. 
As  its  fiEu:  shadow  frown'd  above  the  mast. 
He  veil'd  his  &ee,  and  sorrow'd  as  he  pass'd ; 
He  thought  of  all— Qonsalvo  and  his  band. 
His  fleeting  triumph  and  his  tailing  hand ; 
He  thought  on  her  afar,  his  lonely  bride : 
He  tum'd  and  saw — Gulnare^  tho  homicdde  I 

XIV. 

She  watch*d  his  features  till  she  could  not  bear 
Their  freezhig  aspect  and  averted  air. 
And  that  strange  fierceness,  foreign  to  her  eye, 
Fell  quonch*d  in  tears,  too  late  to  shed  or  dry. 
She  knelt  beside  him,  and  his  hand  she  press'd, 
^Thou  mayst  fo^giyo  though  Alla's  self  detest ; 
But  i<>r  that  deed  of  darkness  what  wert  thou  ? 
Reproach  me — but  not  yet — 0  !  spare  me  nowt 
I  am  not  what  I  seem — this  learfiu  night 
My  brain  bewilder'd — do  not  madden  quite  ! 
If  I  had  never  loved — ^though  less  my  guilt, 
Thou  hadst  not  lived  to — ^hate  me— if  thou  wilt." 

XV. 

She  wrongs  his  thoughts,  they  more  himself  iipbi-  i-l 

Than  her,  though  undesigu'd,  the  wretch  ho  made  ; 

But  speechless  all,  deep,  dark,  and  unoxprcss'd, 

They  Diced  within  that  silent  cell — his  breast. 

Still  onward,  feiir  the  breeze,  nor  rough  tho  snrj:(.% 

The  blue  waves  sport  around  the  stern  tbey  urge  ; 

Far  on  the  horizon's  verge  appears  a  speck, 

A  spot — a  mast — a  sail — an  armed  deck  ! 

Their  little  bark  her  men  of  watch  descry. 

And  ampler  canvas  woos  the  wind  from  high ; 

She  bears  her  down  majestically  near. 

Speed  on  her  prow,  and  terror  in  her  tier ; 

A  flash  is  seen — tho  ball  beyond  their  bow 

Booms  harmless,  hissing  to  the  deep  below. 

Up  rose  keen  Conrad  from  his  silent  trance, 

A  long,  long  absent  gladness  in  his  glance  ; 

"  'Tis  mine — my  blood-red  flag  !  again — again — 

I  am  not  all  deserted  on  the  main  !** 

They  own  tho  signal,  answer  to  the  hail. 

Hoist  out  the  boat  at  once,  and  slacken  sail. 

"  'Tis  Conrad  !  Conrad  ! "  shouting  from  tho  deck, 

Command  nor  duty  could  their  transport  chock  ! 

With  light  alacrity  and  gaze  of  pride. 

They  view  him  mount  once  more  his  vessel's  sido  ; 

A  smile  relaxing  in  each  rugged  face, 

Their  arms  can  scarce  forb^r  a  rough  embrace. 

He,  half  f<#rgetti»^  danger  and  defeat, 

^tuma  their  ffreoting  as  a  chief  may  greet. 
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Wrings  with  a  cordial  grasp  Anselmo's  hand. 
And  feels  he  yet  can  conquer  and  command ! 

XVT. 

These  greetings  o'er,  the  feelings  that  o'erflow. 
Yet  grieve  to  win  him  back  without  a  blow  ; 
They  sailed  prepared  for  vengeance — ^had  they  known 
A  woman's  hand  secured  that  deed  her  own,' 
She  were  their  queen — less  scrupulous  are  they 
Than  haughty  Conrad  how  they  win  their  way. 
With  many  an  asking  smile,  and  wondering  stare, 
They  whisper  round,  and  gaze  upon  Gulnare ; 
And  her,  at  once  above — beneath  her  sex. 
Whom  blood  appall'd  not,  their  regards  perplex. 
To  Conrad  turns  her  faint  imploring  eye. 
She  drops  her  veil,  and  stands  in  silence  by ; 
Her  arms  arc  meekly  folded  on  that  breast. 
Which — Conrad  safe — to  fate  resign'd  the  rest. 
Though  worse  than  frenzy  could  that  bosom  fill, 
Extreme  in  love  or  hate,  in  good  or  ill. 
The  worst  of  crimes  had  left  her  woman  still ! 


This  Conrad  mark'd,  and  felt — ah !  could  he  less  !— 

Hate  of  that  deed — ^but  grief  for  her  distress ; 

What  she  has  done  no  tears  can  wash  away. 

And  Heaven  must  punish  on  its  angry  day : 

But — it  was  done :  he  knew,  whate'er  her  guilt. 

For  him  that  poniard  smote,  that  blood  was  spilt  j 

And  ho  was  free  ! — and  she  for  him  had  given 

Her  all  on  earth,  and  more  than  all  in  Heaven ! 

And  now  he  turn'd  him  to  that  dark-eyed  slave, 

Whose  brow  was  bow'd  beneath  the  glance  he  gave, 

Who  now  seem'd  changed  and  humbled : — &jnt  and  meek, 

But  varying  oft  the  colour  of  her  cheek     , 

To  deeper  shades  of  paleness — all  its  red. 

That  fearful  spot  which  stain'd  it  from  the  dead ! 

lie  took  that  hand — it  trembled— now  too  late — 

So  soft  in  love — so  wildly  nerved  in  hate  ; 

He  cl.isp'd  that  hand — it  trembled — and  his  own 

Had  lost  its  firmness,  and  his  voice  its  tone. 

'*  Gulnare  ! " — ^but  she  replied  not — "  dear  Qulnaro  I" 

She  raised  her  eye — her  only  answer  there — 

At  once  she  sought  and  sunt  in  his  embrace : 

If  he  had  driven  her  from  that  resting-place, 

His  had  been  more  or  less  than  mortal  heart. 

But— good  or  ill — it  bade  her  not  depart. 

Perchance,  but  for  the  bodings  of  his  breast. 

His  latest  virtue  then  had  join'd  the  rest. 

Yet  even  Medora  might  forgive  the  kiss 

That  ask'd  from  form  so  fair  no  more  than  this. 

The  first,  the  last  t\ia\.  "Ft^KUy  s,\/SVa  ^toTa.  Faith— 

To  lips  whore  love  "ha-dlscv^sV  ^  »XW\R\st«&Stt.» 
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To  lipfl — ^whose  broken  sighs  siich  fragrance  fling 
As  he  had  I'ann'd  them  freshly  with  his  wing  1 

xym. 

They  gain  by  twilight's  hour  their  lonely  isle. 

To  them  the  very  rocks  appear  to  smile  ; 

The  haven  hums  with  many  a  cheering  sound. 

The  beacons  blaze  their  wonted  stations  rounds 

The  boats  are  darting  o'er  the  curly  bay. 

And  sportive  dolphins  bend  them  throuc^h  the  spray ; 

Even  the  hoarse  sea-bird's  shrill,  discordant  shnok. 

Greets  like  the  welcome  of  his  tuneless  beak  1 

Beneath  each  lamp  that  through  its  lattice  gleams. 

Their  fancy  paints  the  friends  that  trim  the  beams. 

Oh !  what  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home, 

Like  Hope's  gay  glance  from  Ocean's  troubled  foam  ? 

XIX. 

Tho  lights  are  high  on  beacon  and  from  bower. 

And  'midst  them  Conrad  seeks  Medora's  tower : 

Ho  looks  in  vain — 'tis  strange — and  all  remark. 

Amid  so  many,  hers  alone  is  dark. 

*Tis  strange — of  yore  its  welcome  never  fail'd, 

Nor  now,  perchance,  extin^sh'd,  only  veil'd. 

With  the  nrst  boat  descenois  he  to  the  shore. 

And  looks  impatient  on  the  lingering  oar. 

O  !  for  a  wing  beyond  the  falcon's  flight. 

To  bear  him  Kke  an  arrow  to  that  height ! 

With  the  first  pause  the  resting  rowers  gave. 

Ho  waits  not — looks  not — ^leaps  into  the  wave, 

Strives  through  the  surge,  bestrides  the  beach,  and  higb 

Ascends  the  path  familiar  to  hLs  eye. 

Ho  rcach'd  his  turret  door — he  paused — ^no  sound 
Broke  from  within  ;  and  all  was  night  around. 
Ho  knock'd,  and  loudly — footstep  nor  reply 
Announced  that  any  heard  or  deem'd  him  nigh ; 
Ho  knock'd — ^but  faintly — ^for  his  trembling  hand 
Refused  to  aid  his  heavy  heart's  demand. 
Tho  portal  opens— 'tis  a  well-known  face — 
But  not  the  form  he  panted  to  embrace. 
Its  lips  are  silent— twice  his  own  essa/d. 
And  fail'd  to  frame  the  question  they  dday'd ; 
Ho  Snatch'd  the  lamp — its  light  will  answer  all- 
It  quits  his  grasp,  expiring  in  the  fall. 
He  would  not  wait  for  that  reviving  ray, — 
As  soon  could  he  have  linger'd  there  for  day ; 
But,  glimmering  through  the  dusky  corridore. 
Another  chequers  o'er  the  shadow'd  floor ; 
His  steps  the  chamber  gain — his  eyes  behold 
All  that  nis  heart  believed  not— yet  foretold  t 
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Ho  tura'd  not — spoke  not — sunk  not — fix*d  his  look, 
And  set  the  anxious  frame  that  lately  shook : 
He  gazed — how  long  we  gaze  despite  of  pain, 
And  know,  but  dare  not  own,  we  gaze  in  vain  I 
In  life  itself  she  was  so  still  and  £Eur, 
That  death  with  gentler  aspect  withered  there ; 
And  the  cold  flowers  her  colder  hand  oontain'd/ 
In  that  last  grasp  as  tenderly  were  stnun'd 
As  if  she  scarcely  felt,  but  feign'd  a  sleep, 
And  made  it  almost  mockery  yet  to  weep : 
The  lonpf  dark  lashes  fringed  her  lids  of  snow, 
And  voil'd — thought  shrinks  from  all  that  Inrk'd  liclo'- 
Oh !  o'er  the  eye  death  most  exerts  his  might, 
And  hurls  the  spirit  from  her  throne  of  light  I 
Sinks  those  blue  orbs  in  thai  long  last  eclipse. 
But  spares,  as  yet,  the  charm  around  her  lips- 
Yet,  yet  they  seem  as  they  forbore  to  smilo 
And  wish'd  repose— but  only  for  a  while ; 
But  the  white  shroud,  and  each  extende»l  tross, 
Long — fair — ^but  spread  in  utter  lifelessness, 
Which,  late  the  sport  of  every  summer  wind. 
Escaped  the  baffled  wreath  that  strove  to  bind  ; 
These— and  the  pale  pure  cheek,  became  tho  bier, 
But  she  is  nothing — ^wherefore  is  he  here? 

XXI. 
He  ask'd  no  question — all  were  answer'd  now 
By  tho  first  glance  on  that  still — marble  brow. 
It  was  enough — she  died — what  reck*d  it  how  ? 
The  love  of  youth,  the  hope  of  bettor  years. 
The  source  of  soflest  wishes,  tenderost  fears, 
The  only  living  thing  he  coidd  not  hate. 
Was  reft  at  once — and  he  deserved  his  fate, 
But  did  not  feel  it  less  ; — the  good  explore. 
For  peace,  those  realms  where  guilt  can  never  go<*^ ' 
The  proud— the  wayward — who  have  fix'd  bolo^ 
Their  joy,  and  find  this  earth  enough  for  woe. 
Lose  in  that  one  their  all — ^perchance  a  mite —  • 
But  who  in  patience  parts  with  all  delight  ? 
Full  many  a  stoic  eye  and  aspect  stem 
Mask  hearts  where  grief  hath  little  left  to  learn  ^ 
And  many  a  withering  thought  lies  hid,  not  lost^ 
In  smiles  that  least  befit  who  wear  them  most. 

xxn. 
By  those,  that  deepest  feel,  is  ill  exprcss*d 
*  The  indistinctness  of  the  suffering  breast ; 

Where  thousand  thoughts  begin  to  end  in  one. 
Which  seeks  from  all  tho  refugo  found  in  none ; 

•  In  the  Levnnl  \t  \s  iVve  ctu\om  \,o  %\,t««  {Vo^nvt^  «sra.  \:tv«\ma\«i<!&  <h^^^^ 
baods  of  young  peraoua  lo  p\aco  a  uowviM  —  B. 
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No  words  suffice  the  secret  soul  to  show. 
For  Truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  Woe. 
On  Conrad*s  stricken  soiu  exhaustion  press'd. 
And  stupor  almost  lull'd  it  into  rest ; 
So  feeble  now — his  mother's  softness  crept 
To  those  wild  eyes,  which  like  an  infant's  wept : 
It  was  the  very  weakness  of  his  brain. 
Which  thus  oonfess'd  without  relieving  pain. 
None  saw  his  trickling  tears — ^perchance  if  seen, 
That  useless  flood  of  grief  had  never  been : 
Nor  long  they  flow'd— he  dried  them  to  depart, 
In  helpless — hopeless— brokenness  of  heart : 
The  sun  goes  forth — ^but  Conrad's  day  is  dim  ; 
And  the  night  oometh — ^ne'er  to  pass  from  him. 
There  is  no  darkness  like  the  cloud  of  mind, 
On  Griefs  Tain  eye— the  blindest  of  the  blind  ! 
Which  may  not--dare  not  see — ^but  turns  aside 
To  blackest  shade— nor  will  ^idure  a  guide  ! 

His  heart  was  form'd  for  softness— warp'd  to  wrong ; 
Betray'd  too  early,  and  beguiled  too  long  ; 
Each  ftg^ling  pure — as  fiEills  the  dropping  dew 
Within  the  grot ;  like  that  had  harden  d  too  ; 
Less  dear,  perchance,  its  earthly  trials  pass'd, 
But  sunk,  and  chill'd,  and  petrified  at  last. 
Yet  tempests  wear,  and  lightning  cleaves  tho  rock ; 
If  such  his  heart,  so  shatter'd  it  the  shock. 
There  grew  one  flower  beneath  its  rugged  brow, 
Though  dark  the  shade — itshelter'd — saved  till  now. 
The  wunder  came — that  bolt  hath  blasted  both, 
The  Granite's  firmness,  and  the  Lily's  growth : 
The  gentle  plant  hath  left  no  leaf  to  tell 
Its  tale,  but  shrunk  and  wither'd  where  it  fell  ; 
And  of  its  cold  protector,  blacken  round 
But  shiver'd  fragments  on  the  barren  ground ! 


*Tis  mom — ^to  venture  on  his  lonely  hour 

Few  dare ;  though  now  Anselmo  sought  his  to\\or. 

He  was  not  there — ^nor  seen  along  the  shore  ; 

Ete  night,  alarm'd,  their  isle  is  traversed  o'er : 

Another  mom — another  bids  them  seek, 

And  shout  his  name  till  echo  waxeth  wc<ak  ; 

Mount — grotto— cavern — valley  search'd  in  vain, 

They  find  on  shore  a  sea-boat's  broken  chain  ; 

Their  hope  revives — they  follow  o'er  the  main. 

*Tia  idle  all — moons  roU  on  moons  away. 

And  Conrad  comes  not— came  not  since  that  day : 

Nor  trace,  nor  tidings  of  his  di>om  declare 

Where  lives  his  grief,  or  perish'd  his  despair ! 

Long  moum'd  his  band  whom  none  could  moura  beside ; 

And  fiiir  the  monument  they  gave  his  bride  : 
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For  him  they  raise  not  the  recording  stone— 
His  death  yet  dubious,  deeds  too  widely  known ; 
He  left  a  Corsair's  name  to  other  times, 
Link'd  with  one  virtue^  and  a  thousand  crimou 


WINDSOR  POETICS. 

Lines  composed  on  the  occasion  of  his  Royal  Highness  the  Prince  l(|i 
being  seen  standing  between  the  coffins  of  Henry  VIII.  and  Cluvka 
in  the  royal  vault  at  Windsor. 

Famed  for  contemptuous  breach  of  sacred  ties. 
By  headless  Charles  see  heartless  Henry  lies ; 
Between  them  stands  another  sceptred  thing— 
It  moves,  it  reigns — in  all  but  name,  a  king : 
Charles  to  his  people,  Henry  to  his  wife, 
— In  him  the  double  tyrant  starts  to  life  : 
Justice  and  death  have  mix'd  their  dust  in  vain, 
Each  royal  vampire  wakes  to  life  again. 
Ah,  what  can  tombs  avail ! — since  these  disgorge 
The  blood  and  dust  of  both—to  mould  a  Qeorg^, 
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POEMS  OH  NAPOLEON. 


ODE  TO  NAPOUSON. 


nimtMytelsDteweie  kmdlj  oalebmtad ;  and 
..    . .  j^  pwphette 
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Ts  done— bat  Veiterday  a  King  I 

And  anh*d  with  Kings  to  striye — 
And  now  thou  art  a  nameless  thing ; 

S«  abject— yet  alive  I 
Is  this  the  man  of  thousand  thrones, 
Who  strew'd  our  oarth  with  hostile  bones, 

And  can  he  thus  survive  ? 
Since  he,  miscall'd  the  Morning  Star, 
Nor  man  nor  fiend  hath  &llen  so  £ir. 

ni-minded  man  1  why  scom-ge  thy  kind 

Who  bow'd  so  low  the  knee  ? 
By  gazing  on  thyself  grown  blind. 

Thou  taught'st  the  rest  to  see. 
With  might  unquestion'd — power  to  save,— 
Thine  only  gift  hath  been  the  grave. 

To  those  that  worshipp'd  thee  ; 
Nor  till  thy  fJEdl  could  mortals  guess 
Ambition's  less  than  littleness  1 

Thanks  for  that  lesson— it  will  teach 

To  after  warriors  more. 
Than  high  Philosophy  can  preach, 

And  vainly  preach'd  before. 
That  spell  upon  the  minds  of  men 
Breaks  never  to  unite  again. 

That  led  them  to  adore 
^liose  Paged  things  of  sabre  sway, 
With  fronte  of  brass,  and  feet  of  clay. 
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The  triumph,  and  the  vanity, 

The  raptui*e  of  the  strife* — 
The  earthquake  voice  of  Victoiy, 

To  thee  the  breath  of  life ; 
The  sword,  the  sceptre,  and  that  sway 
Which  man  seem'd  made  but  to  obey. 

Wherewith  renown  was  rife — 
All  quell'd !— Bark  Spirit  1  jvhat  must  bo 
The  madness  of  thy  memory  1 

The  Desolator  desolate  1 

The  Victor  overthrown  1 
The  arbiter  of  other's  fate 

A  suppliant  for  his  own ! 
Is  it  some  yet  imperial  hope. 
That  with  such  change  can  calmly  cope! 

Or  dread  of  death  alone? 
To  die  a  prince — or  live  a  slave — 
Thy  choice  is  most  ignobly  brave ! 

He  who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak,i* 

Dream'd  not  of  the  rebound ; 
Chain'd  by  the  trunk  he  vainlv  broke— 

Alone — how  look'd  he  rouna  ? 
Thou,  in  the  sternness  of  thy  strength. 
An  equal  deed  hast  done  at  length. 

And  darker  fete  hast  found  : 
lie  fell,  the  forest  prowler's  prey ; 
But  thou  must  eat  thy  heart  away ! 

The  Roman,  t  when  his  burning  heart 
Was  slaked  with  blood  of  Rome, 

Threw  down  the  dagger — dared  depart, 
In  savage  grandeur,  home — 

He  dared  depart  in  utter  scorn 

Of  men  that  such  a  yoke  had  borne. 
Yet  left  him  such  a  doom  I 

His  only  glory  was  that  hour 

Of  self-upheld  abandon*d  power. 

The  Spaniard,  §  when  the  lust  of  sway 

Had  lost  its  quickening  spell. 
Cast  crowns  for  rosaries  away. 

An  empire  for  a  cell ; 
A  strict  accountant  of  his  beads, 
A  subtle  disputant  on  creeds> 

His  dotage  trifled  well : 
Yet  better  had  he  neither  known 
A  bigot's  shrine,  nor  despot's  throne. 

•  *'  OBrtamiais  a<Kidla  "—the  expresRlon  of  Attlla  In  hla  tutnuafoe  to  ktt  «s**l 
to  Ihe  battle  of  Cuonsal,  given  in  Cauiodonu; 
t  Milo  CroUoiensU,  caught  in  the  trM  h*  had  iplit. 

J"  Sylla. 
OfaaciesV.   B7roofoxf«titot«UiiihoirlMeoat9MUiBMlfirHlifit<<^ 
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Bat  thou— from  th^  reluctant  hand 
-  The  thunderbolt  is  wrung — 
Too  late  thou  leaVst  the  hu^h  command 

To  which  thy  weakness  clung ; 
All  Evil  Spirit  as  thou  art, 
It  is  enough  to  griove  the  heart 

To  see  tiiine  own  unstrung ; 
To  think  that  God's  fair  world  hath  beeu 
The  footstool  of  a  thing  so  mean  I 

And  Earth  hath  spilt  her  blood  for  him. 

Who  thus  can  hoard  his  own  1 
And  Monaftohs  boVd  the  trembling  limb, 

And  thank'd  him  for  a  throne ! 
Fair  Freedom  1  may  we  hold  thee  dear. 
When  thus  thy  nughtiest  foes  their  fear 

In  humblest  guise  have  shown. 
Oh !  ne'er  may  tyrant  leave  behind 
A  brighter  name  to  lure  mankind  1 

Thine  evil  deeds  are  writ  in  gore, 

Nor  written  thus  in  vain — 
Thy  triumphs  tell  of  fame  no  more, 

Or  deepen  every  stain : 
If  thou  hadst  died  as  honour  dies. 
Some  new  Napoleon  might  arise. 

To  shame  tne  world  again — 
But  who  would  soar  the  solar  height^ 
To  set  in  such  a  starless  night? 

Weigh'd  in  the  balance,  hero  dust 

Is  vile  as  vulgar  clay ; 
Thy  scales.  Mortality  I  are  just 

To  all  that  pass  away : 
But  yet  methought  the  living  great 
Some  higher  sparks  should  animate, 

To  dazzle  and  dismay ; 
Nor  deem'd  Contempt  could  thus  make  mirth 
Of  these  the  Conquerors  of  the  earth. 

And  she,  proud  Austria's  mournful  flower. 

Thy  still  imperial  bride ; 
How  bears  her  breast  the  torturing  hour  ? 

Still  clings  she  to  thy  side  ? 
Must  she,  too,  bend, — ^must  she,  too,  sbaro^ 
Thy  late  repentance,  long  despair. 

Thou  throneless  Homicide  ? 
If  still  she  loves  thee,  hoard  that  gem  ; 
Tis  worth  thy  vanish'd  diadem  ! 

Then  haste  thee  to  thy  sullen  lisle. 

And  gaze  upon  the  sea  ; 
That  element  mav  meet  thy  smile  — 

It  ne'er  was  ruled  by  thee  J 
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Or  traco  with  thino  all  idlo  hand. 
In  loitering  mood  apon  the  sand. 

That  Earth  is  now  as  free  1 
That  Corinth's  pedagoc^e*  hath  now 
Transferred  his  by-word  to  thy  brow. 

Thou  Timour  I  in  his  captive's  cagef— 

What  thoughts  will  thero  be  thino, 
While  brooding  in  thy  prison'd  rage? 
But  one — ''  The  world  was  mine !" 
Unless,  like  he  of  Babylon, 
All  sense  is  with  thy  sceptre  gone,. 

Life  will  not  long  confine 
That  spirit  pour'd  so  widely  forth— 
So  long  obey'd — so  little  worth  I 

Or,  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heayen,^ 

Wilt  thou  withstand  the  shock  ? 
And  share  with  him,  the  unforgivcn. 

His  vulture  and  his  rock  1 
Foredoom'd  by  God — by  man  accurst, 
And  that  last  act,  though  not  thy  worsts 

The  very  Fiend's  arch  mock  ; 
Ho,  in  his  full  preserved  his  pride, 
And,  if  a  mortal,  had  as  proudly  died ! 

There  was  a  day — there  was  an  hour. 

While  earth  was  Gaul's — Gaul's  thino— 
When  that  immeasurable  power, 

Unsated  to  resign. 
Had  been  an  act  of  purer  fame, 
Than  gathers  round  Marengo's  namo, 

And  gilded  thy  decline. 
Through  the  long  twilight  of  all  time. 
Despite  some  passing  clouds  of  ci-imo. 

But  thou,  forsooth,  must  be  a  king. 

And  don  the  purple  vest. 
As  if  that  foolish  robe  could  wring 

Remembrance  from  thy  breast. 
Where  is  the  faded  garment?  whore 
The  gewgaws  thou  wert  fond  to  wear. 

The  star — the  string — the  crest  ? 
Vain  froward  child  of  empire !  say, 
Are  all  thy  playthings  snatch'd  away  T 

Where  may  the  wearied  eye  reposo. 

When  gazing  on  the  Great ; 
Whore  neither  guilty  glory  glows. 

Nor  despicable  state  ? 

•  fnonyaiui,  tyrant  of  Sicily,  who,  after  Iiis  faU,  kept  tcbool  at  Offri 
f  imazet,  confined  in  an  iron  ctige  by  his  oouquerur  'J'ia.^ujr. 
I  Prouelbeus. 
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Ves — one — the  fii*st — ^the  last — ^the  best — 
The  Cincinnatus  of  the  West, 
Whom  envy  dared  not  hato, 
Bequeath  the  name  of  Washington, 
To  make  man  blush  there  was  but  one  1 
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I. 

Ws  do  not  curse  thee,  Waterloo  ! 

Though  Freedom's  blood  thy  plain  bedew ; 

There  'twas  shed,  but  is  not  sunk — 

Rising  from  each  gory  trunk. 

Like  the  waterspout  from  ocean, 

With  a  sti'ong  and  growing  motion—  ^ 

It  soara,  and  mingles  in  the  air. 

With  that  of  lost  Labedoy^re — 

With  that  of  him  whose  honour'd  grave 

Contains  the  "  bravest  of  the  brave." 

A  crimson  cloud  it  spreads  and  glows. 

But  shall  return  to  whence  it  rose  ; 

When  'tis  full,  'twill  burst  asunder — 

Kever  yet  was  heard  such  thunder. 

As  then  shall  shake  the  world  with  wonder^- 

Kever  yet  was  seen  such  lightning 

As  o'er  heaven  shsdl  then  be  bright'ning  I 

Like  the  Wormwood  Star  foretold 

By  the  sainted  Seer  of  old, 

Show'ring  down  a  fiery  flood. 

Turning  rivers  into  blood.* 

n. 
The  chief  has  fallen !  but  not  by  you, 
Vanquishers  of  Waterloo  I 
When  the  soldier-citizen 
Sway'd  not  o'er  his  fellow-men — 
Save  in  deeds  that  led  them  on 
Where  glory  smiled  on  Freedom's  son — 
Who,  of  all  the  despots  banded. 

With  that  youthful  chief  competed  ? 

Who  could  boast  o'er  Franco  defeated. 
Till  lone  Tyranny  commanded  ? 
Till,  goaded  by  ambition's  sting. 
The  Hero  sunk  into  the  King  ? 
Then  he  fell : — so  perish  all. 
Who  would  men  by  man  enthrall! 

Ur.  elutp.  Tiii.  t.  7,  fte.  *'The  flnt  angel  sounded,  and  there  foUoired  hall  aacA 
jM  vita  blood,"  *c.  t.  8.  "  And  the  second  angel  sounded,  and  as  it  were  a 
intaia  burning  with  fire  was  cast  into  the  sea ;  and  the  third  part  of  the  sea  beoama 
a.  T.  10.  **  And  the  third  angel  sounded,  and  there  fell  a  great  star  from  hearen* 
s  it  wen  a  lamp  ;  and  it  feu  upon  the  third  part  of  the  rivers,  and  upon  the 
of  waters."  t.  11.  "And  the  name  of  the  star  is  called  Wormwood;  and  tha 
k  of  the  waters  b«cuM  fformvood ;  and  many  men  died  pf  ib«  iratrnm,  beeauM 
iMd*  UUer."  "^ 

S 
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With  their  breath,  and  from  their  births 
Though  Guilt  would  sweep  it  frata  tba  earth ; 
With  a  fierce  and  lavish  hjEtnd, 
Scattering  nations'  wealth  like  sand ; 
Pouring  nations'  blood  like  water. 
In  imperial  seas  of  slau^ter  1 


But  the  heart  and  the  mind. 
And  the  voice  of  mankind. 
Shall  arise  in  communion — 
And  who  shall  resist  that  proud  union  t 
The  time  is  past  when  swords  subdued'— 
Man  may  die — ^the  soul 's  renew'd : 
Even  in  this  low  world  of  care 
Freedom  ne'er  shall  'Want  an  heir ; 
Millions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  for  ever  bounding  spirit — 
When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble, 
Tjrrants  shall  believe  and  tremble — 
Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat  ? 
Crimson  tears  will  follow  yet- 


TO    NAPOLEON.- 

FROM   THB   FRENCH. 

Must  thou  go,  my  glorious  chief,* 

Sever'd  from  thy  faithful  few  ? 
Who  can  tell  thy  warriors*  grief. 

Maddening  o'er  that  long  adieu  ? 
Woman's  love,  and  friendship's  zeal. 

Dear  as  both  have  been  to  me — 
What  are  they  to  all  I  feel. 

With  a  soldier's  faith  for  thee  ? 

Idol  of  the  soldier's  soul ! 

First  in  fight,  but  mightiest  now : 
Many  could  a  world  control ; 

Thee  alone  no  doom  can  bow. 
By  thy  side  for  years  I  dared 

Death  ;  and  envied  those  who  fell. 
When  their  dying  shout  was  heard, 

Blessing  him  they  served  so  weU.i* 

'.  but  particularly  Savary,  and  a  Pollah  officer  who  had  been  exalted  ftom  the 
^luparte.  Ue  clung  to  hi«  mastor'a  knees ;  wrote  a  letter  to  Lord  Keith, 
^loinion  to  accompany  him,  even  In  the  most  menial  cai>acity ;  which  oonlil 

;*>'loo,  one  man  waa  seen,  whose  left  arm  wu  ahattcred  by  a  eaauouAMlLio 
^ih  the  other,  and  throwing  It  op  In  the  air,  exclaimed  to  bit  conunaaB« 
^"•orjaarja'd  la  mort  I'    There  were  many  other  Instances  ot  tlM  lik*  ;  ^klft» 
^04^  depend  on  as  truo."^jPrivate  Letter  from  Brtutel*. 
B  2 
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Would  that  I  were  cold  with  those, 

Since  this  hour  I  live  to  see ; 
When  the  doubts  of  coward  foes 

8c£u-ce  dare  trust  a  man  with  thee^ 
Dreading  eadi  should  set  thee  free ; 

Oh  !  sJthough  in  dungeons  pent, 
All  their  chains  were  light  tome. 

Oozing  on  thy  soul  unbent. 

Would  the  sycophants  of  him 

Now  so  deaf  to  duty's  prayer, 
Were  his  borrowed  glories  dim. 

In  his  native  darkness  share  ? 
Were  that  world  this  hour  his  own, 

All  thou  calmly  dost  resign. 
Could  he  purchase  with  that  throne 

Hearts  like  those  which  still  are  thine  1 

My  chief,  my  king,  my  friend,  adieu  1 

Never  did  I  droop  before ; 
Never  to  my  sovereign  sue. 

As  his  foes  I  now  implore : 
All  I  ask  is  to  divide 

Every  peril  he  must  brave  : 
bharing  by  the  hero's  side 

His  mU,  his  exile,  and  his  grave. 


NAPOLEON'3  FAREWELL.     - 

FROM  THE  FRKNCO. 

Farewell  to  the  land,  where  the  gloom  of  my  glory 

Arose  and  o'ershadow'd  the  earth  with  her  name~- 

She  abandons  me  now — ^but  the  page  of  her  story. 

The  brightest  or  blackest,  is  fill'd  with  my  fame. 

I  have  warr'd  with  a  world  which  vanquish'd  me  only 

When  the  meteor  of  conquest  allured  me  too  far ; 

I  have  coped  with  the  nations  which  dread  me  thus  lonel^ 

The  last  single  Captive  to  millions  in  war. 

Farewell  to  thee,  France !  when  thy  diadem  crown'd  me^ 

I  made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of  earth, — 

But  thy  weakness  decrees  I  should  leave  as  I  found  thee^ 

Decjvy'd  in  thy  glory,  and  sunk  in  thy  worth. 

Oh  I  for  the  veteran  hearts  that  were  wasted 

In  strife  with  the  storm,  when  their  battles  were  won — 

Then  the  Eagle,  whose  gaze  in  that  moment  was  blasted^ 

Had  still  soar'd  with  eyes  fix'd  on  victory's  sun.  I 

Farewell  to  thee,  France ! — but  when  Liberty  rallies 
Once  more  in  thy  regiana,  Teiiiember  me  then — 
The  violet  still  grows  m  t\ie  depWi  oi  \5q^  NviSte^%% 
Though  withet^d,  tb-;  teaTB'«m>xalo\^\\.«JBKfiCk-- 
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I  may  baffle  the  hosts  that  surround  us, 

may  thy  heart  leap  awake  to  my  voioe — 

« links  which  must  break  in  the  chain  that  h w  bound  us, 

n  thee  and  call  on  the  Chief  of  thy  choice ! 


THB  STAR  OP  "THB  LEGION  OP  HONOUR." 

FROM  THB  FBBNCH. 

Stah  of  the  brave ! — ^whose  beam  hath  shod 

Sach  glory  o'er  the  quick  and  dead — 

Thou  radiant  and  adored  decoib ! 

"Which  millions  rush'd  in  arms  to  grcct^— 

Wild  meteor  of  immortal  blrtli ! 

Why  rise  in  Heaven  to  set  on  Earth  t 

Souls  of  slain  heroes  form*d  thy  rays ; 
Eternity  finsh'd  through  thy  blaze ; 
Tho  music  of  thy  martial  sphere 
Was  fame  on  high  and  honour  here ; 
And  thy  light  broke  on  human  eyes. 
Like  a  volcano  of  the  skies. 

Uko  lava  rolFd  thy  stream  of  blood, 
And  swept  down  empires  with  its  flood ; 
Earth  rock'd  beneath  tlico  to  her  base. 
As  thou  didst  lighten  through  all  space ; 
And  the  shorn  Sun  grew  dim  in  air. 
And  set  while  thou  wort  dwelling  there. 

Before  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  g^ew, 

A  rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue. 

Of  three  bright  colours,  each  divine,* 

And  fit  for  that  celestial  sign ; 

For  Freedom's  hand  had  blended  them. 

Like  tints  in  an  immortal  gem. 

One  tint  was  of  the  sunbeam's  dyes ; 
One,  the  blue  depth  of  Seraph's  eyes : 
One,  the  pure  Spirit's  veil  of  white 
Had  robed  in  radiance  of  its  light : 
Tho  three  so  mingled  did  beseem 
•  Tho  texture  of  a  heavenly  dream. 

Star  of  the  brave  !  thy  ray  is  pale. 
And  darkness  must  again  prevail ! 
But,  oh  thou  Rainbow  of  the  free  ! 
Our  tears  and  blood  must  flow  for  thea. 
When  thy  bright  promise  fades  away. 
Our  life  is  but  a  load  of  clay. 

•  The  tricolour. 
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And  Fraodom  hallows  with  htr  tread 
The  silent  dties  of  the  dead ; 
For  beautiful  in  death  are  they 
Who  proudly  £edl  in  her  array ; 
And  soon,  oh  Goddess  1  may  we  be 
For  erermore  with  them  or  thee ! 


STANZAS  FOB  MUSIC. 

[  SFEAK  not,  I  trace  not,  I  breathe  not  thy  name ; 
There  is  grief  in  the  sound,  thore  is  guilt  in  the  fiEune : 
But  the  tear  which  now  bums  on  my  cheek  may  impart 
The  deep  thoughts  that  dwell  in  that  silenoe  of  heart. 

Too  brief  for  our  passion,  too  long  for  oar  peaoe, 
Were  those  hours— can  tiieir  joy  or  their  BttemesB  cease* 
We  repent — we  abjure — ^we  shall  break  from  our  chain— 
We  will  part— we  will  fly  to— unite  it  again  I 

Oh !  thine  be  the  gladness,  and  mine  be  the  guilt  1 
Forgive  me,  adored  one ! — ^forsake,  if  thou  wilt ; 
But  the  heart  which  is  thine  shall  expire  undebased, 
And  man  shall  not  break  it— whateyer  thou  mayst 

And  stem  to  the  haughty,  but  humble  to  thee^ 

This  soul  in  its  bitterest  blackness  shaJl  be ; 

And  our  days  seem  as  swift,  and  our  movements  mora  swee^ 

With  thee  by  my  side,  than  with  worlds  at  my  feet 

One  sigh  of  thy  sorrow,  one  look  of  thy  love. 
Shall  turn  me  or  fix,  shall  reward  or  reprove  ;  * 
And  the  heatless  may  wonder  at  all  I  resic^n^ 
Thy  lip  shall  reply,  not  to  them,  but  to  mme. 


niiL  THE  aOBLBT  AGAIN. 

A  SONG. 

Fill  the  goblet  again  I  for  I  never  before 

Felt  the  glow  which  now  gladdens  my  heart  to  its  oora ;   j. 

Let  us  drink! — ^who  woiud  not? — since  through  life'*  ^•"^ 

round. 
In  the  goblet  alone  no  deception  is  found. 

I  have  tried  in  its  turn  all  that  life  can  supply : 
I  have  bask'd  in  the  beam  of  a  dark  rolling  eye ;         ,^^j« 
I  have  loved  I — ^who  Yiaa  tvo\,  V-Wt  -whait  heart  can  dwH^^ 
That  pleasure  existed  w\n\.Q  puaaVcm.  ^«&  >Cicat%\ 
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In  the  days  of  my  youth,  when  the  heart  *s  hi  its  springy 
And  dreams  that  affection  oan  never  take  wing, 
I  had  fiiends  I— who  has  not  f— but  what  tongue  will  avow 
That  friends,  rosy  wine !  are  so  fidthful  as  thou  t 

The  heart  of  a  mistress  some  boy  may  estrange, 
Friendship  shifts  with  the  sunb^on — ^thou  never  canst  change . 
Then  grow*st  old— who  does  not  ? — but  on  earth  what  appears, 
Whose  virtues,  like  thine,  still  increase  with  its  yean 

Yet  if  blest  to  the  utmost  that  love  can  bestow, 
Should  a  rival  bow  down  to  our  idol  below. 
We  are  jealous  1— who's  not  I — ^thou  hast  no  such  alloy  ; 
For  the  more  that  enjoy  thee,  the  more  we  oiijoy. 

Then  the  season  of  youth  and  its  vanities  past. 
For  refuge  we  fly  to  the  goblet  at  last ; 
There  we  find—- do  we  not  t — ^in  the  flow  of  the  soul. 
That  truth,  as  of  yore,  is  confined  to  the  bowl 

When  the  box  of  Pandora  was  open'd  on  earth. 
And  MiseiVs  triumph  commenced  over  Mirth, 
Hope  was  lefl;, — ^was  she  not? — ^but  the  goblet  we  kiss, 
And  care  not  for  Hope,  who  are  certain  of  bliss. 

Long  Hfb  to  the  grape !  for  when  summer  is  flown. 
The  age  of  our  nectar  shall  gladden  our  own  : 
We  must  die — who  shall  not  ? — ^May  our  sins  be  forgiven. 
And  Hebe  shall  never  be  idle  in  heaven. 


ADDRESS 

INTEVDSD  TO  HAVE  BEEN  SPOKEN  AT  THE  CALEDONIAV 
MEETINQ,  1814. 

Who  hath  not  glow'd  abovA  the  x>a&:o  where  fame 
Hath fiz'd high  CSaledons unconquer'd  name ; 
The  mountain  land  which  spum'd  the  Roman  chain, 
And  baffled  back  the  fiery-crested  Dane  ; 
Whose  bright  claymore  and  hardihood  of  hand. 
No  foe  oomd  tame — ^no  tyrant  could  command  ! 
That  race  is  gone — ^but  still  their  children  breathe. 
And  glory  crowns  them  with  redoubled  wreath  : 
O'er  Gael  and  Saxon  mingling  banners  shine. 
And,  England  1  add  their  stuobom  strength  to  thine. 
The  blood  which  flow'd  with  Wallace  flows  as  free. 
But  now  'tis  only  shed  for  fiimo  and  thee  ! 
Oh !  pass  not  by  the  northern  veteran's  claim. 
But  give  support — ^the  world  hath  given  him  fame  ( 

The  humbler  ranks,  the  lowly  brave,  who  bled 
While  cheerly  following  where  the  mighty  led — 
Who  sleep  beneath  the  undistinguish'd  sod, 
Where  happier  comrades  in  their  triumph  trod, 
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To  iM  bequeath— 'tis  all  their  fate  allows— 
Tbo  sireloss  ofiEspring  and  the  lonely  spouse: 
She  on  high  Albvn's  dusky  hills  may  raise 
The  tearful  eye  in  melancholy  gaze ; 
Or  viow^  while  shadowy  auguries  disclosOi 
The  Highland  seer's  anticipated  woes. 
The  bleeding  phantom  of  each  martial  form. 
Dim  in  the  cloudy  or  darkling  in  the  storm ; 
While  sad  she  chants  the  soUtary  song. 
The  soft  lament  for  him  who  tames  long- 
Tor  him,  whose  distant  relics  Tainly  crave 
The  cronaoh's  wild  requiem  to  the  brave ! 

'Tis  Heavon— not  man— must  oharm  away  the  W9% 
^Vhich  bursts  when  Nature's  feelings  newly  flow; 
Yet  tenderness  and  time  may  rob  the  tear 
Of  half  its  bitterness,  for  one  so  dear ; 
A  nation's  gratitude  perchance  may  spread 
A  thomless  pillow  for  the  widow's  head ; 
May  lighten  well  her  heart's  maternal  oare^ 
And  wean  from  penury  the  soldier^s  heir. 


LABA* 


CANTO  THE  FIBST. 

Tut  flerf^  ars  ^lad  thronfrh  Lai^'^a  wide  domaia^f 

And  SLeiTiiry  Imlf  forgets  hst  fcudAl  cluLin ; 

Re,  tUeir  unLoped,  but  uiiforgtatten  lord— 

The  longr  eelf-exildd  chiefULin  is  rostf]ved: 

^ITiera  l^  bnght  faces  in  tbo  busy  3k Jl, 

EqwU  ou  the  boardf  and  banners  an  the  Wa31 ; 

f^r  dicquering  o'er  tbo  pictiived  iviiidow,  plays 

The  nti  wonted  fagots'  hoapl table  blniEe ;    . 

And  ^aj  retainera  gather  round  tbo  heaitb» 

Wiib  tonnes  all  loudne«»^  and  with  eyes  aU  mirtlb 

n. 
Tbe  chief  of  Lara  is  retarn'd  affain : 
And  why  had  Lara  oross'd  the  bounding  main  t 
Left  by  his  sire,  too  young  such  loss  to  Know^ 
Lord  of  himself ; — ^that  herita^re  of  woe, 
That  fearful  empire  which  the  numan  breast 
But  holds  to  rob  the  heart  withm  of  rest ! — 
With  none  to  check,  and  few  to  point  in  time 
The  thousand  paths  that  slope  the  way  to  crime ; 
Then,  when  he  most  required  commandment,  then 
Had  Lara's  daring  boyhood  govem'd  men. 
It  skills  not,  boots  not,  step  by  step  to  trace 
His  youth  tlirough  all  the  mazes  of  its  race ; 
Short  was  the  course  his  restlessness  had  run^ 
But  long  enough  to  leave  him  half  undone. 

III. 
And  Lara  left  in  youth  his  lather-land  ; 
But  from  the  hour  he  waved  his  parting  hand 
Each  trace  wax'd  fainter  of  his  course,  till  all 
Had  nearly  ceased  his  memory  to  recall. 
His  rare  was  dust,  his  vassals  could  declare — 
'Twas  all  they  knew,  that  Lara  was  not  Ihere ; 

B  t»te  b  trUently  •  eontinTi»tl(m  of  th*  **  CtonAlr.**  not  too  mncifa  beliiff  l«ft  for  Um 
vHaa  of  any  raader  to  foUow  th«  erenta  and  nuurk  th*  eoineidenoe  of  ^axaetomi 
'  VHrfer  Is  apprlatd  that  the  nmme  of  Ian  being  Spaxdsa,  and  no  einnuoetanet  of 
'B*ttoiiiJ  deaeription  flxing  the  icene  or  hero  of  tnf  poem  to  any  eonntey  or  are, 
q^Berf,"  vhleh  oonld  not  be  oorreetly  applied  to  the  lower  clewee  In  Spain,  who 
rvv  Taaala  of  the  aoU,  has,  noTertheleai.  been  employed  to  deaignate  th*  foUowerw 
kettttooi  dUefUis.    He  ia  meant  for  noble  of  the  Mom.— A 
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Nor  sent,  nor  came  he,  till  conjecture  grew 
Cold  in  the  many,  anxious  in  the  few. 
His  hall  scarce  echoes  with  his  wonted  name, 
His  portrait  darkens  in  its  fading  frame, 
Another  chief  consoled  his  destined  bride. 
The  young  forgot  him,  and  the  old  had  died ; 
**  Yet  dotn  he  live  1 "  exclaims  the  impatient  heir, 
And  sighs  for  sables  which  he  must  not  wear. 
A  hundred  scutcheons  deck  with  gloomy  grace 
The  Laras'  last  and  longest  dwelling-place ; 
But  one  is  absent  from  the  mouldenng  file. 
That  now  were  welcome  in  that  Gothic  pile. 

IV. 

He  comes  at  last  in  sudden  loneliness. 

And  whence  they  know  not,  why  they  need  notgneBs; 

They  more  might  marvel,  when  the  greeting  *s  o*er» 

Not  that  he  came,  but  came  not  long  before  : 

No  train  is  his  beyond  a  single  page. 

Of  foreign  aspect,  and  of  tender  age. 

Years  had  roU'd  on,  and  fast  they  sped  away 

To  those  that  wander  as  to  those  that  stay; 

But  lack  of  tidings  from  another  clime 

Had  lent  a  flagging  wing  to  weary  Time. 

They  see,  they  recognize,  yet  almost  deem 

The  present  dubious,  or  the  past  a  dream. 

He  lives,  nor  vet  is  past  his  manhood's  prime, 
ITiough  sear'a  by  toil,  and  something  touch'd  by  t™*  5 
His  faults,  whatever  they  were,  if  scarce  forgot) 
Might  be  untaught  him  by  his  ^Biied  lot ; 
Nor  good  nor  ill  of  late  were  known,  his  name 
Might  yet  uphold  his  patrimonial  fkme. 
His  soul  in  youth  was  naughty,  but  his  sins 
No  more  than  pleasure  from  tne  stripling  wins ; 
And  such,  if  not  yet  harden'd  in  their  course, 
Might  be  redeem  d,  nor  ask  a  long  remorse. 


And  they  indeed  Were  changed — ^'tis  quickly  seeii* 
Whate'er  he  be,  'twas  not  what  he  had  been : 
That  brow  in  furrow'd  lines  had  fix*d  at  last, 
And  spake  of  passions,  but  of  passion  past ; 
The  prido,  but  not  the  fire,  of  early  days. 
Coldness  of  mien,  and  carelessness  of  praise ; 
A  high  demeanour,  and  a  glance  that  took 
Their  thoughts  from  others  by  a  single  look ; 
And  that  sarcastic  levity  of  tongue, 
ITie  stinging  of  a  heart  the  world  hath  stung, 
That  darts  in  seeming  playfulness  around, 
And  makes  those  feel  that  will  not  own  the  wou:^^ 
All  these  seem'd  YiVs,  anA.  aoTcve^iJic^^TJvQt^  benea ' 
Than  glance  could  "woW  tg\c«X,  ot  «^c«u\.\yN«SQcL^^ 
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Ambition^  glory,  love,  the  common  aim 
That  some  can  conquer,  and  that  aU  would  olahn. 
Within  his  breast  appeared  no  more  to  strive. 
Yet  seem'd  as  lately  they  had  been  alive ; 
And  s6me  deep  feeung  it  were  vain  to  trace 
At  moments  lighten'd  o'et  his  livid  face. 

VL 

Not  much  he  loved  long  question  of  the  past. 
Nor  told  of  wondrous  wilds,  and  deserts  vast,* 
In  those  far  lands  where  he  had  wander'd  lone. 
And — as  himself  would  have  it  seem — ^unknown  * 
Tet  these  in  vain  his  eve  could  scarcely  scan. 
Nor  glean  experience  from  his  fellow-man  ; 
But  what  he  had  beheld  he  shunn'd  to  show. 
As  hardly  worth  a  stranger's  care  to  know ; 
If  stiU  more  prying  such  inq[uiry  grew. 
His  brow  fell  darker,  and  his  words  more  few. 

vn. 
Not  unrejoiced  to  see  him  once  again. 
Warm  was  his  welcome  to  the  haunts  of  men ; 
Bom  of  hi^h  linea^,  link'd  in  high  command, 
He  mingl^  with  the  magnates  of  his  land  ; 
Join'd  the  carousals  of  the  great  and  gay, 
And  saw  them  smile  or  sip^h  their  hours  away ; 
But  StiU  he  only  saw,  anadid  not  share 
The  common  pleasure  or  the  general  care ; 
He  did  not  follow  what  they  all  pursued. 
With  hope  still  baffled,  still  to  be  renew'd ; 
Nor  shadowy  honour,  nor  substantial  gain. 
Nor  beauty's  preference,  and  the  rival  s  pain  : 
Around  him  some  mjraterious  circle  thrown 
Bepell'd  approach,  and  show'd  him  still  alone ; 
Upon  his  eye  sate  something  of  reproof. 
That  kept  at  least  frivolity  suoof ; 
And  things  more  timid  that  beheld  him  near. 
In  silence  gased.  or  whisper'd  mutual  fear  ; 
And  they  the  wiser,  friendlier  few  confess'd 
They  deem'd  him  better  than  his  air  exprcsa'd. 

vm. 
Twas  strange— in  youth  all  action  and  all  life, 
Burning  for  pleasure,  not  averse  from  strife ; 
Woman — the  field — ^the  ocean — all  that  gave 
Promise  of  gladness,  peril  of  a  grave, 
In  turn  he  tried — ^he  ransack'd  all  below. 
And  found  his  recompense  in  joy  or  woo. 
No  tame,  trite  medium  ;  for  his  feelings  sought 
In  that  intenseness  an  escape  from  thought : 
The  tempest  of  his  heart  in  scorn  bad  gazed 
On  that  the  feebler  elements  hath  raised ; 

'  8n  OtlMllflw   Birnm  aflTeetsd  not  to  be  an  admirer  of  81>aluQ>eare,  but  he  often  naet 
A  Ui  Uwa  and  Us  plixaaeolosr. 
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Tlio  rapture  of  his  heart  had  look'd  on  high, 
And  nsk'd  if  greater  dwelt  beyond  the  sl^ : 
Chain'd  to  excess,  the  slave  of  each  extreme. 
How  woke  he  from  the  wildness  of  that  dream? 
Alas !  he  told  not — ^but  he  did  awake 
To  curse  the  withered  heart  that  would  not  break. 

IS. 

Books,  for  his  volume  heretofore  was  Man, 

With  eye  more  curious  he  appeared  to  scan. 

And  oft,  in  sudden  mood,  for  many  a  day 

From  all  communion  ho  would  start  away : 

And  then,  his  rarely-caird  attendants  said, 

Tlirough  night's  long  hours  would  sound  his  hurried  treao 

O'er  the  dark  gallery,  where  his  fathers  frown'd 

In  rudo  but  antique  portraiture  around. 

riioy  heard,  but  whispor'd — "  thai  must  not  bo  known- 

Tho  sound  of  words  less  eai-thly  than  his  own. 

Yes,  tliey  who  chose  might  smile,  but  some  had  seen 

They  scarce  know  what,  but  more  than  should  have  been 

^Vhy  gazed  he  so  upon  the  ghastly  head 

Which  hands  profane  had  gather'd  from  the  dead, 

That  still  beside  his  open*d  volume  lay. 

As  if  to  startle  all  save  him  away  ? 

Wliy  slept  he  not  when  others  were  at  rest  ? 

Why  heard  no  music,  and  received  no  guest  ? 

All  was  not  well,  they  deem'd — ^but  where  the  wrong? 

Some  knew,  perchance — ^but  'twere  a  tale  too  long ; 

And  such,  laesides,  were  too  discreetly  wise. 

To  more  than  hint  their  knowledge  in  surmise ; 

But  if  they  would — they  could  " — around  the  hoard, 

Thus  Lara's  vassals  prattled  of  their  lord. 

X. 

It  was  the  night — and  Lara's  glassy  c'^eam 

The  stars  are  studding,  each  with  unaged  beam ; 

So  calm,  the  waters  scarcely  seem  to  stray. 

And  yet  they  glide  like  happiness  away; 

Reflecting  far  and  fairy-like  from  high 

The  immortal  lights  tnat  live  along  the  sky  I 

Its  banks  are  fringed  with  many  a  goodly  tree, 

And  flowera  the  fairest  that  may  feast  the  bee; 

Such  in  her  chaplet  infant  Dian  wove. 

And  Innocence  would  oflFer  to  her  love.  ^ 

Those  deck  the  shore  ;  the  waves  their  channel  Bft**" 

In  windings  bright  and  mazy  like  the  snake. 

All  was  so  still,  so  soft  in  earth  and  air. 

You  scarce  would  start  to  meet  a  spirit  there ; 

Secure  that  nought  of  evil  could  delight 

To  walk  in  such  a  scene,  on  such  a  night  I 

It  was  a  moment  onl  v  for  the  good : 

So  Lara  deem'd,  nor  longer  there  he  stood. 

But  turn'd  in  sUenco  \o  ma  c^Wa-^tt, ; 

Such  scene  hia  8o\i\  no  tsiot©  co\3\^  <»TiJwiTK^^ffl^fc\ 


Such  scene  reminded  him  of  other  da3rs, 

Of  skies  more  cloudless,  moons  of  purer  blaze. 

Of  nights  more  soft  and  frequent,  hearts  that  now-* 

No— no— the  storm  may  beat  upon  his  brow, 

Unfialt — unsparing — ^but  a  night  like  this, 

A  night  of  beauty  mock'd  such  breast  as  his. 

ZI. 
He  tum'd  within  his  solitary  hall, 
And  his  high  shadow  shot  along  the  wall ; 
There  were  the  painted  forms  of  other  times, ' 
'Twas  all  they  left  of  virtues  or  of  crimes. 
Save  vague  tradition ;  and  the  gloomy  vaults 
That  hid  their  dust,  their  foibles,  and  their  faults ; 
And  half  a  column  of  the  pompous  page. 
That  speeds  thespecious  tale  from  age  to  age  ;         ^ 
Where  history's  pen  its  praise  or  blame  supplies. 
And  lies  like  truth,  and  still  more  truly  lies. 
He  wandering  mused,  and  as  the  moonbeam  shone 
Through  the  dim  lattice  o'er  the  floor  of  stone. 
And  the  high  fretted  roo^  and  saints,  that  thero 
Cer  Gothic  windows  knelt  in  pictured  prayer, 
Beflected  in  fantastic  figures  grew, 
lake  life,  but  not  like  mortal  life  to  view ; 
His  bristling  locks  of  sable,  brow  of  gloom. 
And  the  wide  waving  of  his  shaken  plume. 
Glanced  like  a  spectre's  attributes,  and  gave 
His  aspect  all  t^  terror  gives  the  grave. 

Twas  midnight— all  was  slumber ;  the  lone  light 
Dimm'd  in  the  lamp,  as  loth  to  break  the  night. 
Hark  !  there  be  murmurs  heard  in  Lara's  ha^ — 
A  sound — a  voice — a  shriek — a  fearful  call ! 
A.  long,  loud  shriek — and  silence — did  they  hear 
That  frantic  echo  burst  the  sleeping  ear  ? 
Thev  heard  and  rose,  and  tremulously  brave, 
Rush'd  where  the  sound  invoked  their  aid  to  save ; 
They  come  with  half-lit  tapers  in  their  hands, 
And  snatch'd  in  startled  haste  unbelted  brands. 

xm. 
Cold  as  the  marble  where  his  length  was  laid. 
Pale  as  the  beam  that  o'er  his  features  play'd, 
Was  Larastretch'd  ;  his  half-drawn  sabre  near, 
Dropp'd  it  should  seem  in  more  than  nature's  fear ; 
Tet  he  was  firm,  or  had  been  firm  till  now. 
And  still  defiance  knit  his  gather'd  brow  ; 
Though  miz'd  with  terror  senseless  as  he  lay. 
There  lived  upon  his  lip  the  wish  to  slay ; 
Some  half-fi>rm'd  threat  in  utterance  there  had  died^ 
Some  imprecation  of  despairing  pride ; 
His  eye  was  almost  seal'd,  but  not  forsook, 
Et«o  in  its  trance  the  gladiator's  look. 
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That  ofb  awake  his  aspeot  oonld  diioIoBe, 

And  now  was  fiz'd  in  horrible  repoM. 

Thoy  raise  him,  bear  him :— huan !  he  breaiibes,  U  Hf^. 

The  swarthy  blush  recoloun  in  his  cheeks. 

His  lip  resumes  its  red,  his  eye,  though  diiUf 

Rolls  wide  and  wild,  each  slowly  quivering  linib 

Recalls  its  function,  but  his  words  are  strung 

In  terms  that  seem  not  of  his  native  tongue ; 

Distinct  but  strange,  enough  they  undenrtand 

To  deem  them  accents  of  another  land  ; 

And  such  they  were,  and  meant  to  meet  an  ear 

That  hears  mm  not—alas  1  that  cannot  hear ! 

XIV. 
His  page  approach'd,  and  he  alone  appeared 
Tq  Imow  the  import  of  the  words  they  heard ; 
Aiid  by  the  changes  of  his  cheek  and  brow 
They  were  not  such  as  Lara  should  avow, 
N^or  he  interpret ;  yet  with  less  surprise 
Than  those  aroimd  their  chieftain's  state  he  ey« ; 
But  Lara's  prostrate  form  he  bent  beside. 
And  in  that  tongue  which  seena'd  his  own  replisd, 
And  Lara  heeds  those  toACs  tiiat  gently  seem 
To  soothe  away  the  horrors  of  bis  dream ; 
If  dream  it  were,  that  thus  could  overthrow 
A  breast  that  needed  not  ideal  woe. 


Whate'er  his  frenzy  dream'd  or  eye  beheld. 
If  yet  remember'd  ne'er  to  be  reveal' d, 
Bests  at  his  heart :  the  custom'd  morning  oams^ 
And  breathed  new  vigour  in  his  shaking  mune ; 
And  solace  sought  he  none  from  priest  nor  leeofa, 
And  soon  the  same  in  movement  and  in  speedi 
As  heretofore  he  fill'd  the  passing  hours, 
Nor  loss  he  smiles,  nor  more  his  forehead  lours 
Than  these  were  wont ;  and  if  the  coming  night 
Appear'd  less  welcome  now  to  Lara's  mgnt. 
He  to  his  mai*velling  vassals  shoVd  it  not> 
Whose  shuddering  proved  their  fear  wsfl  less  foigo*» 
In  trembling  pairs  (alone  they  dared  not)  crawl 
The  astonish'd  slaves,  and  shun  the  fated  hall; 
The  waving  banner,  and  the  clapping  door, 
The  rustlinpf  tapestry,  and  the  echoing  floor ; 
The  long  dim  shadows  of  surrounding  trees. 
The  flapping  bat,  the  night-song  of  the  breefo; 
Aught  they  behold  or  hear  their  thought  ajqjiaJi 
As  evening  saddens  o'er  the  dark  gray  walls. 

XVI. 
Vain  thought !  that  hour  of  ne'er  unravell'd  gtoo» 
Came  not  again,  or  Lara  could  assume 
A  seeming  ol  iorgetMueaa  thaA.  made  ^ 
His  vassaYa  more  axna?^^  uox  \eaa  %S£«A:— 
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Had  memoiy  Tanish'd  then  with  sense  restored  ? 
Since  word,  nor  look,  nor  gesture  of  their  lord 
Betray'd  a  feeling  that  recall'd  to  these 
That  fevered  moment  of  his  mind's  disease. 
Waa  it  a  dream  f  was  his  the  voice  that  spoke 
Those  strange  mold  accents ;  his  the  cry  that  broke 
Their  slumber  f  his  the  oppress'd  o'er-fabour'd  heart- 
That  ceased  to  beat,  the  look  that  made  them  start  f 
Could  he  who  thus  had  suffered,  so  forget 
When  such  as  saw  that  suffering  shudder  yet  ? 
Or  did  that  silence  prove  his  memory  fiz'd 
Too  deep  fi>r  words,  indelible^  unmiz'd 
In  that  corroding  secrecy  which  gnaws 
The  heart  to  show  the  enect,  but  not  the  cause  ? 
Not  so  in  him ;  his  breast  had  buried  both, 
Nor  common  gasers  could  discern  the  growth 
Of  thoughts  that  mortal  lips  must  leave  half  told ; 
Thegr  choke  the  foeble  words  that  would  unfold. 

xvn, 
(n  him  inejmlicably  miz'd  appeared 
Much  to  be  loved  and  hated,  sought  and  feared ; 
Opinion  varying  o'er  his  hidden  lot. 
In  praise  or  ndnng  ne'er  his  name  foigot ; 
His  silence  fi>rm'd  a  theme  for  others'  prate — 
They  guess'd-^they  gazed— they  fain  would  know  his  fate. 
What  nad  he  been?  what  was  be,  thus  unknown. 
Who  walk'd  their  worhL  his  lineage  only  known  ? 
A  hater  of  his  kind  I  yet  some  would  sav. 
With  them  he  could  seem  gay  amidst  the  gay; 
But  own'd  that  smile  if  oft  observed  and  near. 
Waned  in  its  mirth  and  wither'd  to  a  sneer  ; 
That  smile  miffht  reach  his  lip,  but  pass'd  not  by, 
None  e'er  coula  trace  its  laughter  to  his  eye  : 
Tet  there  was  softness  too  in  his  regard, 
At  times,  a  heart  as  not  by  nature  hard ; 
But  once  perceived,  his  spirit  seem'd  to  chide 
Such  weakness,  as  unworthy  of  its  pride. 
And  steel'd  itself,  as  scorning  to  redeem 
One  doubt  from  others'  half-withheld  esteem ; 
In  self-inflicted  penance  of  a  breast 
Which  tenderness  might  once  have  wrung  from  rest ; 
In  vigilance  of  grief  tibat  would  compel 
The  soul  to  hate  for  having  loved  too  well. 

xvni. 
There  was  in  him  a  vitalscom  of  all : 
As  if  the  worst  had  fall'n  which  could  befall. 
He  stood  a  stranger  in  this  breaUiing  world. 
An  erring  spirit  from  another  hurl'd ; 
A  thinff  of  dark  imaginings,  that  shaped 
By  ohcnoe  the  perils  he  by  chance  escaped ; 
But  'scaped  in  vain,  fi>r  in  their  memory  yet 
His  mind  would  half  exult  and  half  regret ; 
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Witli  more  capacity  for  love  than  earth 
Bestows  on  most  of  mortal  mould  and  birth, 
His  early  dreams  of  good  outstripp'd  the  truthi 
And  troubled  manh^>d  follow*d  baffled  youth ; 
With  thought  of  years  in  phantom  chase  misspent. 
And  wasted  powera  for  better  purpose  lent ; 
And  fiery  passions  that  had  pour'd  their  wrath 
In  hiuTied  desolation  o'er  his  path. 
And  loft  the  better  feelings  all  at  strife 
In  wild  reflection  o'er  his  stormy  life ; 
But  haug^hty  still,  and  loth  himself  to  blame, 
He  caird  on  Nature's  self  to  share  the  shame, 
And  charged  all  faults  upon  the  fleshly  form 
She  gave  to  clog  the  soul,  and  feast  the  worm ; 
Till  he  at  last  confounded  good  and  ill. 
And  half  mistook  for  fate  the  acts  of  will : 
Too  high  for  common  selfishness,  he  could 
At  times  resign  his  own  for  others'  good, 
But  not  in  pity,  not  because  he  ought. 
But  in  some  strange  perversity  of  thought. 
That  sway'd  him  onward  with  a  secret  pride 
To  do  what  few  or  none  would  do  beside ; 
And  this  same  impulse  would  in  tempting  time 
Mislead  his  spirit  equally  to  crime  ; 
80  much  he  soar'd  beyond  or  simk  beneath 
The  men  with  whom  he  felt  condemn'd  to  breathe,- 
And  loug'd  by  good  or  ill  to  separate 
Himself  from  all  who  shared  his  mortal  state ; 
His  mind  abhornng  this,  had  fix'd  her  throne 
Far  from  the  world,  in  regions  of  her  own ; 
Thus  coldly  passing  all  that  pass'd  below. 
His  blood  in  temperate  seeming  now  would  flow : 
Ah  !  happier  if  it  ne'er  with  guilt  had  glow*d. 
But  ever  in  that  icy  smoothness  flow'd  ! 
*Tis  true,  with  other  men  their  path  he  walk'd, 
And  lil^e  the  rest  in  seeming  did  and  talk'd, 
Nor  outraged  Reason's  rules  by  flaw  nor  start,— 
His  madness  was  not  of  the  head,  but  heart) 
And  rarely  wander'd  in  his  speech,  or  drew 
His  thoughts  so  forth  as  to  onend  the  view. 

XIZ. 
With  all  that  chilling  mystery  of  mien. 
And  seeming  gladness  to  remain  unseen  ; 
He  had  (if  'twere  not  nature's  boon)  an  art 
Of  fixing  memory  on  another's  heart : 
It  was  not  love,  perchance — ^nor  hate — ^nor  augW 
That  words  can  image  to  express  the  thought  j 
But  they  who  saw  him,  did  not  see  in  vain. 
And  once  beheld,  would  ask  of  him  again  : 
And  those  to  whom  he  spake  remembered  wellf 
And  on  the  words,  however  light,  would  dwell: 
None  knew  nor  hovr,  noT  -why,  but  he  entwinoa 
Himself  perforce  atound.  \^i^  "^cuTc^f  ^xccoAx 


There  he  was  stamp'd,  hi  liking,  or  in  hato^ 
If  greeted  onoe ;  however  brief  the  data 
That  friendship,  pity,  or  aversion  knew, 
Still  there  withm  the  inmost  thought  ho  fprew, 
Tou  oould  not  penetrate  his  soul,  but  found. 
Despite  your  wonder,  to  your  own  he  wound ; 
His  presence  haunted  still ;  and  from  tho  broait 
He  roroed  an  all-nn willing  interest ; 
Vain  was  the  struggle  in  that  mental  net. 
His  spirit  seem'd  to  dare  you  to  forget  1 


There  is  a  festival,  where  knights  and  dames. 
And  aught  that  wealth  or  lofty  lineage  claims. 
Appeal^— a  high-bom  and  a  welcome  gaest 
To  Otho's  haU  came  Lara  with  the  rest. 
The  long  carousal  shakes  the  illumined  hall. 
Well  speeds  alike  the  banquet  and  the  ball ; 
And  the  gay  dance  of  bounding  Beauty's  train 
links  grace  and  harmony  in  happiest  chain : 
Blest  are  the  early^  hearts  and  gentle  hands 
That  mingle  therein  well-according  bands  ; 
It  is  a  sight  the  careful  brow  might  smoothe. 
And  make  Age  smile,  and  dream  itself  to  youtb. 
And  Youth  ferget  such  hour  was  pass'd  on  earth. 
So  springs  the  exulting  bosom  to  that  mirth  1 


And  Lara  gased  on  these  sedately  glad. 

His  brow  belied  him,  if  his  soul  was  sad. 

And  his  glance  followed  &st  each  fluttering  fair. 

Whose  steps  of  lightness  woke  no  echo  there  : 

He  lean'd  against  the  lofty  pillar  nigh 

With  folded  arms  and  long  attentive  eye, 

Nor  mark'd  a  glimce  so  sternly  fix*d  on  his, — 

111  brook'd  high  Lara  scrutiny  like  this  : 

A.t  length  he  caught  it,  'tis  a  fiice  unknown. 

But  seems  as  searching  his,  and  his  alone  ; 

P^ing  and  dark,  a  stranger's  by  his  mien. 

Who  still  till  now  had  gazed  on  him  unseen  ! 

At  length  encountering  meets  the  mutual  gazo 

Of  keen  inquiry  and  of  mute  amaze  ; 

On  Lara's  glance  emotion  gathering  grew. 

As  if  distrusting  that  the  stranger  threw  ; 

Along  the  stranger's  aspect  fix'd  and  steiii, 

Flash'd  more  t^m  thence  the  vulgar  eye  could  learn. 

xxn. 

"  'Tis  he !"  the  stranger  cried,  and  those  that  heard 
Be-edioed  foLBt  and  &^  the  whispered  word. 
"*TiB  he  !"— -'"Tis  who  ?**  they  question  far  and  near, 
TiU  louder  accents  rung  on  Lara's  ear ; 
T 
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So  widely  spread,  few  bosoms  well  could  brook 

The  general  mangel,  or  that  single  look  ; 

But  Lara  stirr'd  not,  changed  not ;  the  surprise 

That  sprung  at  first  to  his  arrested  eyes, 

Sccm'd  now  subsided,  neither  sunk  nor  raised 

Glanced  his  eye  round,  though  still  the  stranger  gazca, 

And  drawing  nigh  exclaim'd  with  haughty  sneer, 

**  'Tis  he !.— how  came  he  thence? — what  doth  he  hew!" 

xxin. 

It  were  too  much  for  Lai*a  to  pass  by 

Such  question,  so  repeated  fierce  and  high ; 

With  look  collected,  but  with  accent  cold. 

More  mildly  firm  than  petulantly  bold. 

He  tum'd  and  met  the  mquisitorial  tone — 

"My  name  is  Lara ! — ^when  thine  own  is  known, 

Doubt  not  my  fitting  answer  to  requite 

The  unlook'd-for  courtesy  of  such  a  knight. 

'Tis  Lara  ! — further  would  st  thou  mark  or  ask  t 

I  shun  no  question,  and  I  wear  no  mask." 

"  Thou  shunn'st  no  question  1  Ponder — ^is  there  none 

Thy  heart  must  answer,  though  thine  oar  would  shun? 

And  decm'st  thou  me  unknown  too  ?    Gaze  again ! 

At  least  thy  mcmoiy  was  not  given  in  vain. 

Oh  !  never  canst  thou  cancel  iSdf  her  debt. 

Eternity  forbids  thee  to  forget." 

With  slow  and  searching  glance  upon  his  face 

Grew  Lara's  eyes,  but  nothing  there  could  trace 

They  knew,  or  chose  to  know — ^with  dubious  look 

He  deign'd  no  answer,  but  his  head  he  shook. 

And  half  contemptuous  turn'd  to  pass  away  ; 

But  the  stem  sti-angor  motion'd  him  to  stay. 

"  A  word !  I  charge  thee  stay,  and  answer  hero 

To  one,  who,  wert  thou  noble,  were  thy  peer  ; 

But  as  thou  wast  and  art — nay,  frown  not,  lord. 

If  false,  'tis  easy  to  disprove  the  word — 

But  as  thou  wast  and  art,  on  thee  looks  down. 

Distrusts  thy  smiles,  but  shakes  not  at  thy  frown. 

Art  thou  not  he  ?  whose  deeds " 

'•Whato'orlbe, 
Words  wild  as  these,  accusers  like  to  thoe, 
I  list  no  further  ;  those  with  whom  they  weigh 
May  hoar  the  rest,  nor  venture  to  gainsay 
The  wondrous  tale  no  doubt  thy  tongue  can  tell> 
Which  thus  begins  so  courteously  and  well. 
Let  Otho  cherish  here  his  polish  d  guest. 
To  him  my  thanks  and  thoughts  shall  be  express'd," 
And  here  their  wondering  host  hath  interposed— « 
•*  Whate'er  there  be  between  you  undisclosed, 
This  is  no  time  nor  fitting  plaice  to  mar 
The  mirthful  meeting  with  a  wordy  war. 
If  tiiou.  Sir  Ezzelin,  hast  aught  to  show 
Whioih  it  befits  Coimt  Lara's  ear  to  know, 


LARA. 

To-morTOW,  here,  or  elsewhere,  as  may  best 

Beeeem  yovar  mutual  mdgmeni^  speak  the  rest ; 

I  pledipe  myself  ibr  thee,  as  not  unknown, 

Tnou^,  like  Count  Lara,  now  retum'd  alone 

From  other  lands^  almost  a  stranger  g^wn ; 

And  if  from  Lara's  blood  and  gentle  birth 

I  augur  right  of  courage  and  of  worth. 

Ho  will  not  that  untainted  line  belie, 

Kor  aught  that  knighthood  may  accord,  deny.'^ 

"To-morrow  be  it»    Ezzelin  replied, 

"  And  here  our  sereral  worth  and  truth  be  tried ; 

Ijgage  my  lifs,  my  fidchion  to  attest 

My  words,  so  may  I  mingle  with  the  blest  1 " 

What  answers  Lura  ?  to  its  centre  shrunk 

His  soul,  in  deep  abstraction  sudden  sunk ; 

The  words  of  many,  and  the  eyes  of  all 

That,  there  were  gather'd,  seem'd  on  him  to  fall ; 

But  his  were  sflent,  his  appear'd  to  stray 

In  tar  IbigetftilneBS  away^— away — 

Alasl  that  heedlessness  of  all  around 

Beq»oke  remembrance  only  too  profound. 

XXIV. 
•*  To-morrow  1— ay,  to-morrow ! "  further  word 
Than,  those  repeated  none  from  Lara  heard ; 
Upon  Ids  brow  no  outward  passion  spoke. 
From  his  laige  eye  no  flashmg  anger  broke ; 
Tet  there  was  something  fix'd  in  that  low  tone 
Which  show'd  resolve,  ctotermined,  though  unknown. 
He  seicod  his  cloak— his  head  he  slightly  boVd, 
And  passing  Exselin,  he  left  the  crowd ; 
And,  as  he  pass'd  him,  smiling  met  the  frown 
With  which  that  chieftain's  brow  would  bear  him  down 
It  was  nor  smile  of  mirth,  nor  struggling  pride 
That  curbs  to  scorn  the  wrath  it  cannot  hide  ; 
But  that  of  one  in  his  own  heart  secure 
Of  all  that  he  would  do,  or  could  endure. 
Could  this  mean  peace  f  the  calmness  of  the  good  ? 
Or  guilt  grown  old  in  desperate  hardihood  ? 
Alas  I  too  like  in  confidence  are  each 
For  man  to  trust  to  mortal  look  or  speech  ; 
From  deeds,  and  deeds  alone,  may  be  discern 
Truths  whidi  it  wrings  the  unpractised  heart  to  loam. 
XXV. 

And  Lara  oall'd  lus  page,  and  went  his  way — 
Well  could  that  stripling  word  or  sign  obey : 
His  only  follower  from  those  climes  a&r 
Where  the  soul  glows  beneath  a  brighter  star ; 
For  Lara  left  the  shore  from  whence  he  sprung. 
In  duty  patient,  and  sedate  though  young ; 
Cfilent  as  him  he  served^  his  £Ette  appears 
Above  his  station,  and  beyond  his  years. 
Thouflh  not  unknown  the  tongue  of  Lara's  land. 
In  such  fnm  him  he  rarely  heard  command ; 
T  2 
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But  fleet  his  Btep,  and  clear  Iiis  tones  would  oome^ 
When  Lara's  lip  breathed  forth  the  words  of  homo ; 
Those  accents,  as  his  native  mountains  dear^ 
Awake  their  absent  echoes  in  his  ear. 
Friends',  kindred's,  parents',  wonted  voice  recall. 
Now  lost,  abjured,  for  one — his  friend,  his  all : 
For  him  earth  now  disclosed  no  other  guide ; 
What  marvel  then  he  rarely  left  his  side  ? 

XXVI. 

Light  was  his  form,  and  darkly  delicate 

That  brow  whereon  his  native  sun  had  sate. 

But  had  not  marr'd,  though  in  his  beams  he  grew. 

The  check  where  oft  the  unbidden  blush  shone  throng- ' 

Yet  not  such  blush  as  mounts  when  health  would  sho^i 

All  the  heart's  hue  in  that  delighted  glow ; 

But  'twas  a  hectic  tint  of  secret  care 

That  for  a  burning  moment  fever'd  there  ; 

And  the  wild  sparkle  of  his  eye  seem'd  caught 

From  high,  ana  lighten'd  witli  electric  thought. 

Though  its  black  orb  those  long  low  lashes  fringe^ 

Had  temper'd  with  a  melancholy  tinge  ; 

Yet  less  of  sorrow  than  of  pride  was  there. 

Or,  if  'twere  grief,  a  grief  that  none  should  share : 

And  please  not  him  the  sports  that  please  his  age. 

The  tricks  of  youth,  the  frolics  of  the  pago ; 

For  hoiu-s  on  Lara  ho  would  fix  his  glauco. 

As  all-forgotten  in  that  watchful  trance  ; 

And  from  his  chief  ^^'ithdrawn,  he  wander'd  lono^ 

Brief  wore  his  answei-s,  and  his  questions  none ; 

liis  walk  the  wood,  his  spoi*t  some  foreign  book  ; 

His  resting-place  the  bank  that  curbs  the  brook : 

He  seem'd,  like  him  he  served,  to  live  ax>art 

From  all  that  lures  the  eye,  and  fills  the  heart ; 

To  know  no  brotherhood,  and  take  from  earth 

No  gift  beyond  that  bitter  boon — our  birth. 

xxvn. 
If  aught  he  loved,  'twas  Lara  ;  but  was  shown 
His  faith  in  reverence  and  in  deeds  alone ; 
In  mute  attention  ;  and  his  care,  which  guess'd 
Each  wish,  fulfill'd  it  ere  the  tongue  express'd. 
Still  there  was  haughtiness  in  all  he  did, 
A  spirit  deep  that  brook'd  not  to  be  cliid  ; 
His  zeal,  though  more  than  that  of  servile  hand*,       ,^ 
In  act  alone  obeys,  his  air  commands ; 
As  if  'twas  Lara's  less  than  his  desire 
That  thus  he  served,  but  surely  not  for  hire. 
Slight  were  the  tasks  enjoin'd  him  by  his  lord,' 
To  hold  tlie  stirrup,  or  to  bear  the  sword  ; 
To  tune  his  hito,  or,  if  he  will'd  it  more. 
On  tomes  of  other  times  and  tongues  to  pore ; 
But  ne'er  to  mmgVe  mWi  \>\%  Tcv«Kva\  train, 
To  wlipm  he  shoVd  not  ^<aiere?ckft^  -CkOt  ^^ve&s^v 
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Bafc  that  well-wom  reserve  which  proved  he  knew 

No  sympathy  with  that  fiuniliar  crew : 

His  som,  whate'er  his  station  or  his  stem, 

Conld  bow  to  Lara,  not  descend  to  them. 

Of  higher  birth  he  seem'd,  and  better  days. 

Nor  mark  of  vulgar  toil  that  hand  betrays. 

So  femininely  wmte  it  mi^ht  bespeak 

Another  sex,  when  matolrd  with  that  smooth  cheek, 

But  for  his  garb,  and  something  in  his  gaze, 

More  wild  and  high  than  woman's  eye  betrays ; 

A  latent  fierceness  that  fer  more  became 

His  fiery  dimate  than  his  tender  frame : 

True,  in  his  words  it  broke  not  from  his  breast. 

But  from  his  aspect  might  bo  more  than  gues9*d. 

Kaled  his  name,  though  rumour  said  he  ^re 

.Another  ere  he  left  his  mountain  shore ; 

For  sometimes  he  would  hear,  however  nigh. 

That  name  repeated  loud  without  reply. 

As  unfamiliar,  or,  if  roused  again. 

Start  to  the  sound,  as  but  remember*d  then ; 

Unless  'twas  Lara's  wonted  voice  that  spako, 

For  then,  ear,  eyes,  and  heart  would  all  awake. 


He  had  look'd  down  upon  the  festive  hall. 

And  mark'd  that  sudden  strife  so  mark'd  of  all ; 

And  when  the  crowd  around  and  near  him  told 

Their  wonder  at  the  calmness  of  the  bold. 

Their  marvel  how  the  high-bom  Lara  boro 

Such  insult  from  a  stranger,  doubly  sore. 

The  colour  of  young  Kaled  went  and  camo. 

The  lip  of  ashes,  and  the  etieek  of  flamo ; 

And  o  er  his  brow  the  dampening  heart-drops  throw 

The  sickening  iciness  of  that  cold  dew 

That  rises  as  the  busy  bosom  sinks 

With  hoavy  thoughts  from  which  reflection  shrinks. 

Yes — ^there  be  things  which  we  must  dream  and  dare 

And  execute  ere  thought  be  half  aware : 

Whate'er  might  Ealed's  be,  it  was  enow 

To  seal  his  lip,  but  agonize  his  brow. 

He  gazed  on  jSzzelin  till  Lara  cast 

That  sidelong  smile  upon  the  knight  he  pass'd ; 

When  Kaleasaw  that  smile,  his  visago  fell. 

As  if  on  something  recognized  n^ht  well : 

His  memory  read,  m  such  a  meaning  more 

Than  Lara's  aspect  unto  others  wore. 

Forward  he  sprung — a  moment,  both  were  gono, 

And  all  within  that  hall  seem'd  loft  alone  ; 

Each  had  so  fix'd  his  eye  on  Lara's  mien. 

All  had  so  mix'd  their  feelings  with  that  socno. 

That  when  his  long  dark  shadow  through  the  porch 

No  more  relieves  the  glare  of  yon  high  torch, 

Each  pulse  beats  quicker,  and  all  bosoms  seem 

To  bound  as  doubting  from  too  black  a  dream, 
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Booh  as  we  know  is  &]86^  yet  dread  in  aootli» 
Because  the  worst  is  ever  nearest  truth. 
And  they  are  ffone— but  Ezaelin  is  thero^ 
With  thoughtml  visage  and  imperious  air ; 
But  long  remain'd  not :  ere  an  nour  expired. 
He  waved  his  hand  to  Otho,  and  xetireoL 

The  crowd  are  gone^  the  revellera  at  rest ; 
The  courteous  host,  and  all-approving  gqiest* 
A|»in  to  that  aooustom'd  coucm  must  arera 
Where  joy  subsides,  and  sorrow  si^hs  to  wmpt 
And  man,  overlaboured  with  his  bemg^s  stri^ 
Shrinks  to  that  sweet  forgetfulness  <n  U& : 
There  lie  love's  feverish  hope,  and  cunning's  V^}% 
Hate's  working  brain,  and  lull'd  ambition^  inU ; 
O'er  each  vain  eye  oblivion's  pinions  wave^ 
And  quench'd  existence  crouches  in  a  gravB. 
What  better  name  may  slumber's  bed  beocme  I 
Night's  sepulchre,  the  universal  home^ 
Where  weakness,  strength,  vio^  virtue^  rank  wpiai 
Alike  in  naked  helplessness  rediine ; 
Glad  for  awhile  to  neave  unconscious  breath, 
Tet  wake  to  wrestle  with  the  dread  of  death. 
And  shun,  thoufi^h  day  but  dawn  on  ills  inoroMod, 
That  sleep,  the  loveliest,  since  it  dreams  ths  least 
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Night  wanes— the  vapours  round  the  mountsins  cm 
Melt  into  mom,  and  ta^t  awakes  the  worid. 
Man  has  another  day  to  swell  the  past. 
And  lead  him  near  to  little,  but  his  last ; 
But  mighty  Nature  bounds  as  from  her  birtli. 
The  sun  is  in  the  heavens,  and  life  on  earth ; 
Flowers  in  the  valley,  splendour  in  the  beam. 
Health  on  the  gale,  and  fresbuess  in  the  streaa. 
Immortal  man  I  behold  her  glories  shin^ 
4jid  cry,  exulting  inly,  "  They  are  thine  t " 
>aze  on,  while  yet  thy  gladden'd  eye  mi^  am, 
L  morrow  comes  when  they  are  not  for  thee ; 
Lnd  grieve  what  may  above  thy  senseless  bkr, 
"for  earth  nor  sky  will  yield  a  sinsle  tear : 
^or  cloud  shall  gather  more,  norieaf  shaU  fiJL 
Nor  gale  breathe  forth  one  sigh  for  thee,  for  sU  ^ 
Bat  creeping  things  shall  revel  in  their  tpaiSi, 
And  fit  tny  clay  to  fertilize  the  solL 

n. 

Tis  mom— -*i\B  iiooTi--eksaea^ci^ndL.VGL>3BAban^ 
The  gathei^d.  okde&ssnB  oomft  \a  Q^^^sf  %  «fi^\ 


LARA.  W 

Tis  now  the  promised  hour,  that  must  proclaim 
The  life  or  death  of  Lara's  future  fame ; 
IVhen  Eueliii  his  ohazige  may  here  unfold. 
And  whatsoe'er  the  tale,  it  mmst  be  told. 
His  faith  was  pledged,  and  Lara's  promise  givon| 
To  meet  it  in  the  eve  of  man  and  Heaven. 
Why  comes  he  not  I    Such  truths  to  be  divulgod. 
If  ethinks  the  aoouser's  rest  is  long  indulged. 

I^.    • 
The  hour  is  past,  and  Lara  too  is  there. 
With  self-oonfidmg,  coldly  patient  air ; 
Why  comes  not  Eszelin  f    The  hour  is  past;^ 
And  murmurs  rise,  and  Otho's  brow 's  o'ercast* 
"  I  know  my  friend  1  his  faith  I  cannot  fear, 
If  yet  he  be  on  earth,  expect  him  here ; 
The  roof  that  held  him  in  the  vallev  stands. 
Between  my  own  and  noble  Lara's  lands ; 
My  halls  from  such  a  ^^uest  had  honour  gain'J^ 
Nor  had  Sir  Ezzelin  his  host  disdain'd. 
But  that  some  previous  proof  forbade  his  stay. 
And  urged  him  to  prepare  a^nst  to-day ; 
Tlio  word  I  pledged  for  bis  I  pledge  bobIii, 
Or  will  myself  redeem  his  knighthood's  stain." 

Ho  ceased — and  Lara  answer'd,  "I  am  here 

To  lond  at  thy  demand  a  listening  ear, 

To  tales  of  evil  from  a  stranger's  tongue, 

Whose  words  already  might  my  heart  have  wru:ig> 

But  that  I  deem'd  him  scarcely  less  than  mad^ 

Or,  at  the  worst,  a  foe  ignobly  bad. 

I  know  him  not ;  but  me  it  seems  be  knew 

In  lands  where — ^but  I  must  not  trifle  too  : 

Produce  this  babbler — or  redeem  the  pledge  ; 

Here  in  thy  hold,  and  with  thy  fetlchion's  edge." 

Proud  Otho  on  the  instant,  reddening,  threw 
His  glove  on  earth,  and  forth  his  sabre  flew. 
"  The  last  alternative  befits  me  best. 
And  thus  I  answer  for  mine  absent  guest." 

With  cheek  unchanging  from  its  sallow  gloom, 
However  near  his  own  or  other's  tomb ; 
With  hand,  whose  almost  careless  coolness  spoke 
Its  grasp  well  used  to  deal  the  sabre-stroke  ; 
With  eye,  though  calm,  deteimined  not  to  spare, 
Did  Lara  too  his  willing  weapon  bare. 
In  vain  the  circling  chieftains  round  them  closed, 
For  Otho*s  frenzy  would  not  be  opposed  ; 
And  from  his  lip  those  words  of  insult  fell — 
His  sword  is  good  who  can  maintain  them  well. 

IV. 
Short  wa3  the  conQict ;  furious,  blindly  ras^, 
Vain  Otbo  gave  bis  bomm  to  the  gash  : 
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He  bled,  and  fell ;  but  not  with  deadly  wound, 

Btretch'd  by  a  deztrous  sleight  along  the  ground. 

"Demand  thy  life!"    He  answer'd  not :  and  thai 

From  that  red  floor  he  ne'er  had  risen  again^ 

For  Lara's  brow  upon  the  moment  grew 

Almost  to  blackness  in  its  demon  hue ; 

And  fiercer  shook  his  ansry  felchion  now 

Than  when  his  foe's  was  levell'd  at  his  brow  ; 

Then  all  was  stem  coUectedness  and  art, 

Now  rose  the  unleaven'd  hatred  of  his  heart ; 

80  little  sparing  to  the  foe  he  fell'd. 

That  when  the  approaching  crowd  his  arm  withheld 

He  almost  tum'a  the  thirsty  pjoint  on  those 

Who  thus  for  mercy  dared  to  interpose ; 

But  to  a  moment's  thought  that  purpose  bent ; 

Tet  look'd  he  on  him  still  with  eye  inteni^ 

As  if  he  loathed  the  ineffectual  smfe 

That  left  a  foe,  howe'er  o'erthrown,  with  life  ; 

As  if  to  search  how  far  the  wound  he  gave 

Had  sent  its  victim  onw^Etrd  to  his  gjave. 

V. 

They  raised  the  bleeding  Otho,  and  the  Leech 
Forbade  all  present  (question,  sign,  and  speech ; 
The  others  met  within  a  neighboimng  hall. 
And  he,  incensed  and  heedless  of  them  all. 
The  cause  and  conqueror  in  this  sudden  fhiy. 
In  haughty  silence  slowly  strode  away  ; 
He  back'd  his  steed,  his  homeward  path  ho  tool^ 
Nor  cast  on  Otho's  towers  a  single  look. . 

VI. 

But  where  was  he?  that  meteor  of  a  night, 
Who  menaced  but  to  disappear  with  light. 
Where  was  this  Ezzelin  ?  who  came  and  went 
To  leave  no  other  trace  of  his  intent. 
He  left  the  dome  of  Otho  long  ere  mom. 
In  darkness,  yet  so  well  the  patii  was  worn 
He  could  not  miss  it :  near  his  dwelling  lay ; 
But  there  he  was  not,  and  with  coming  day 
Came  fast  inquiry,  which  unfolded  nought 
Except  the  absence  of  the  chief  it  sought. 
A  chamber  tenantless,  a  steed  at  rest. 
His  host  alarm'd,  his  murmuring  squires  distresc'd  '^ 
Their  search  extends  along,  aroimd  the  path. 
In  dread  to  meet  the  marks  of  prowlers'  wrath : 
But  none  are  there,  and  not  a  brake  hath  borne 
Nor  gout  of  blood,  nor  shred  of  mantle  torn ; 
Nor  rail  nor  struggle  hath  defaced  the  grass. 
Which  still  retains  a  mark  where  murder  was ; 
Nor  dabbling  fingers  left  to  tell  the  tale. 
The  bitter  print  of  each  convulsive  nail. 
When  agonized  Yiands  \.\io.V.  oeoaA  \a  ^qax^. 
Wound  In  that  pang  Xlhe  amooOoxiQnA  oi  ^i^cA  vnviV 


ticli  Imd  h^en,  if  hsro  a  lifo  was  rofl;, 
^se  wero  not ;  and  donTitiDg  hopo  is  lalt ; 

uly  miittDiTfl  o'or  hia  bJacken*d  ftime  ; 
ndden  aikut  wben  Ma  form  (i|>p£?ftrVl, 
t1]6  al^Htince  of  the  thing  it  fsar'd  ; 
it^  wonted  wondorlng-  to  renew, 
fo  ooujacture  with  a  dartor  huo.  . 

TIL 
ott  ■10IM&  tad  Otiio^  wmm^  are  iMoTd. 
fe|iitp»M;  aadliftlaiioiboroefnieeara: 
iftMHft  of  poirar,  and  lAza's  fccL 
i«iA  of  an  wliOJNMis^t  to  work  lion  wo6^ 
oaa  Ui  ooQiifenr'a  nmoe  now  dflinaiiflb 
ifc  «f  SwHa  a*  lAza'a  hands, 
lii  iliaa  hunk  eould  ]ia¥e  oanse  to  fear 
Maaeal  wlio  bad  made  him  diaaiipear, 
dM  aaa, on  whom  hk  mflDaoed  charge 
lie  too  deeply  were  he  left  at  large? 
Qiral  ranMNir  tgnoiantly  kmdy 
fBtaiy  deareafc  to  the  ooiioos  orowd ; 
maSog  frjendhwenooa  of  him  who  strove 
t  ao  eopfldwnee,  and  wake  no  love ; 
'eepinte  fieroenees  which  his  soul  befcray'd, 
in  wiw  which  he  wielded  his  keen  blade ; 

had  his  arm  unwarlike  caught  that  art  ? 

had  that  fierceness  grown  upon  his  heart  T 
was  not  the  blind  capricious  rage 
1  can  Undle  and  a  word  assuage ; 
e  deep  working  of  a  soul  unmix'd 
lUfi^t  of  pity  where  its  wrath  had  fix'd ; 
B  k>ng  ^wer  and  overgoiged  success 
itrates  mto  all  that's  merciless : 

Imk'd  with  that  desire  which  ever  sways 
id,  the  rather  to  condemn  than  praise, 
i  Lara  gathering  raised  at  length  a  storm, 
B  hunself  might  fear,  and  foes  would  foim, 
)  must  answer  for  the  absent  head 
that  haunts  him  still,  alive  or  dead. 

vin. 

I  that  land  was  many  a  malcontent, 
orsed  the  tyranny  to  which  he  bent ; 
>il  full  many  a  wringing  despot  saw, 
^ork*d  his  wantonness  in  form  of  law ; 
Ttur  without  and  freauent  broil  within 
ade  a  path  for  blood  and  giant  sin, 
'aitod  but  a  signal  to  begin 
!ivoc,  such  as  civil  discord  blends, 
knows  no  neuter,  owns  but  foes  or  frienda ; 
n  hi9  feudal  fortresa  each  was  lord, 
land  deed  obeyed,  in  aovd  abhorr'd. 
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Thus  Lara  had  inherited  his  lands. 
And  with  them  pining  hearts  and  sluggish  hands  *. 
But  that  long  absence  from  his  native  clime 
Had  left  him  stainless  of  opi)ression*s  crime, 
And  now,  diverted  by  his  xmlder  sway. 
All  dread  by  slow  degrees  had  worn  away ; 
The  menials  felt  their  usual  awe  alone. 
But  more  for  him  than  them  that  fear  was  growu ; 
They  deem'd  him  now  unhappy,  though  at  first 
Their  evil  judgment  augur'd  of  the  worst. 
And  each  long  restless  night,  and  silent  mood, 
Was  traced  to  sickness,  fed  by  solitude : 
And  though  his  lonely  habits  threw  of  late 
Gloom  o'er  his  chamber,  cheerfiil  was  his  gate  ; 
For  thence  the  wretched  ne'er  unsoothed  withdrew, 
For  them,  at  least,  his  soul  compassion  knew. 
Cold  to  the  great,  contemptuous  to  the  high. 
The  humble  pass'd  not  his  unheeding  eye ; 
Much  he  would  speak  not,  but  beneath  his  roof 
They  found  asylum  oft,  and  ne'er  reproof. 
And  they  who  watch'd  might  mark  that,  day  by 
Some  new  retainers  gather  d  to  his  sway ; 
But  most  of  late,  since  Ezzelin  was  lost. 
He  pla/d  the  courteous  lord  and  bounteous  host : 
Perchance  his  strife  with  Otho  made  him  dread 
Some  snare  prepared  for  his  obnoxious  head ; 
Whate'er  his  view,  his  favour  more  obtains 
With  these,  the  people,  than  his  fellow  thanes. 
If  this  were  policy,  so  fer  'twas  sound. 
The  million  judged  but  of  him  as  thev  found ; 
From  him  by  sterner  chiefe  to  exile  ariven 
They  but  required  a  shelter,  and  'twas  given. 
By  him  no  peasant  moum'd  bis  rifled  cot. 
And  scarce  the  serf  could  n'.armur  o'er  his  lot ; 
With  him  old  avarice  found  its  hoard  secure, 
With  him  contempt  forbore  to  mock  the  poor  ; 
Youth  present  cheer  and  promised  recompense 
Detain'd  till  all  too  lato  to  part  from  thence : 
To  hate  he  offer' d,  with  the  coming  change. 
The  deep  reversion  of  delay' d  revenge ; 
To  love,  long  baffled  by  the  unequal  match. 
The  well-won  charms  success  was  sure  to  snatch. 
All  now  was  ripe,  he  waits  but  to  proclaim 
That  slavery  nothing  which  was  still  a  name. 
The  moment  came,  the  hour  when  Otho  thought 
Secure  at  last  the  vengeance  which  he  sought : 
His  summons  found  the  destined  criminal 
Begirt  by  thousands  in  his  swarming  hall. 
Fresh  from  their  feudal  fetters  newly  riven, 
Defying  earth,  and  confident  of  heaven. 
That  morning  he  had  freed  the  soil-bound  slav«l 
Who  dig  no  land  for  tyrants  but  their  graves  I 
Such  is  their  cry — sorcio  -waXA^^o.xd.CQr  the  fi^t 
Mus*-  vindicato  t\ie  "wroiaig,  «cA'«wr^^^TvsgE*.\ 
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BtUgloi»--4reedMii^-«rengMiioe--wbat  you  will, 
A  irord's  enouffh  to  niia  maaldnd  to  kill ; 
Boom  ftotlout  phraioby  cnuiiDg  oaoalit  and  mmdt 
That  gout  nuj  rrfgn,  and  wolvw  and  wonna  ba  Ud  I 

lit  t 

Throoghonl  thai  aUma  tha  feudal  chiafti  had  aain'd 
Bmh  awaj.  thair  hiihnt  manaroh  hanlljr  r^gn^cl ; 
Kow  waa  tba  hour  far  ikotkn'a  xabal  growth. 
The  aarfli  ooBtamn'd  tha  ona,  and  hated  both: 
Th^  waited  bat  a  leader,  and  they  found 
One  to  thafar  oanaa  faueparably  boond ; 
By  olraimatanoa  oompelFd  to  plmiffa  again^ 
Jn  aatf-deteoa,  amidafc  the  atrife  of  men. 
Cot  off  by  amna  myateriooa  fide  firom  thoaa 
Whom  buth  and  nature  meant  not  finr  hia  foaiv 
Had  Lara  from  that  ni^it^  to  hhn  aooorat. 
Prepared  to  meat»  but  not  alone,  the  worat : 
Some  reaaon  urged,  whate'ar  it  waa,  to  ahua 
Inqpfay  into  daeda  at  dfitanea  done ; 
By  TwfagHng  with  hia  own  thaeanae  of  aU, 
AntfheSu'd,  ha  atOi  daky^d  hia  ihll. 
Tha  aollan  aahn  that  long  hia  boaom  kept. 
The  atorm  that  onaa  hadapant  iteelf  and  elept, 
Bouaed  by  ofanta  that  aeem'd  foredoom'd  to  urge 
Hia  gloomy  fivtonea  to  their  utmoit  verge. 
Bant  forth,  and  made  him  all  he  once  had  beaa^ 
And  is  again;— he  only  changed  the  loene. 
Light  care  had  he  ibr  ufe,  and  leu  for  fame. 
But  not  less  fitted  for  the  desperate  game : 
He  deem'd  himaelf  mark'd  out  for  others'  hate, 
And  mock'd  at  ruin,  so  they  shared  his  fato. 
What  oared  he  for  the  freedom  of  the  crowd  ? 
He  raised  Uie  humble  but  to  bend  the  proud. 
He  had  hoped  quiet  in  his  sullen  lair, 
Bot  man  and  deatiny  beset  him  there : 
Liured  to  huntera,  he  was  found  at  bay ; 
And  they  most  kill,  they  cannot  snare  the  prey. 
Stem,  unambitious,  silent,  he  had  been 
Henceforth  a  calm  spectator  of  lifers  scene ; 
But  dragged  again  upon  the  arena,  stood 
A  leader  not  unequal  to  the  feud ; 
In  Tcdoo— mien — gesture — savage  nature  spoke. 
And  fi!t>m  hia  eye  the  gladiatorl>roke. 

z. 
What  boota  the  oft-repeated  tale  of  strife. 
The  feast  of  yultures,  and  the  waste  of  life  f 
The  varying  fortune  of  each  separate  field. 
The  fierce  that  vanquish,  and  the  faint  that  yield  I 
The  smoking  ruin,  and  the  crumbled  wall  ? 
In  this  the  struggle  was  the  same  with  all ; 
Save  that  d&stemper^d  paatdona  lent  their  force 
la bitiemam  that  baiuBb'd  all  remorae. 
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None  sued,  for  Mercy  knew  her  cry  was  Tain, 
The  captive  died  upon  the  battle-slain : 
In  either  cause,  one  rage  alone  possess'd 
The  empire  of  the  alternate  victor's  breast; 
And  they  that  smote  for  freedom  or  for  sway, 
Deem'd  few  were  slain,  while  more  remain'd  to  shy. 
It  was  too  late  to  check  the  wasting  brand. 
And  Desolation  reap'd  the  famish'd  land ; 
The  torch  was  lighted,  and  the  flame  was  spread, 
And  Carnage  simled  upon  her  daily  bread. 

XI. 
Fresh  with  the  nerve  the  new-bom  impulse  struQg, 
The  first  success  to  Lara's  numbers  clung ; 
But  that  vain  victory  hath  ruin'd  all, — 
They  form  no  longer  to  their  leader's  call ; 
In  blind  confusion  on  the  foe  they  press, 
And  think  to  snatch  is  to  secure  success. 
The  lust  of  booty,  and  the  thirst  of  hate. 
Lure  on  the  broken  brigands  to  their  fate : 
In  vain  he  doth  whate'er  a  chief  may  do, 
To  check  the  headlong  fury  of  that  crew ; 
In  vain  their  stubborn  ardour  he  would  tame, 
The  hand  that  kindles  cannot  quench  the  flamo; 
The  wary  foe  alone  hath  turn'd  their  mood, 
And  shown  their  rashness  to  that  erring  brood : 
The  feign'd  retreat,  the  nightly  ambuscade. 
The  daily  harass,  and  the  fight  delay'd. 
The  long  privation  of  the  hoped  supply. 
The  tentless  rest  beneath  the  humid  sky. 
The  stubborn  wall  that  mocks  the  leaguer's  art, 
And  palls  the  patience  of  his  baffled  heart. 
Of  those  they  had  not  deem'd  :  the  battie-day 
They  could  encounter  as  a  veteran  may; 
But  more  preferred  the  fury  of  the  strira. 
And  present  death,  to  hourly  suffering  life : 
And  famine  wrings,  and  fever  sweeps  away 
His  numbers  melting  fast  from  their  array ; 
Intemperate  triumph  fades  to  discontent. 
And  Lara's  soul  alone  seems  still  unbent : 
But  few  remain  to  aid  his  voice  and  hand. 
And  thousands  dwindled  to  a  scanty  band :     ^  , , 
Desperate,  though  few,  the  last  and  best  remai*^ 
To  mourn  the  discipline  they  late  disdain'd. 
One  hope  survives,  the  frontier  is  not  far. 
And  thence  they  may  escape  from  native  war ; 
And  bear  within  them  to  the  neighbouring  stat^ 
An  exile's  sorrows,  or  an  outlaw's  liate  : 
Hard  is  the  task  their  father-land  to  qmt, 
But  harder  still  to  perish  or  submit, 

XII. 
It  is  resolved — ^tYvc^  tnavcYi — eowsQivting  Night      ^ 
Guides  with  her  s\aj».v  thsvc  Oiisi^iccAWcOD^ftaA^as^*" 


\ 


"} 


Qy  peroQiTe  its  ti^aoquU  betun  ^ 

&  siir&c«  of  thij  biirrior  Btrcnm  |  J 

By  descry — ^la  yon  tVie  bank  ?  j 

Mned  with  Eoany  j^  Lostile  mnk. 
!y  ! — Whit  glitters  in  the  rear? 
banner— tho  piir3U©i-'a  spefvi- 1  i 

ha  shepKeftls  tiros  upon  tlie  heif^ht  ?      1 
bla^e  to&  widely  for  the  flight : 
n  hofpe^  and  oompo^s'd  in  the  toiJ, 

perchancej  h^th  bought  n  mber  JE^poil  t 

9  pimEe— 'tia  hut  to  breatlio  their  band^  1 
Vj  onward  preas,  or  hero  withstand  I  ] 
little— if  they  charge  the  fooa  i 

DT  hordar-stream  their  march  oppocc,  j 
}orchance>  ms.y  broak  and  pcLsa  the  linoJ 
ik*d  to  biiflle  snoh  desigia.  1 

ffl  bo  oura  l^to  'w^ait  for  their  nsmult  j 
?oil  worthy  of  b,  CO  ward's  halt."  1 

mch  Bahre>  roin*d  is  eyery  ^'jteed,  j 

It  word  ahall  scarce  outstrip  tho  deed '  j 
tone  of  Lara's  gaLhEjrlng  breath 
^pj^^t  hoar  the  Toico  of  de^^y^^ 

XIV. 
I  bared, — in  bim  there  is  an  air 
it  far  too  tranquil  for  despair ; 
g  of  indifference  more  than  then 
s  bravest,  if  they  feel  for  men — 
is  ej^e  on  Kaled,  ever  near, 
0  fiiithful  to  betray  one  fear ; 
twas  but  the  moon's  dim  twilight  threw 
spect  an  unwonted  hue 
.  paleness,  whose  deep  tint  express'd 
md  not  the  terror  of  his  breast. 
iark*d,  and  laid  his  hand  on  his : 
not  in  such  an  hour  as  this ; 
silent,  bcarcely  beat  his  heart, 
le  proclaimed — 

"  We  will  not  part  I 
tay  perish,  or  thy  friends  may  flee, 
life,  but  not  adieu  to  thee  ! " 
sith  pass*d  his  lips,  and  onward  driven, 
nk*a  band  through  ranks  asunder  riven  : 
ch  steed  obey*d  the  arm^d  heel, 
le  scimitars,  and  rings  the  steel ; 
d,  not  outbraved,  they  still  oppose 
iB^ng,  and  a  front  to  foes ; 
s  mingled  with  the  dashing  stream, 
all  redly  till  the  morning  beam. 

XV. 
g>  fading,  animating  all, 
ppear'd  to  press,  or  frieod  to  TaU, 
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Cheers  Lara's  voice,  and  waves  or  strikes  hii  Mi, 
Inspirizig  hope  himself  had  ceased  to  feel. 
None  fled,  for  well  they  knew  that  flight  were  nta: 
But  those  that  waver  turn  to  smite  again. 
While  yet  they  find  the  firmest  of  the  foe 
Roooil  before  their  leader's  look  ajid  blow ; 
Mow  girt  with  numbers,  now  almost  alone^ 
He  foils  thdr  ranks,  or  reimites  his  own : 
Himself  he  sptured  not — once  they  seem'a  to  fly* 
Now  was  the  time,  he  wave^  his  hand  on  hiA, 
And  shook — ^whv  sudden  droops  that  plumed  creiti 
The  shaft  is  sped— the  arrow  's  in  his  Dreast  1 
That  fatal  gesture  left  the  unguarded  side. 
And  Death  hath  stricken  down  yon  arm  of  pride. 
The  word  of  triumph  fiiinted  firom  his  tongue ; 
That  hand,  so  raised,  how  droopingly  it  husgl 
But  yet  the  sword  instinctively  retains, 
Though  from  its  fellow  shrink  the  fiJIixiff  reins ; 
These  Kaled  snatches :  disry  with  the  Qow, 
And  senseless  bending  o'er  his  saddle-bow. 
Perceives  not  Lara  tlutt  his  anxious  page 
Beguiles  his  charger  from  the  combat's  rage : 
Meantime  his  followers  charge,  and  ohaige  again ; 
Too  mix'd  the  slayers  now  to  heed  the  slain  f 

XVI. 

Day  glimmers  on  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
The  cloven  cuirass,  and  the  helmless  head ; 
The  war-horse  masterless  is  on  the  earth. 
And  that  last  gasp  hath  burst  his  bloody  girth ; 
And  near  vet  quivering  witii  what  lifo  renuun'd, 
The  heel  that  lu'ged  mm  and  the  hand  that  r^'d. 
And  some  too  near  that  rolling  torrent  lie. 
Whose  waters  mock  the  lip  of  those  that  die ; 
That  panting  thirst  which  scorches  in  the  breath 
Of  those  that  die  the  soldier's  fiery  death. 
In  vain  impels  the  burning  mouth  to  crave 
One  drop — ^the  last — ^to  cool  it  for  the  grave ; 
With  feeble  and  convulsive  efifort  swept 
Their  limbs  along  the  crimson'd  turf  nave  crept ; 
The  fidnt  remains  of  lifo  such  stru^les  waste, 
But  yet  they  reach  the  stream,  and  bend  to  t 
They  feel  its  freshness,  and  almost  partake — 
Why  pause  t — ^no  further  thirst  have  they  to 
It  is  unquench'd,  and  yet  they  feel  it  not ; 
It  was  an  agony —  but  now  foigot  I 

zvn. 
Beneath  a  lime,  remoter  from  the  soene. 
Where  but  for  him  that  strife  had  never  ban, 
A  breathing  but  devoted  warrior  lay : 
'Twas  Lara  bleeding  £ast  from  lifo  awajr. 
His  foUower  once,  OiTid.  i[iow  )d^  ot^^ 
Kneels  Kaled  wa^A^^xfvsiV  o'  «c  >c&a  ^ 
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And  with  his  scarf  would  stanch  the  tides  that  rush 

With  each  conTuIsion  in  a  blacker  gush ; 

And  then  as  his  ^iunt  breathing  waxes  low^ 

In  feebler,  not  less  &tal  tricklings  flow : 

He  scarce  can  roeak,  but  motions  him  'tis  yain. 

And  merely  adds  another  throb  to  pain. 

He  clasps  tne  hand  that  pansf  which  would  assuage^ 

And  saalv  smiles  his  thanks  to  tbat  dark  page, 

Who  nothing  fears  nor  feels,  nor  heeds,  nor  sees. 

Save  that  damp  brow  which  rests  upon  bis  knees  ; 

Save  that  pale  aspect,  where  the  eye,  though  dim. 

Held  all.the  light  that  shone  on  earth  for  mm. 

xvin. 
The  foe  anires,  who  long  had  searched  the  field. 
Their  laitlmph  nought  till  Lara  too  should  yield  ; 
Thcnr  would  remove  him,  bat  they  see  'twere  vain, 
And  he  regardfl  them  with  a  calm  disdain, 
Tbat  rose  to  reconcile  him  with  liis  &te, 
A^d  that  escape  to  death  from  living  hate : 
And  Otho  comes,  and  leaping  from  his  steed. 
Looks  on  the  bleeding  foe  that  made  him  bleed. 
And  questions  of  his  state ;  he  answers  not, 
Sparoe  glances  on  him  as  on  one  forgot, 
And  turns  to  Ealed  : — each  remaining  word. 
They  understood  not,  if  distinctly  heard ; 
His  dying  tones  are  in  that  other  tongue. 
To  which  some  strange  remembrance  wildly  clung. 
They  spake  of  other  scenes,  but  what — ^is  known 
To  &aled,  whom  their  meaning  reach'd  alono ; 
And  he  replied,  though  &iintly,  to  their  sound, 
While  gazed  the  rest  m  dumb  amazement  rouud : 
They  seem'd  ev*n  then — that  twain — unto  the  last 
To  half  -forget  the  present  in  the  past ; 
To  share  between  themselves  some  separate  fate, 
Whose  darkness  none  beside  should  penetrate. 

xiz. 
Their  words  though  &int  were  many— from  the  tone 
Their  import  those  who  heard  could  judge  alone  ; 
From  this,  you  might  have  deem'd  young  Kaled's  death 
More  near  than  Lara's  b^  his  voice  and  breath, 
80  sad,  so  deep,  and  hesitating  broke 
The  accents  his  scarce-moving  pale  lips  spoke ; 
But  Lara's  >Oe,  though  low,  at  first  was  clear 
And  calm,  tiU  murmuriog  death  gasp'd  hoarsely  near : 
But  tcom  Ids  visage  little  could  we  guess, 
80  unrepentant,  dark,  and  passionless. 
Save  that  when  struggling  nearer  to  his  last. 
Upon  that  page  his  eye  was  kindly  cast ; 
And  once  as  Saled's  answering  accents  ceased. 
Rose  Lara's  hand,  and  pointed  to  the  East : 
Whether  (bb  then  the  bi^saking  sun  from  bWh 
Mfd  baek  the  ck/ada)  the  morrow  caught  ms  eye. 
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Or  that  'twas  chance,  or  some  rememberM  scene 

That  raised  his  arm  to  point  where  such  had  bcflEi» 

Scarce  Ealcd  seem'd  to  Know,  but  tum*d  away, 

As  if  his  heart  abhorred  that  ooming  da^, 

And  shrunk  his  g^lance  before  that  morning  light 

To  look  on  Lara^  brow — where  all  grew  night. 

Yet  sense  soem*d  left,  though  better  were  its  lots  ^ 

For  when  one  near  diispla/a  the  absolving  cross, 

And  proffer'd  to  his  touch  the  holy  bead 

Of  wnich  his  parting  soul  might  own  the  need, 

He  look'd  upon  it  with  au  eye  profane, 

And  smiled — ^Heaven  pardoQ  1  if  'twere  with  disd.  ^ca» 

And  Ealed,  though  he  spoke  not,  nor  withdrew 

From  lira's  face  his  fix  d  despairing  view, 

Wiijb  brow  repulsive,  and  with  c^ture  swift, 

Flung  back  the  hand  which  held  the  sacred  gift^ 

As  if  such  but  disturb'd  the  expiring  man. 

Nor  seem'd  to  know  his  life  but  tketi  began. 

The  life  immortal,  infinite,  secure. 

To  all  for  whom  that  cross  hath  inade  it  sore  1 

XX. 

But  gasping  heaved  the  breath  that  Lara  drew, 
And  dull  the  film  along  his  dim  eye  ^[rew  ;  . 

His  limbs  stretch'd  fluttering,  and  his  head  droop  ^ 

The  weak  yet  still  untiring  knee  that  bore ; 
He  press*d  the  hand  he  held  u^on  his  heart — 
It  beats  no  more,  but  Kaled  will  not  part 
W^ith  the  cold  grasp,  but  feols,  and  feels  in  vain, 
For  that  faint  throb  which  answers  not  again. 
"  It  beats  1" — Away,  thou  dreamer  1  he  is  gone- 
It  once  was  Lara  which  thou  look'st  upon. 

XXI. 
Ho  gazed,  as  if  not  yet  had  pass'd  away 
Tho  haughty  spirit  of  that  humble  clay ; 
A.nd  those  around  have  roused  him  from  his 
But  cannot  tear  from  thence  his  fixbd  glance ; 
And  when  in  raising  him  fi*om  where  he  bore 
Within  his  arms  the  form  that  felt  no  more. 
He  saw  the  head  his  breast  would  still  sustain. 
Boll  down  like  earth  to  earth  ui)ou  the  plain ; 
Ho  did  not  dash  himself  thereby,  nor  tear 
The  glossy  tendrils  of  his  raven  hair. 
But  strove  to  stand  and  gaze,  but  reeVd  and  fell, 
Scarce  breathing  more  than  that  ho  loved  so  woU. 
Than  that  he  loved  !     Oh  !  never  yet  beneath 
The  breast  of  man  such  trusty  love  may  brealho ! 
That  tr3ang  moment  hath  at  once  reveal'd 
The  secret  long  and  vet  but  half-conoeal*d; 
In  baring  to  revive  that  lifeless  breast, 
Its  grief  seemM  ended,  but  the  sex  confeBs'd ; 
And  life  retur&'d,  and  Elalod  felt  no  sham^— 
What  now  to  bsr  woa'^oinKEa^wA  Qt^«c&!^\ 


zzn. 

dam  not  where  Mb  &tber8  iloep^ 

he  died  hk  graye  was  dug  m  deep  ; 

OBortel  dumber  less  profound, 

iee^  nor  bleee'd,  nor  marble  dm&'d  the  moon  1 ; 

8  moiim'd  l^  one  whose  quiet  grief 

outlasts  a  people's  for  tiieir  ohlel^ 

JH  qoestlon  asrd  her  of  the  past^ 

^en  mettaoe—silait  to  the  last : 

nr  wbenoe  nor  why  she  left  behind 

one  who  seem'd  but  little  kind. 

he  kyve  him  f    Carious  fool  t — ^be  still — 

Of  the  growth  of  human  will  ? 

might  be  gentleness ;  the  stem 

nr  thoogfate  than  your  dull  eyes  diBoemj 

they  lovetf  your  smilers  guess  not  how 

itrong  hearty  though  lees  the  lips  avow. 

not  oommon  links  that  form'd  the  ehain 

1  to  Lara  Kaled's  heart  and  brain ; 

ild  tale  she  brook'd  not  to  unfold^ 

Is  now  each  Up  that  could  hare  told. 

ZXIII. 

lim  in  the  earth,  and  on  his  breast^ 
>  wound  that  sent  his  soul  to  rest, 
1  the  scattered  dints  of  many  a  scar 
e  not  planted  there  in  recent  war : 
lad  pass'd  his  summer  years  of  lifoj 
ley  yanish'd  in  a  land  of  strife ; 
mown  his  glory  or  his  guilt, 
told  that  somewhere  blood  was  spilt, 
n,  who  might  have  spoke  the  past, 
0  more — that  night  appear'd  his  last. 

XXIV. 

night  (a  peasant's  is  the  tale) 

*  oross'd  the  intervening  vale, 

thia's  li^ht  almost  gave  way  to  mom, 

'  veil'd  m  mist  a  waning  horn ; 

t  rose  betimes  to  thread  the  wood, 

he  bough  that  bought  his  children's  food, 

he  river  that  divides  the  plain 

ands  and  lartCa  broad  domain : 

i  tramp— a  horse  and  horseman  broke 

he  wood — ^before  him  was  a  cloak 

ad  some  burthen  at  his  saddle-bow, 

lis  head,  and  hidden  was  his  brow. 

the  sudden  sight  at  such  a  time, 

foreboding  that  it  might  be  crime;, 

iheeded  watch'd  the  sti'anger's  course, 

I'd  the  rirer,  bounded  Srom  his  horse, 
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And  lifling  thence  the  burthen  which  he  bore, 

Heaved  up  the  bank,  and  daah*d  it  from  the  shore.* 

Then  paused,  and  look'd,  and  turn*d,  and  aoem'dtowttt 

And  Btill  another  hurried  glance  would  snatch, 

And  follow  with  his  step  tne  stream  that  flowed, 

As  if  even  yet  too  much  its  surface  show'd : 

At  once  he  started,  stoop'd,  aroimd  him  strown 

The  winter  floods  had  scatter*d  heaps  of  stODO ; 

Of  these  the  heaviest  thence  he  gather'd  thero^ 

And  slung  them  with  a  more  thim  common  oaro 

Meantime  the  serf  had  crept  to  where^  imseon. 

Himself  might  safely  mark  what  this  might  mett ; 

He  caught  a  glimpse,  as  of  a  floating  breast^ 

And  something  glitter'd  starlike  on  the  ve^. 

But  ere  he  w^  could  mark  the  buoyant  trunk| 

A  massy  fragment  smote  it,  and  it  sunk : 

It  ru»e  again,  but  indistinct  to  view. 

And  lefl;  the  waters  of  a  purple  hue, 

Then  deeply  disappeared  :  the  horseman  gaud 

Till  ebb'd  the  latest  eddy  it  had  i-aised ; 

Then  turning,  vaulted  on  his  pawing  steed. 

And  instant  spurr'd  him  into  panting  speed. 

His  face  was  mask'd — the  features  of  the  dead, 

If  dead  it  were,  escaped  the  observer's  dread ; 

But  if  in  sooth  a  star  its  bosom  bore, 

Such  is  the  badge  that  knighthood  ever  wore, 

And  such  'tis  known  Sir  Ezzelin  had  worn 

Upon  the  night  that  led  to  such  a  mom. 

If  thus  he  perish' d,  Heaven  receive  his  soul  1 

His  undiscovor'd  limbs  to  ocean  roll ; 

And  charity  upon  the  hope  would  dwell 

It  was  not  Lara's  hand  by  which  he  £dl« 


And  Kaled — Lara — ^Ezzelin,  are  gone. 

Alike  without  their  monumental  stone  1 

The  first,  all  efforts  vainly  strove  to  wean  ^^  . 

From  lingering  where  her  chieftain's  blood  had  b^^'^  * 

Grief  had  so  tamed  a  spirit  once  too  proud. 

Her  tears  were  few,  her  wailing  never  loud  ; 

But  furious  would  you  tear  her  from  the  spot 

Where  yet  she  scarce  believed  that  he  was  not, 

Her  eye  shot  forth  with  all  the  living  fire 

That  haunts  the  tigress  in  her  wholpless  ire ; 

But  left  to  waste  her  weary  moments  there^ 

She  talk'd  all  idly  unto  shapes  of  air. 

Such  as  the  busy  brain  of  Sorrow  paints. 

And  woos  to  listen  to  her  fond  complaints : 

And  she  would  sit  beneath  the  very  troe 

Where  lay  his  drooping  head  upon  her  knee ; 

And  in  that  posture  where  she  saw  him  fidi. 

His  words,  his  looks,  his  dying  grasp  i-ecall ; 

*  The  reader  -who  -wUhes  to  Vltuow  V^csnce  list^  Ifimoo.  XwAl  Voa  VmMi^^^ 
appeanwoe  ot  BUr  E^oBemv.inay  find  Vt  \x\  '&owme'%\«ixX.'<v<il.\>'v  Vi^ 
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And  she  had  shoni,  but  Baved  her  raven  hair. 
And  oft  would  anatcli  it  fh>m  her  bosom  thcroi 
And  fold,  and  press  it  gently  to  the  ground, 
As  if  she  stancVd  anew  some  phantom's  wound. 
Herself  would  question  and  for  him  nply ; 
Then  rising,  start,  and  beckon  him  to  fly 
From  some  imagined  i^>ectre  in  pursuit ; 
Thea  seat  her  down  upon  some  linden's  root. 
And  hide  her  yisase  with  her  meagre  hand. 
Or  trace  strange  oharaoters  along  the  sand.-~ 
This  could  not  last^-she  lies  by  him  she  loved ; 
Her  tale  onlMdd— her  truth  too  dearly  proved. 


OOin>0LAT0RY  ADDRESS 

SARAH,  COUNTESS  OF  JEBSET,  ON  THE  FBINCE  BEO£>'T*t 
BBTUBNINa  HEB  nCTUBE  TO  MBS.  MEE. 

When  the  vain  triumph  of  the  imperial  lord. 
Whom  servile  Rome  obey'd,  and  yet  abhorr*d, 
Gave  to  the  vulgar  gaze  each  glorious  bust. 
That  left  a  likeness  of  the  brave,  or  just ; 
What  most  admired  each  scmtinizing  eye 
Of  all  that  deck'd  that  passing  pageantry  7 
What  spread  from  face  to  face  that  wondering  air  ? 
The  thought  of  Brutus — for  his  was  not  there  ! 
That  absence  proved  his  woi-th, — that  absence  fix'd 
His  memory  on  the  longing  mind,  unmix'd ; 
And  more  decreed  his  glory  to  endure. 
Than  all  a  gold  Colossus  could  secure. 

If  thus,  fair  Jei-sey,  our  desiring  gaze 
Search  for  thy  form,  in  vain  and  mute  amaze, 
Amidst  those  pictured  charms,  whose  loveliness, 
Bright  though  they  be,  thine  own  had  render*d  less ; 
If  he,  that  vain  old  man,  whom  truth  admitb 
Heir  of  his  father's  crown,  and  of  his  wits, 
If  his  corrupted  eye,  and  wither'd  heart, 
Could  with  thy  gentle  image  bear  depart ; 
That  tasteless  shame  be  his,  and  ours  the  grief. 
To  gaze  on  Beauty's  band  without  its  chief: 
Yet  comfort  still  one  selfish  thought  imparts. 
We  lose  the  portrait,  but  preserve  our  hearts. 

What  can  his  vaunted  gallery  now  disclose  ? 
A  garden  with  all  flowers — except  the  rose ; — 
A  fount  that  only  wants  its  living  stream  ; — 
A  night,  with  every  star,  save  Dian's  beam. 
Lost  to  our  eyes  the  present  forma  shall  be, 
22iat  turn  frvm  tracing  them  to  dream  of  thoe  : 
V  2 
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Aiid  moi*e  on  that  recall'd  resemblance  pansii^ 
Than  all  he  thall  not  force  on  our  applause. 
Long  may  thy  yet  meridian  lustre  shine. 
With  all  that  Virtue  asks  of  Homage  thine : 
Tho  symmetry  of  youth — ^tho  grace  of  mien — 
The  eye  that  gladdens — and  the  brow  serene ; 
The  glossy  darkness  of  that  clustering  hair,  ^^.    x.  i 

Which  shades,  yet  shows  that  foreh^d  more  than    i^^*" 
Each  glance  that  wins  us,  and  the  life  that  throws 
A  speU  which  will  not  let  our  looks  repose, 
But  turn  to  gaze  again,  and  find  anew 
Some  charm  that  well  rewards  another  view. 
These  are  not  lessen'd,  these  are  still  as  bright. 
Albeit  too  dazzling  for  a  dotard's  sight ; 
And  those  must  wait  till  ev'ry  charm  is  gone, 
To  please  tho  paltry  heart  that  pleases  none: — 
That  dull  cold  sensualist,  whose  sickly  eyo 
In  envious  dimness  pass'd  thy  portrait  by ; 
Who  rack'd  his  little  spirit  to  combine 
Its  hate  of  Freedom* 8  loveliness,  and  tAme.  ^^-».,  U 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  BIB  FSTEB  PABKEB,  BAIIT. 

There  is  a  tear  for  all  that  die, 
A  mourner  o'er  the  humblest  grave ; 

But  nations  swell  the  funeral  cry. 
And  Triumph  weeps  above  the  brave. 

For  them  is  Sorrow's  purest  sigh 
O'er  Ocean's  heaving  bosom  sent; 

In  vain  their  bones  unburied  lie. 
All  earth  becomes  their  monument  I 

A  tomb  is  theirs  on  every  page. 

An  epitaph  on  every  tongue : 
The  present  hours,  the  future  age. 

For  them  bewail,  to  them  belong. 

For  them  the  voice  of  festal  mirth 
Grows  hush'd,  their  name  the  only  sound ; 

While  deep  Remembrance  pours  to  Wortb 
The  goblet's  tributary  round. 

A  theme  to  crowds  that  knew  them  not. 

Lamented  by  admiring  foes. 
Who  would  not  share  their  glorious  lot? 

Who  would  not  die  the  death  they  chose  T 

And,  gallant  Parker  I  thus  enshrined 
Thy  Ufe,  thy  fell,  thjr  feme  shall  be  ; 

And  early  volo>xr,  ^o^iVa^,  ^lA 
AmodelmtVyTQftmoTj*  
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fiat  there  are  breasts  that  bleed  with  thee 
In  woe,  that  glory  cannot  quell ; 

And  shuddering  hear  of  victory. 
Where  one  so  dear,  so  dauntless^  fell. 

Where  shall  they  turn  to  mourn  thee  less  ? 

When  cease  to  hear  thy  cherish'd  name  ? 
Time  cannot  teach  forgetfiilness, 

While  Griefs  full  heart  is  fed  by  Fame. 

Alas !  for  them,  though  not  for  thee. 
They  cannot  choose  but  weep  the  more ; 

Detn)  for  the  dead  the  grief  must  be. 
Who  ne'er  gave  cause  to  mourn  before. 


TO  BELSHAZZAE. 

fiELSHAZZAK  \  from  the  banquet  tum^ 

Nor  in  th^  tensual  fulness  fall ; 
Behold  1  while  yet  before  thee  bum 

The  graven  words,  the  glowing  wall. 
Many  a  despot  men  miscall 

Crown*d  and  anointed  from  on  high ; 
But  thou,  the  weakest,  worst  of  all— 

Is  it  not  written,  thou  must  die  I 

Go !  dash  the  roses  from  thy  brow — 

Gi*ay  hairs  but  poorly  wreath  with  them ; 
Youth's  garlands  misbecome  thee  now, 

More  than  thy  very  diadem. 
Where  thou  hast  tamish'd  every  gem  : — 

Then  throw  the  worthless  bauble  by, 
Which,  worn  by  thee,  ev'n  slaves  contemn ; 

And  learn  like  better  men  to  die  1 

Oh  I  early  in  the  balance  weigh'd. 

And  ever  light  of  word  and  worth. 
Whose  soul  expired  ere  youth  decay'd. 

And  left  thee  but  a  mass  of  earth. 
To  see  thee  moves  the  scomer's  mirth  : 

But  tears  in  Hope's  averted  eye 
Lament  that  even  thou  hadst  birth — 

Unfit  to  govera,  live,  or  die. 

October.  ISU 
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SHE  WALKS  IN  BEAUTY. 

Shu  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  idgbt 
Of  cloudless  dimes  and  starry  skies : 

And  all  that's  best  of  iaxk  and  bright 
Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes : 

Thus  mellow'd  to  that  tender  l$jg4it 
Which  Heaven  to  gaudy  day  denieB. 

One  shade  thfi  more,  one  ray  the  less. 
Had  half  impair*d  the  nameless  graoe^ 

Which  waves  in  every  raven  tress^ 
Or  softly  lightens  o'er  lier  face ; 

Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  express. 
How  pure,  how  dear  uieir  dwelhng-i^acc. 

And  on  that  cheeky  and  o'er  that  hum, 

So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent, 
The  smiles  that  win^  the  tints  that^low. 

But  tell  of  days  In  goodness  spent^ 
A  mind  at  peace  with  all  below^ 

A  heart  whose  love  is  innoo^it ! 


THE  HARP  THE  MONABOH  MINSTREL 

The  harp  the  monarch  minstrel  swept. 
The  King  of  men,  the  loved  of  Heaven, 

Which  Music  hallow'd  while  she  wept 
O'er  tones  her  heart  of  hearts  had  given^ 
Redoubled  be  her  tears,  its  chords  are  nven  I 

It  soften'd  men  of  iron  mould. 
It  gave  them  virtues  not  their  own ; 

No  ear  so  dull,  no  soul  so  cold. 
That  fell  not,  ftred  t^oV.  Vio  V^i^  \«tift. 
Till  David*a  lyro  gc«w  Tmij^VKst  >i:basv\£)a^SKKSM\ 


SWEPT^*^ 


n  told  tbe  trinnqslHi  of  our  Kii^, 

It  wafted  glorr  to  our  Qod ; 
It  made  our  riaoden'd  Talleyii  riiig^ 

The oedanbow,  the moontaios nod ; 

Ita  sound  aq>ired  to  hearan  and  there  abode  t 
flhioe  then,  thoogh  beard  on  earth  ne  MOfe^ 

Devotion  and  her  daughter  Leve. 
fltffl  Ud  the  bontfng^it  eotf 

To  aonnds  that  ■eem  as  from  abo>f«, 

In  dreams  that  day's  broad  light  can  not  remove. 


tr  THAT  HiaH  WOBUX 

IJtiMifc  high  worid,  which  Has  beyead 

Oar  eiwn^  sarvtrmg  Love  endears^ 
If  there  the  oherii^  heart  be  fimd. 

The  eve  the  same,  oramt  in  team^ 
How  weloome  those  mitrodden  npheras  1 

How  sweet  this  Teiy  hour  to  ale  I 
To  soar  from  earth  and  find  all  ftan, 

Loat  in  thy  light— Eternity  1 

Itmnstbeso:  tis  not  fi>r  self 

That  we  so  tremble  on  the  brink; 
And  striving  to  o*erieap  the  golf. 

Yet  ding  to  Being's  severing  link. 
Oh  1  in  that  future  let  us  think 

To  h<dd  each  hearts  the  heart  that  shares. 
With  them  the  immortal  waters  drink, 

And  soul  in  soul  grow  deathless  th(rirs  t 


THE  WILD  GAZELLBL 

Thb  wild  gaselle  on  Judah's  hills 

Exulting  vet  may  bound, 
And  drink  from  all  the  living  rills 

That  gush  on  hxAj  ground ; 
Its  airy  step  and  gkn-ious  eye 
May  glance  in  tameless  triinsport  by  :-* 

A  step  as  fleet,  an  eye  more  bright. 

Hath  Judah  witnessed  there ; 
And  o'er  Itfr  scenes  of  loet  delight 

Inhabitants  more  fair. 
The  cedars  wave  on  Lebanon, 
But  Judi^'s  statelier  maids  are  gone  I 

More  blest  each  palm  that  shades  those  plains 

Than  Israel's  scatter'd  race ; 
For,  taking'  root,  it  there  remains 
Jb  aoUttuygnuso : 
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It  cannot  quit  its  place  of  birth, 
It  wUl  not  live  in  other  earth. 

But  we  must  wander  witheringly. 

In  other  hinds  to  die  ; 
And  where  our  others'  ashes  be. 

Our  own  may  never  lie : 
Our  temple  hath  not  left  a  stone, 
And  Mockery  sits  on  Salem's  throne. 


OH  I  WEEP  FOR  THOSE. 

Oh  !  weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babers  stream, 

Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a  dream ; 

Weep  for  the  harp  of  Judah's  broken  shell ;  _  ,,, 

Moura — where  their  God  hath  dwelt  the  godless  dw^**      ^''' 

And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding  feet? 
And  when  shall  Zion's  songs  again  seem  sweet? 
And  Judah's  melody  once  more  rejoice    ^ 
The  hearts  that  leap'd  before  its  heavenly  voice  ? 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary  breast, 
How  shall  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 
The  wild-dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave. 
Mankind  their  country — Israel  but  the  grave  1 


ON  JORDAN'S  BANKS. 

On  Jordan's  banks  the  Arab's  camels  stray. 

On  Sion's  hill  the  False  One's  votaries  pray. 

The  Baal-adorer  bows  on  Sinai's  steep — 

Yet  there — even  there — 0  God  1  Thy  thunders  sleo-^^ 

There — ^where  Thy  finger  scorch'd  the  tablet  stono  ^ 
There— where  Thy  sh^ow  to  Thy  people  shone ! 
Thy  glory  shrouded  in  its  garb  of  fire  : 
Thyself— none  living  see  and  not  expire  I 

Oh  1  in  the  lightning  let  Thy  glance  appear ; 
Sweep  fi-om  his  shiver'd  hand  the  oppressor's  spear  ^ 
How  long  by  tyrants  shall  thy  land  be  trod ! 
How  long  Thy  temple  worshipless,  oh  God  I 


JEPHTHA'S  DAUGHTER. 

Since  our  Country,  our  God— oh,  my  mre ! 
Demand  that  thy  daughter  expire  ; 
Since  thy  triumph  was  bought  by  thy  vow — 
Strike  the  bosom  thab's  bared  for  thee  now ! 

And  t\ie  "vovc©  ot  tq^  xcvoxsitscav^Sa  ^  «, 
And  t\ie  Ti\o\Mi\AVns"Vy^o\^Tafi  -oa  \sisst%\ 
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If  the  hand  that  I  love  lay  me  low^ 
There  cannot  be  pain  in  the  blow  t 

And  of  this,  oh,  my  father !  be  sure — 

That  the  blood  of  thy  child  is  as  pure 

As  the  blessing  I  beg  ere  it  flow, 

And  the  last  thought  that  soothes  me  below. 

Though  the  virgins  of  Salem  lament. 
Be  the  judge  and  the  hei-o  unbent  1 
I  have  won  the  gi'eat  battle  for  thee. 
And  my  father  and  country  are  free  1 

When  this  blood  of  thy  giving  hath  gush'd. 
When  the  voice  th^t  thou  lovest  is  hush'd. 
Let  my  memory  still  be  thy  pride. 
And  forgot  not  I  smiled  as  I  died  1 


H!  SNATCH'D  AWAY  IN  BEAUTY'S  BLOOM. 

Oh  !  snatched  away  in  beauty's  bloom, 
On  thee  shall  press  no  ponderous  tomb ; 
But  on  thy  turf  shall  roses  rear 
Their  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year ; 
ind  the  wild  cypress  wave  in  tender  gloom  : 

Ibid  oft  by  yon  blue  gushing  stream 
Shall  Sorrow  lean  her  drooping  head, 

ind  feed  deep  thought  with  many  a  dream. 
And  lingering  pause  and  lightly  tread  ; 
Fond  wretch  !  as  if  her  step  disturb'd  the  dead' 

\.way !  ye  know  that  tears  are  vain, 
That  aeath  nor  heeds  nor  hears  distress : 

iVill  this  unteach  us  to  complain  ? 
Or  make  one  mourner  weep  the  less  ? 

\nd  thou — wlio  tell'st  me  to  forget, 

I'hy  looks  are  wan,  thine  eyes  are  wet. 


MY  SOUL  IS  DARK. 

My  soul  is  dark — Oh  !  quickly  stiing 

The  harp  I  yet  can  brook  to  hear ; 
And  let  thy  gentle  fingers  fling 

Its  melting  murmurs  o'er  mine  ear. 
If  in  this  hearf .  a  hope  be  dear. 

That  sound  shall  charm  it  forth  again  : 
If  in  tliese  eyes  there  lurk  a  tear, 

"Twill  flow,  and  cease  to  burn  ray  brain* 

But  bid  the  strain  be  wild  and  deep. 

Nor  let  thy  notes  of  joy  be  first : 
I  te)J  thee,  minstrel,  I  must  v^'eop, 
Or  cJse  this  heavy  heart  will  burst  ; 
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For  it  hath  been  by  Borrow  nursed, 
And  ached  in  sleepless  silenoe  loog; 

And  now  'tis  doom'd  to  know  the  wors^ 
And  break  at  onoe— or  yield  to  song^ 


I  SAW  THEE  WEEP. 

I  SAW  thee  weep — the  big  bright  tear 

Came  o'er  that  eve  of  ^ue : 
And  then  methongfht  it  did  appear 

A  violet  dropping  dew : 
I  saw  thee  smue — me  sapphire's  blaai 

Beside  thee  ceased' to  shine ; 
It  could  not  match  the  living  rays 

That  mi'd  that  glance  of  thine. 

As  clouds  from  yonder  sun  i*eoeive 

A  deep  and  mellow  dye. 
Which  scarce  the  shade  of  coming  eva 

Can  banish  from  the  sky^ 
Those  smiles  unto  the  moodiest  mind 

Their  own  pure  joy  impart ; 
Their  sunshine  leaves  a  fflow  behind 

That  lightens  o'er  the  neart. 


TRY  DAYS  ARE  DONE. 

Tht  days  are  done,  thy  &me  began ; 

Thy  country's  strains  record 
The  triumphs  of  her  chosen  Son, 

The  slaughters  of  his  sword ; 
The  deeds  he  did^  the  fields  he  won. 

The  freedom  he  restored ! 

Though  thou  art  fell'n,  while  we  are  free 
Thou  shalt  not  taste  of  death  I 

The  generous  blood  that  flow'd  from  the 
Disdain'd  to  sink  beneath  : 

Within  our  veins  its  currents  be. 
Thy  sphrit  on  our  breath  I 

Thy  name,  our  charging  hosts  alomr. 

Shall  be  the  battle-word  I 
Thy  fall,  the  theme  of  choral  song 

I*  rem  virgin  voices  pour'd  I 
To  weep  would  do  thy  glory  wronir ; 

Thou  shalt  not  be  deplored. 


Ra  OV  flAUL  BBFOBB  HIS  LAST  BATTLB. 

UooBSaiidcihiefiiJ  thoold  the  abaft  or  the  sword 
«  me  in  IcadSiqr  the  hoift  of  the  Lovd^ 
d  iioi  the  oone,  thooc^  a  Uiuf  s,  Id  your  path : 
f  your  Bted  in  the  bciioiiw  of  Qflih  1 

D  ipho  art  bearing  my  Iraolder  andliow^ 
dd  the  floldien  of  flaul  look  away  from  the  foe^ 
tch  me  that  moment  In  blood  at  thy  feet  1 
>  be  the  doom  whloh  ih^y  darcd  net  to  aeet. 

irell  to  othen^  bat  never  we  pert, 
to  my  royalty,  aon  of  my  heart ! 
It  ii  the  cuadem,  bouadlaeBthe  ewaa^ 
Qgly  the  deatl^  «hieh««aitB  as  to^Mj« 


SATJL. 

Thou  whose  ipett^ian  taise  the  dead. 

Bid  the  prqphet^-sibrm  wpear. 
^'Samuel,  rake  thy  bwiedhiBad  1 

Eing^  behold  the  phantom  seer  I" 

"t.!!  yawn'd  :  he  stood  the  oentre  of  a  oloud : 
ht  changed  its  hue,  retiring  from  his  shroud, 
ttli  stood  all  glassy  in  his  nxM  eye ; 
•  liand  was  withered,  and  his  veins  were  dry ; 

^oot,  in  bonv  whiteness,  gKtter*d  there, 
^uikeo  and  amewless,  and  ghastly  bare ; 
m  lips  that  moved  not,  and  unbreathing  frame^ 

0  cayem'd  winds,  the  hollow  accents  came. 

1  saw,  and  fen  to  earth,  as  falls  the  oak, 
^<ice,  and  blasted  by  the  thunder-stroke. 

**  Why  is  my  sleep  disquieted  h 
Who  is  he  that  calls  the  dead  t 
Is  it  thou,  O  Khig?    Behold, 
Bloodless  are  these  limbs,  and  cold : 
Such  are  mine ;  and  such  shall  be 
Thine  to-morrow,  when  with  me: 
Ere  the  coming  day  is  done. 
Such  shalt  thou  be,  such  thy  son. 
Faro  thee  well,  but  for  a  day, 
Then  we  mix  our  mouldering  clay. 
Thou,  thy  race,  lie  pale  and  low. 
Pierced  bv  shafts  of  many  a  bow ; 
And  the  mlchion  by  thy  side 
To  thy  heart  thy  hand  shall  guide: 
CrowDhBa,  hreathiess,  headless  fell, 
8oD  and  sire,  the  house  of  SanL" 


800  bybon's  foems. 


"  ALL  IS  VANITY,  SAITH  THE  PREACH::^ 

Fame,  wisdom,  love,  and  power  were  min^^^ 

And  health  and  youth  possessed  me ; 
My  goblets  blush*d  from  every  vine, 

And  lovely  forms  caress'd  me ; 
I  smm'd  my  heart  in  beauty's  eyes. 

And  felt  my  soul  grow  tender ; 
All  earth  can  give,  or  mortal  prize, 

Was  mine  of  regal  splendour. 

I  strive  to  number  o*er  what  days 

Remembrance  can  discover. 
Which  all  that  life  or  earth  displays 

Would  lure  me  to  live  over. 
There  rose  no  day,  there  roird  no  hour 

Of  pleasure  unembitter^d ; 
And  not  a  trapping  deck'd  my  power, 

That  gall'd  not  while  it  glittei-'d. 

The  serpent  of  the  field,  by  art 

And  spells,  is  won  from  harming ; 
But  that  which  coils  around  the  heart. 

Oh  !  who  hath  power  of  charming  ? 
It  will  not  list  to  wisdom's  lore. 

Nor  music's  voice  can  lure  it ; 
But  there  it  stings  for  evermore 

The  soul  that  must  endure  it. 


WHEN  COLDNESS  WRAPS  THIS  SUFFERING  C- 

When  coldness  wraps  this  suffering  clay, 

Ah  1  whither  strays  the  immortd  mind? 
It  cannot  die,  it  cannot  stray,  • 

But  leaves  its  darken'd  dust  behind. 
Then,  unembodied,  doth  it  trace 

By  steps  each  planet's  heavenly  way? 
Or  fill  at  once  the  realms  of  space, 

A  thing  of  eyes,  that  all  survey? 

Eternal,  boundless,  undecay*d, 

A  thought  unseen,  but  seeing  all. 
All,  all  in  earth,  or  skies  display'd. 

Shall  it  survey,  shall  it  recall ; 
Each  fainter  trace  that  memory  holds 

So  darkly  of  departed  years, 
In  one  broad  glance  the  soul  beholds, 

And  all,  that  was,  at  once  appears. 

Before  Creation  peopled  earth. 
Its  oye  shall  roll  through  chaos  back  ; 

And  wiaeTe  t\ve  i\irVXias.\.\ifewca  V^«ji  birth, 
The  ap\r\t  tsra^^i^  Vi»  r^sffv^  \.x^jjt2«.^ 
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And  where  the  future  mars  or  makes^ 

Its  glance  dilate  o'er  all  to  be, 
While  sun  is  quench'd  or  system  breaks, 

Fix'd  in  its  own  eternity. 

Above  or  Love,  Hope,  Hate,  or  Fear, 

It  lives  all  passionless  and  pure  : 
An  age  shall  fleet  like  earthly  year ; 

Its  years  as  moments  «hall  endure. 
Away,  away,  without  a  wing. 

O'er  all,  through  all,  its  thought  shall  fly  ; 
A  nameless  and  eternal  thing. 

Forgetting  what  it  was  to  die. 


VISION  OP  BELSHAZZAR. 

The  King  was  on  his  throne. 

The  Satraps  throng'd  the  hall ; 
A  thousand  otig^ht  lamps  shone 

O'er  that  high  festivid. 
A  thousand  oups  of  gold. 

In  Judah  deem'd  divine- 
Jehovah's  vessels  hold 

The  godless  heathen's  wine. 

In  that  same  hour  and  hall. 

The  fingers  of  a  hand 
Came  forth  against  tho  wall. 

And  wrote  as  if  on  sand : 
The  fingers  of  a  man  ; — 

A  solitary  hand 
Along  the  letters  ran. 

And  traced  them  like  a  wand. 

The  monarch  saw,  and  shook. 

And  bade  no  more  rejoice ; 
All  bloodless  wax'd  his  look. 

And  tremulous  his  voice. 
*"'  Let  the  men  of  lore  appear, 

Tho  wisest  of  the  earth, 
And  oxpoimd  the  words  of  fear, 

Which  mar  our  royal  mirth." 

Chaldea's  seers  are  good. 

But  here  they  have  no  skill ; 
And  the  unknown  letters  stood 

Untold  and  awful  still. 
And  Babel's  men  of  age 

Are  wise  and  deep  in  lore ; 
But  now  they  were  not  sage, 

T}2ej^  saw — hut  knew  no  mores. 
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A  oaptive  in  the  land^ 

A  stranger  and  a  youth, 
He  heard  the  king's  comnland. 

He  saw  that  writing*s  truth. 
The  lamps  around  were  bright, 

The  prophecy  in  view ; 
He  read  it  on  that  nighty — 

The  morrow  proved  it  true, 

"Belshaszax^B  grave  is  made. 

His  kingdom  pass'd  away. 
He,  in  the  balance  weigh'd. 

Is  light  and  worthless  clay. 
The  shroud,  his  robe  of  state. 

His  canopy  the  stone  : 
The  Mode  is  at  his  gate  ! 

The  Persian  on  his  throne  I" 


SUN  OP  THE  SLEEPLESS. 

Bun  of  the  sleepless  1  melancholy  star  1 
Whose  tearful  beam  glows  taremiuously  &r, 
That  show'st  the  darkness  thou  canst  not  dispel, 
How  like  art  thou  to  joy  remembered  well ! 
So  gleams  the  past,  the  light  of  other  days. 
Which  shines,  but  warms  not  with  its  powerless  f 
A  night-beam  Sorrow  watcheth  to  behold. 
Distinct,  but  distant— clear — ^but  oh,  how  cold  1 


WERE  MY  BOSOM   AS  FALSE   AS  THOU 
DEEM^ST  IT  TO  BE. 

Were  my  bosom  as  false  as  thou  deem'st  it  to  be, 

I  need  not  have  wandered  from  far  Galilee ; 

It  was  but  abjuring  my  creed  to  efikce 

The  curse  which,  thou  say^st,  is  the  crime  of  my  rao^^ 

If  the  bad  never  triumph,  then  Ood  is  with  thee  1 
If  the  slave  only  sin,  thou  art  spotless  and  free  1 
If  the  Exile  on  earth  is  an  Outcast  on  high. 
Live  on  in  thy  faith,  but  in  mine  I  will  die. 

I  have  lost  for  that  faith  more  than  thou  canst  bestoi^^ 
As  the  God  who  permits  thee  to  prosper  doth  know ; 
In  His  hand  is  my  hoart  and  my  nope— -and  in  thine 
The  Land  and  the  life  which  for  Him  I  refdgiu 
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HEBOF'S  LAMENT  FOB  MABIAMNE. 

Oh,  Mariamne !  now  for  tbee 

The  heart  for  which  thou  bled*st  is  blooding : 
Revenge  is  lost  in  agony. 

And  wild  remorse  to  rage  succeeding. 
Oh,  Mariamne  1  where  art  thou  ? 

Thou  canst  not  hear  my  bitter  pleading. 
Ah  !  couldst  thou — ^thou  wouldst  pardon  now, 

Though  Heaven  were  to  my  prayer  unheeding. 

And  is  she  dead  I — and  did  the;f  dare 

Obey  my  frensy's  jealous  raving  ? 
Mywrath  but  doom'd  my  own  despair : 

The  sword  that  smote  her 's  o'er  me  w8ving.-« 
But  thou  art  cold,  my  murdered  love  I 

And  this  dark  heai*t  is  vainly  craving 
For  her  who  soars  alone  above. 

And  leaves  my  soul  unworthy  saving. 

She's  gone,  who  shared  my  diadem  ; 

She  sunk,  with  her  my  loys  entombing ; 
I  swept  that  flower  from  Juoah's  stem. 

Whose  leaves  for  me  alone  wore  blooming ; 
And  mine's  the  ffuilt,  and  mine  the  hell. 

This  bosom's  aesolation  dooming ; 
And  I  have  eam'd  those  tortures  well, 

Which  unconsumed  are  still  consimiing ! 


ON  THB  DAY  OP  THE  DESTBUOTION  OP 
JBBUSALEM  BY  TITUS. 

From  the  last  hill  that  looks  on  tlnr  once  holy  dome 
I  beheld  thee,  oh  Sion  t  when  render'd  to  Rome  : 
Twas  thy  last  sun  went  down,  and  the  flames  of  thy  fall 
Flash'd  back  on  the  last  glance  I  gave  to  thy  wall. 

I  look'd  for  thy  temple,  I  look'd  for  my  home. 

And  foivot  for  a  moment  my  bondage  to  como ; 

I  beh^d  but  the  death-fire  that  fed  on  thy  fane, 

And  the  finst-letter'd  hands  that  nuule  vengeance  in  ^p. 

On  manv  an  eve,  the  high  spot  whence  I  gaaed 
Had  reneoted  the  last  beam  of  day  as  it  blazed  : 
While  I  stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld  the  decline 
Of  the  n^  from  the  mountain  that  shone  on  thy  shrine. 

And  now  on  that  mountain  I  stood  on  that  day. 
But  I  mark'd  not  the  twilight  beam  melting  away  ; 
Oh  1  would  that  the  JightDing  had  glared  in  it&  stead, 
And  the  thunderbolt  hunt  on  the  conquoror^a  hwwd  \ 
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bub  tnc  gods  of  the  pagan  shall  norer  profane 
The  shrine  where  Jehovah  disdain'd  not  to  reigQ ; 
And  scntfcor'd  and  scom'd  as  Thy  people  maylM^ 
Our  worship,  oh  Father,  is  only  for  Thee. 

BY  THE  RIVERS'  OF  BABYLON  WB  SAT  DOWN  AHD 
WEPT. 

We  sate  down  and  wept  by  the  waten 
Of  Babel,  and  thought  of  the  day 

When  our  foe,  in  the  hue  of  his  slaughterSi 
Made  Salem's  high  places  his  prov ; 

And  yo,  oh  her  desolate  daughters  I 
Were  scatter'd  all  weeping  away. 

While  sadly  we  gazed  on  the  riyor 
Which  roll'd  on  in  freedom  below. 

They  demandeil  the  song ;  but,  oh  never 
That  triumph  the  stranger  shall  know ! 

May  this  right  hand  be  withered  for  ever, 
Lre  it  string  our  high  harp  for  the  foe  1 

On  the  willow  that  han>  is  suspended, 
Oh  Salem  !  its  souna  should  be  free ; 

And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  were  ended 
But  left  me  that  token  of  thee : 

And  ne'er  shall  its  soft  tones  be  blended 
With  the  voice  of  the  spoiler  by  me  1 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB. 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the  fold, 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold ; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars  on  the  sea, 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Gralilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Summer  is  greeOi 
That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were  seoi: 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Autumn  hath  Uovd, 
That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  wither'd  and  strown. 

For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wingfi  on  the  blast, 
And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  pass'd ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax'd  deadly  and  chill, 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heaved,  and  for  ever  grew  stiUt 

And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostrils  all  wide, 
But  through  it  there  roll'd  not  the  breath  oi  his  prido  - 
And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  the  tori^ 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beating  suif. 

And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale. 
With  the  dew  on  his  brow  and  the  rust  on  his  mail; 
And  the  tenia  vreice  o^  %\\c;iit,  tha  banners  akme^ 
Tho  lances  \m\V[V«^,  t\i^  \s>xxa^x\ssJARPira. 
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Jknd  the  widows  of  Ashur  are  loud  in  their  wail, 
Jbid  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 
JLnd  the  mi£^ht  of  the  Gentile^  unsmote  by  the  sword, 
"Hath  meltea  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  Lord  j 


A  SPIRIT  PASSED  BEFORE  MB. 

FBOai  JOB. 

A  8FIBIT  pass'd  before  me :  I  beheld 

The  face  of  immortality  miTeil'd'-r 

Deep  sleep  came  down  on  every  eye  save  mine— 

And  there  it  stood, — all  formless — but  divine : 

Along  my  bones  the  creeping  flesh  did  quake  ; 

And  as  my  damp  hair  stiSeird,  thus  it  spake  : 

''  Is  man  more  iust  than  God  ?    Is  man  more  pure 
Than  He  who  oeems  even  Seraphs  insecure  ? 
Creatures  of  day— vain  dwellers  in  the  dust ! 
The  moth  survives  you,  and  are  ye  more  just  ? 
Things  of  a  day !  you  wither  ere  the  night, 
HeedleBs  and  blind  to  Wisdom's  wasted  hght !" 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

TnBRE  be  none  of  Beauty's  daughters 

With  a  magic  like  thee  ; 
And  like  music  on  the  waters 

Is  thy  sweet  voice  to  me : 
When,  as  if  its  sound  were  causing 
The  charmbd  ocean's  pausing, 
The  waves  lie  still  and  gleaming, 
And  the  luU'd  winds  seem  dreaming. 

And  the  midnight  moon  is  weaving 
Her  bright  chain  o'er  the  deep  ; 

Whose  breast  is  gently  heaving. 
As  an  infant's  asleep  : 

So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee. 

To  listen  and  adore  thee ; 

V/ith  a  full  but  soft  emotion, 

like  the  swell  of  Summer's  ocean. 


THE  SIEGE  OF  COBINTH; 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


"  Thk  prand  array  of  the  Turks  (in  17I6),  under  the  Prime Vlxtotjj 
open  to  themselves  a  way  into  the  heart  of  the  Morea,  and  to  fom  »■* 
siege  of  Napoli  di  Romania,  the  most  consideral^e  place  in  all  ^^£ 
try,*  tliought  it  best,  in  the  first  place,  to  attack  ajrtoth,upoofrW»02 
made  sevei-al  storms.  The  garrison  being:  weakened,  and  the  JotoJJ 
seeing  it  was  impossible  to  hcdd  out  against  so  mighty  a  force,  thoacK* 
fit  to  beat  a  parley :  but  while  they  were  treating  about  the  artidWtO'' 
of  the  magazines  in  the  Turkish  army,  wherein  ihey  had  sli  b^P"*^ 
barrels  of  powder,  blew  up  by  accident,  whereby  six  or  seren  hmpw 
men  were  killed  j  which  so  enraged  the  Infidels,  that  they  would  not  P]JJ 
any  capitulation,  but  stormed  the  place  with  so  mudi  ftiury,  thattheyto* 
it,  and  put  most  of  the  garrison,  with  Signior  Minotti,  the  govcnig,tt 
the  sword.  The  rest,  with  Antonio  fiembo,  proTcditor  extraorantffi V** 
made  prisoners  of  war."— //i«<ory  of  the  Turks,  yol.  Ul.  p.  151. 


*  Napoli  dl  KomaniA  Is  not  now  the  most  oonsldamU*  plaee  in  tt«  KaMt  ^ 
ripolitzA,  where  the  Pacha  resides,  and  maintains  his  gOTunoMBt.  KafoUliMK 
igua.  I  visited  all  tliree  in  1810-11 ;  and,  in  the  coune  of  Jonmeyinr  thiowh  tksoMriV 
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from  my  first  arrivaJ  in'l)W97l  cro(»edl£e  Is^mus^elgh^^ 
the  Morea,  over  the  mountains,  or  In  the  other  direction,  whr- 
Athens  to  that  of  Lepanto.    Both  the  routes  are  plcturesqne 
different :  that  by  sea  hns  mote  t&meneaa ;  bat  Uio  voyaf '  * 
Jand,  And  often  yery  neax  Vt,  pT«mn.\tt  mBcn's  %\.\xMftiL'y« 
^In*,  Poxo,  Jko.,  and  the  cosat  ot  Vtx«  con.Vkn!Mk.V.— B, 


AM<>^ 


the  Morea,  over  the  mountains,  or  In  the  other  direction,  when  passtnffroM  tteQri(<l 

tnresqne  and  beaatifUL  thsiifc  wg 
voyage  belnc  always  wttUa  riM 
««dL^  Msma  of  tlM  Uhadte  mB^ 


THE  SIEGE  OF  CORINTH. 


Many  a  Taaish'd  year  and  age. 

And  tempeet's  breath,  and  battle's  rm. 

Have  swept  o'er  Corinth ;  yet  she  standi 

A  fortress  form'd  to  Freedom's  hands. 

The  whirlwind's  wrath,^  the  earfchqaaace^s  shoek 

Have  left  nntouch'd  her  hoanr  rock, 

The  keystone  of  a  land,  which  still. 

Though  fidl'n,  looks  proudly  on  that  h9l. 

The  landmark  to  the  doable  tide 

That ;  mpling  rolls  on  either  nde, 

As  if  their  waters  chafed  to  meet, 

Yet  pause  and  crouch  beneath  her  feet. 

But  oonld  the  blood  before  her  shed 

ffince  first  Timoleon's  brother  bled, 

Or  baffled  Persia's  despot  fled. 

Arise  from  out  the  earth  which  drai& 

The  stream  of  daughter  as  it  sank. 

That  sanguine  ocean  would  o'erflow 

Her  isthmus  idly  spread  below : 

Or  could  the  bones  of  all  the  sltdn. 

Who  porish'd  there,  be  piled  again, 

That  rival  pyramid  would  rise 

More  mountain-like,  through  those  clear  skioa^ 

Hum  yon  tower-capp'd  Acropolis, 

Which  seems  the  very  douds  to  kiss. 

n. 
On  dun  CSthnron's  ridge  appears 
The  gleam  of  twice  ten  thounand  spears ; 
And  downward  to  the  Isthmian  plain, 
Fnnn  shore  to  share  of  either  main. 
The  toit  is  pitch'd,  the  crescent  shines 
Along  the  Moslem's  leaguering  lines ; 
And  the  dusk  Spahi's  bends  advance 
Beneath  each  bearded  pacha's  glance ; 
And  £m*  and  wide  as  eye  can  reach 
The  turban'd  cohorts  throne  the  beach ; 
And  there  the  Arab's  camel  kneels^ 
And  there  his  steed  the  Tartar  wheels ; 
Hie  Turcoman  hath  left  his  herd,* 
The  sabre  round  his  loins  to  gird ; 

llMlifc  «raM  Taraaanaiu  li  wandalag  aad  pfttriATchal ;  lh«f  dti«U 
Z  2 
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And  there  the  volleying  thunders  pour. 
Till  waves  grow  smoother  to  the  roar. 
The  trench  is  dug,  the  cannon's  hroath 
Wings  the  far  hisising  globe  of  death ; 
Fast  whirl  the  fragments  from  the  wall, 
Which  crumbles  with  the  ponderous  ball ; 
And  from  that  wall  the  foe  replies. 
O'er  dusty  plain  and  smoky  skies. 
With  fires  that  answer  fast  and  well 
The  summons  of  the  Infidel. 

in. 

But  near  and  nearest  to  the  wall 
Of  those  who  wish  and  work  its  fall. 
With  deeper  skill  in  war's  black  art 
Than  Othman's  sons,  and  high  of  heart 
As  any  chief  that  ever  stood 
Triumphant  in  the  fields  of  blood ; 
From  post  to  post,  and  deed  to  deed. 
Fast  spiuring  on  his  reeking  steed. 
Where  sallying  ranks  the  trench  assail. 
And  make  the  foremost  Moslem  quail ; 
Or  where  the  battery,  guarded  well, 
Remains  as  yet  impregnable. 
Alighting  cheerly  to  inspire 
The  soldier  slackening  in  his  fire ; 
The  first  and  freshest  of  the  host 
Which  Stamboul's  sultan  there  can  boast, 
To  guide  the  follower  o'er  the  field, 
To  point  the  tube,  the  lance  to  wield. 
Or  whirl  aroimd  the  bickering  blade  j^ 
Was  Alp,  the  Adrian  renegade ! 

IV. 

From  Venice— once  a  race  of  worth 
His  gentle  sires — he  drew  his  birth ; 
But  Tate  an  exile  from  her  shore. 
Against  his  countrymen  he  bore 
The  arms  they  taught  to  bear ;  and  now 
The  turban  girt  his  shaven  brow. 
Through  many  a  change  had  Corinth  pasi'd 
With  Greece  to  Venice'  rule  at  last ; 
And  here,  before  her  walls,  with  those 
To  Greece  and  Venice  equal  foes. 
He  stood  a  foe,  with  all  the  zeal 
Which  young  and  fiery  converts  feel. 
Within  whose  heated  bosom  throngs 
The  memory  of  a  thousand  wrongs. 
To  him  had  Venice  ceased  to  be 
Her  ancient  civic  boast — "the  Free ;" 
And  in  the  palace  of  St.  Mark 
Unnamed  accusers  in  the  dark 
Within  the  "  "Lion'smoxi^^i''  \i^'^.'^\w5«4 
• .        A  charge  against  "him  \xn«Rwi<A  \ 
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e  fled  in  time,  and  saved  his  life, 

>  waste  his  future  years  in  strife, 

liat  taught  his  land  how  great  her  loss 

L  him  who  i^umph'd  o'er  the  Cross, 

ainst  which  he  reared  the  Crescent  high, 

ad  battled  to  avenge  or  die.  • 

V. 

ramoTirgi — ^he  whose  closing  scene  * 
iom'd  the  triumph  of  Eugene, 
lien  on  Carlowitz*  bloody  plain, 
le  last  and  mightiest  of  the  slain, 
e  sank,  regretting  not  to  die, 
it  cursed  Sie  Christian's  victory — 
mmourgi— can  his  glory  ceaso, 
lat  latest  conqueror  of  Greece, 
11  Christian  hands  to  Greece  restore 
lo  freedom  Venice  gave  of  yore? 
hundred  years  have  roU'd  away 
nee  he  renx'd  the  Moslem's  sway, 
id  now  he  led  the  Mussulman, 
id  gave  the  guidance  of  the  van 
)  Aip,  who  well  repaid  the  trust 
r  cities  levell'd  with  the  dust ; 
id  proved,  by  many  a  deed  of  death, 
ow  firm  his  heart  in  novel  faith. 

VI. 
le  walls  grew  weak  ;  and  fast  and  hot 
raiiist  them  pour'd  the  ceaseless  shot, 
ith  unabating  fuiy  sent 
•cm  battery  to  battlement ; 
id  thunder-like  the  pealing  din 
)so  from  each  heated  culverin  ; 
id  here  and  there  some  crackling  dome 
"as  fired  before  the  exploding  bomb  : 
nd  as  the  fabric  sank  beneath 
le  shattering  shell's  volcanic  breath, 
I  red  and  wreathing  columns  flash'd 
iie  flame,  as  loud  the  ruin  crash' d, 
r  into  countless  meteors  driven, 
s  earth-stars  melted  into  heaven  ; 
''hose  clouds  that  day  grew  doubly  dun, 
npcrvious  to  the  hidden  sun, 
rith  volumed  smoke  that  slowly  grow 
o  one  wido  sky  of  sulphm-ous  hue. 

iraaxa^,  the  foronrite  of  three  snltans,  and  Grand  Vlrfer  to  Achmet  III.,  after 
Peloi)onnesu«  from  the  Venetiaps  in  one  campaign,  was  mortally  wounded  in 
.gainst  the  Germans,  at  the  battle  of  Feterwaradin  (in  the  plain  of  Cnrlowiti.], 
y,  endeavouring  to  rally  his  guards.  He  died  of  his  wounds  next  day.  His  laRt 
the  decapitation  of  General  Brenner,  and  some  other  Gennan  prisonera ;  an^ 
rds, "  Oh  that  I  coxild  thus  serve  all  the  Christian  dogs  I "  a  aj^ecch  and  tM:\TiOX. 
i  of  Caligula.  He  wm  a  young  man  of  great  ambition  and  UT\\x>ui\(\e«\  v^- 
:  OD  beJn^  told  th/it  Prince  Eugene,  then  opposed  to  him,  **  was  a  great  geT\ex«v\,' 
tluU  become  a  greater,  apd  at  bi»  expense." ^ 
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▼n. 
But  not  for  vengeance^  long  dela/d. 
Alone,  did  Alp,  the  renegade. 
The  Moslem  warrioiB  st^iIy  teach 
His  skill  to  pierce  the  pronused  breaoh  I 
Within  those  walls  a  maid  was  pent 
His  hope  would  win,  without  oonseat 
Of  that  inexorable  sire. 
Whose  heart  refiised  mm  in  its  ire, 
When  Alp,  beneath  his  Christian  nanfl^ 
Her  yir^  hand  aspired  to  claim. 
In  happier  mood,  and  earlier  time, 
While  unimpeach*d  for  traitorofus  ctime^ 
Gayest  in  gondola  or  hall. 
He  fflitter*d  through  the  Candval ; 
And  tuned  the  softest  serenade 
That  e'er  on  Adrians  waters  pla/d 
At  midnight  to  Italian  maidC 

vm. 

And  many  deem'd  her  heart  was  won; 
For  sought  by  numbers,  given  to  none, 
Had  young  Francesca*s  hand  remain'd 
Still  by  the  church's  bonds  undhain'd : 
And  when  the  Adriatic  bore 
Lanoiotto  to  the  Paj^im  shore,         ^- 
Her  wonted  smiles  were  seen  to  fiul,  ' 
And  pensive  wax'd  the  maid  and  psde ; 
More  constant  at  confessional. 
More  rare  at  masque  and  festival ; 
Or  seen  at  such,  with  downcast  eyes^ 
Which  conquer'd  heart43  they  ceaewd  to  priMS 
With  listless  look  she  seems  to  gaie ; 
With  humbler  care  her  form  arrays; 
Her  voice  less  lively  in  the  song ; 
Her  step,  though  light,  less  fleet  among 
The  pairs,  on  whom  the  Morning's  gfamot 
Breaks,  yet  unsated  with  the  damoo. 

IX. 
Sent  by  the  state  to  guard  the  land, 
(Which,  wrested  from  the  Moslem's  hand, 
While  Sobieski  tamed  his  pride 
"E^  Buda's  wall  and  Danube's  side^ 
The  chiefs  of  Venice  wrung  away 
From  Patra  to  Eubcea's  bay,) 
Minotti  held  in  Corinth's  towers 
The  Doge's  delop^ted  powers. 
While  yet  the  pitying  eye  of  Peace 
Smiled  o'er  her  long-forgotten  Greece : 
And  ere  that  fiuthlefw  truce  was  broke 
Which  freed  bor  trom  the  unchristian  Jok% 
With  him  1^  gent\e  dMi^XAx  Qax!A\ 
Nor  there,  ainoe  HemeYaoa*  d^xoA 
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laook  her  lord  and  laadf  lo  proftf 
bat  woes  await  on  tewkm  love^ 
kd  fedrer  form  adom'd  the  dioriB! 
An  she,  the  matdilwH  iteMigMV  borob 


to  wan  IB  rmt^  the  ndmi  yawn, 
id,  with  to-monrow'B  earnest  dawn^ 
sr  the  dUfltjointed  mass  shall  vault 
le  foremost  of  the  fierce  assault. 
le  bands  are  lank'd ;  the  chosen  iran 
'  Tartar  and  of  Mmnibnan, 
10  foil  of  hop&  misnamed  ''fbrlom,*^ 
ho  hold  the  thought  of  death  in  soom« 
ad  win  thdr  way  with  fiJchion's  ibroe^ 
r  pave  the  path  with  manj  a  corse, 
er  which  the  following:  brave  nu^r  riset 
heir  stepping-Btone-4he  last  who  dies  r 

zi. 

?l8  midnight:  on  the  mountains  brown 
he  cold  round  moon  shines  deeply^  down  ; 
Sine  nXL  the  waters,  blue  the  sk^ 
Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  hish, 
leqnngled  with  those  isles  of  lignt^ 
k)  wildly,  spiritually  bright ; 
TVho  over  gazed  upon  them  i^inin^, 
l.nd  tum'd  to  earth  without  repining, 
^or  wish'd  for  wings  to  floe  away, 
^d  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  ? 
Phe  waves  on  either  shore  lay  there, 
■'O^,  clear,  and  azure  as  the  air : 
^d  scarce  their  foam  the  pebbles  shook, 
*Qt  murmur'd  meekly  as  tue  brook. 
Je  winds  were  pillow'd  on  the  waves ; 
•he  banners  droop*d  alon^  their  staves, 
^«  as  they  fell  around  uiem  furling, 
-'^^e  them  shone  the  crescent  curing ; 
^d  that  deep  silence  was  unbroke, 
^^o  where  the  watch  his  signal  spoke, 
^^  where  the  steed  neigh'd  oft  and  shrifl, 
**5  ®cho  answer'd  from  the  hill, 
**<*  the  wide  hum  of  that  wild  host 
'^Uod  like  leaves  from  coast  to  coast, 
*  *t>s©  the  Muezzin's  voice  in  air 

**Udni^ht  call  to  wonted  prayer ; 
^^^^^8©,  that  chanted  mournful  strain, 
r^  some  lone  spirit's  o'er  the  plain : 
■••^  musical,  but  sadly  sweet, 
|ph  as  when  winds  and  harp-strings  me<!^ 
^**  take  a  long  unmeasured  tone^ 

iiaortal  minstrelsy  unknown* 
•®em*d  to  those  witbin  the  wall 
^^propbetio  of  their  fall : 
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It  struck  even  the  besieger's  ear 
With  something  ominous  and  drear. 
An  imdofined  and  sudden  thrill. 
Which  makes  the  heart  a  moment  still, 
Then  beat  with  quicker  pulse,  ashamed 
Of  that  strange  sense  its  silence  framed ; 
Such  as  a  sudden  passing-bell 
Wakes,  though  but  for  a  stranger's  knoll 

The  tent  of  Alp  was  on  the  shoro ; 

The  sound  was  hush'd,  the  prayer  was  o'er; 

The  watch  was  set,  the  ni^ht-round  made,. 

AH  mandates  issued  and  ^ey'd : 

'Tis  but  another  anxious  night. 

His  pains  the  moiTow  may  requite 

With  all  revenge  and  love  can  pay, 

lu  guerdon  for  their  long  delay. 

Few  hours  remain,  and  he  hath  need 

Of  rest,  to  nerve  for  many  a  deed 

Of  slaughter ;  but  within  his  soul 

Tlio  thoughts  like  troubled  waters  roll. 

ITo  stood  alone  among  tho  host ; 

Not  his  the  loud  fanatic  boast 

To  plant  the  crescent  o'er  the  cross. 

Or  risk  a  life  with  little  loss, 

Securo  in  Paradise  to  be 

By  Ilouris  loved  immortally : 

Nor  his,  what  burning  patriots  feel, 

The  stern  exaltedness  of  zeal. 

Profuse  of  blood,  untired  in  toil. 

When  battling  on  the  parent  soiL 

ile  stood  alone — a  renegade 

Against  the  country  he  betray'd ; 

Ho  stood  alone  amidst  his  band. 

Without  a  trusted  heart  or  hand : 

They  follow'd  him,  for  he  was  bravo. 

And  great  the  spoil  he  got  and  gave ; 

They  crouch'd  to  him,  for  he  had  skill 

To  warp  and  wield  the  vulgar  will : 

But  still  his  Christian  origin 

With  them  was  little  less  than  sin. 

They  envied  even  the  faithless  fame 

He  eam'd  beneath  a  Moslem  name ; 

Since  he,  their  mightiest  chief,  had  been 

In  youth  a  bitter  Nazarene. 

They  did  not  know  how  pride  can  stoop 

When  baflSed  feelings  withering  droop ; 

They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  bum 

In  hearts  once  changed  from  soft  to  stern  | 

Nor  all  the  false  and  fatal  zeal 

The  convert  of  revenge  can  feel. 

He  ruled  them— man  ma.7  TviL<ft\3fta 

By  ever  daring  to  "be  ^rst. ; 


lovoomwB.  at 


pdttOa,  he  Mb  tttB  pnj, 
A  Tdlnr  yvlliiig  pNMy 
Mvehoio' 


rowi  ftfw'd,  and  hit  polae 
luocwMifie  throbt  ocniTube  j 
n  lide  to  8id0  he  throws 
D  oourtefaip  of  repose; 
■ed^aeoimd,  a  start 
I  nfth  a  srolren  heart. 

on  his  hot  brow  press  d^ 
eSgh'd  lead-like  on  his  broast^ 

wd  kog  beneath  its  wdght 
fes  had  JSiumber  sate^ 
'  ooobh  or  oanopy, 
MBsher  field  and  Bkv 
n%fat  vield  a  warrjor^s  bed, 
ikog  the  hesTen  was  i^roacU 
dt  rest»  he  ooold  not  stay 
tefit  to  wait  for  day, 
hun  finrth  along  the  sand, 
isand  sleepers  strew'd  the  strand, 
f'd  them  f  and  why  should  he 
Ml  than  the  humblest  be  ? 
their  peril,  worse  their  toil, 
37  feaness  dream  of  spoil ; 
lone,  whoro  thousands  pass*d 
sleep,  perchance  their  last, 
gil  wander'd  on, 

all  he  gazed  upon* 

XIV. 
soul  become  more  light 
3  freshness  of  the  night, 
e  silent  sky,  though  calm, 
1  his  brow  with  airy  balm : 
>  camp — before  him  lay, 
TTinding  creek  and  bay, 
ulf ;  and,  on  the  brow 
hill,  unshaken  snow, 
bemal,  such  as  shone 
ousand  summers  brightly  gonCy 
;ulf,  the  mount,  the  clime ; 
nelt,  like  man,  to  time : 

slave  are  swept  away, 

to  wear  before  the  ray ; 
lite  yeil,  the  lightest,  fraflest, 
he  mighty  mount  thou  hailest, 
r  and  tree  ore  torn  and  rent, 
its  craggy  battlement; 
9ak,  in  height  a  cloud, 
ke  a  hovering  shroud^ 
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Th\is  high  by  parting  Freodom  spread. 
As  from  her  fond  abode  she  fled. 
And  lingered  on  the  spot,  where  long 
llor  prophet  spirit  spake  in  song. 
Oh  !  still  her  step  at  moments  falters 
O'er  wither'd  fields  and  ruin'd  altars, 
And  fain  would  wake,  in  souls  too  brtdfiuw 
By  pointing  to  each  glorious  token. 
But  vain  her  voice,  till  better  days 
Dawn  in  those  yet  remomber*d  rays, 
Which  shone  upon  the  Persian  flyingy 
And  saw  the  Spartan  smile  in  dying. 

XV. 

Not  mindless  of  these  mighty  times 
Was  Alp,  despite  his  flight  and  crimes ; 
And  throi^h  this  night,  as  on  he  wander'd, 
And  o'er  the  past  and  present  ponder'd. 
And  thought  upon  the  glorious  dead 
Who  there  in  better  cause  had  bled, 
He  felt  how  feint  and  feebly  dim 
The  fame  that  could  accnio  to  him. 
Who  cheer'd  the  band,  and  waved  the  swotij 
A  traitor  in  a  turban'd  horde ; 
And  led  them  to  the  lawle<M  si^e, 
Whose  best  success  were  sacrilege. 
Not  so  had  those  his  fancy  numbered. 
The  chiefs  whose  dust  around  him  slumbei'd? 
Their  phalanx  marshall'd  on  the  plain, 
Whoso  bulwarks  wore  not  then  in  vain. 
They  fell  devoted,  but  undying ; 
The  very  gale  their  names  seem'd  sighing : 
Tlie  waters  murraur'd  of  their  name  ; 
The  woods  were  peopled  with  their  feme ; 
The  silent  pillar,  lone  and  gray, 
Claim'd  kindred  with  their  sacred  clay ; 
Their  spirits  wrapt  the  dusky  mountain, 
Their  memory  sparkled  o'er  the  fountain ; 
The  meanest  rill,  the  mightiest  river, 
RoU'd  mingling  with  their  fame  for  ever. 
Despite  of  every  yoke  she  bears, 
That  land  is  glory's  still,  and  theirs  ! 
'Tis  still  a  watch-word  to  the  earth : 
When  man  would  do  a  deed  of  worth. 
He  points  to  Greece,  and  turns  to  tr&BAf 
So  sanction 'd,  on  the  tyrant's  head : 
He  looks  to  her,  and  rushes  on 
Where  life  is  lost,  or  freedom  won. 


Still  by  the  shore  Alp  mutely  mused. 
And  woo'd  the  {reshneaa  ii\^\x\.  dsSScvaedL 
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brinks  no  ebb  in  that  tideless  aea,* 

Dhanjgelefis  rolls  eternally ; 

wildest  of  waves,  in  their  angriest  mood, 

jieak  on  the  bounds  of  the  land  for  a  rood  ; 

»  powerless  moon  beholds  them  flow, 

B  if  she  oome  or  go : 

r  high,  in  main  or  bay, 

r  course  she  hath  no  sway. 

$k  unworn  its  base  doth  bare, 

>ks  o'er  the  sort  but  it  comes  not  there ; 

9  ^nge  of  the  foam  may  be  seen  below, 

line  t£at  it  left  long  ages  ago : 

th  short  roace  of  yellow  sand 

a  it  and  the  greener  land. 

.der^d  on,  along  the  beach, 
bin  the  range  of  a  carbine's  reach 
leaguer'd  ml ;  but  they  saw  him  not. 
could  he  'scape  from  the  hostile  shot  f 
iters  lurk  in  tne  Christians'  hold  ? 
leir  hands  grown  stiff,  or  their  hearts  wax'd  cold  1 
not  in  sootn-;  but  from  yonder  wall 
tash'd  no  fire,  and  there  iiiss'd  no  ball, 
.  he  stood  beneath  the  bastion's  frown, 
tnk'd  the  sea-ward  gate  of  the  town ; 
he  heard  the  sound,  and  could  almost  tell 
len  words  of  the  sentinel, 
neasured  step  on  the  stone  below 
.,  as  he  paced  it  to  and  fro  ; 
saw  the  lean  dogs  beneath  the  wall 
er  the  dead  their  carnival, 
1^  and  growling  o'er  carcass  and  limb ; 
ere  too  busy  to  bark  at  him  I 
Tartar's  skull  they  had  stripp'd  the  flesh, 
>eel  the  %  when  its  fruit  is  fresh  ; 
3ir  white  tusks  crunch'd  o'er  the  whiter  skull,  + 
ipp'd  through  thoir  jaws,  when  their  edge  grow  dull, 
'  lazily  mumbled  the  bones  of  the  dead, 
hey  scarce  could  rise  from  the  spot  where  they  fed  ; 
had  they  broken  a  lingering  fast 
lose  who  had  fall'n  for  that  night's  repast, 
p  knew,  by  the  turbans  that  roll'd  on  the  sand, 
smost  of  these  wore  the  best  of  his  band  : 
1  and  green  wore  the  shawls  of  their  wear, 
jh  scalp  had  a  single  long  tuft  of  hair,  J 
rest  were  shaven  and  bare. 

ed  hardly  be  reminded  that  there  are  no  perceptible  tides  In  the 

I  have  seen,  inch  as  deitcrihed,  beneath  the  wall  of  the  Seraglio  at 
the  little  cnrities  worn  by  tlie  Bosphorus  In  the  rock,  a  narrow  terrace 
etwecn  the  wall  and  the  wat^r.    I  think  the  fact  is  also  mentioned  in 
.    The  bodies  were  probably  those  of  suine  reflractory  JauVtaxVea.— B. 
og  lock,  is  left,  troca  a  tnptrslitiou  that  Mabcmet  ^iU  dm-w  \.Yi«m  VuVa 
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Phe  scalps  were  in  the  wild  dog's  maw, 

Tho  hair  was  tangled  round  his  jaw. 

But  close  by  the  shore,  on  the  edgo  of  the  gulf, 

There  sat  a  vulture  flapping  a  wolf. 

Who  had  stolen  from  the  hills,  but  kept  away. 

Scared  by  the  dogs,  £rom  the  human  prey ; 

But  ho  seized  on  his  share  of  a  steed  that  lay, 

Pick'd  by  the  birds,  on  the  svuda  of  the  bay. 

xvn. 
Alp  tum*d  him  from  the  sickening  sight : 
Never  had  shaken  his  nerves  in  fight ; 
But  ho  better  could  brook  to  behold  the  dying, 
Deep  in  the  tide  of  their  warm  blood  lying, 
Scorch'd  with  the  death-thrist,  and  writhing  in 
Than  tho  perishing  dead  who  aro  past  all  pain. 
There  is  something  of  ^rido  in  the  perilous  hour, 
Whate'er  be  the  shapo  in  which  death  may  lower 
For  Fame  is  there  to  say  who  bleeds. 
And  Honour's  eye  on  daring  doods  ! 
But  when  all  is  past,  it  is  humbling  to  tread 
O'er  tho  weltering  field  of  the  tomblcss  dead, 
And  see  worms  of  the  earth,  and  fowls  of  the 
Beasts  of  the  forest,  all  gathering  there ; 
All  regarding  man  as  their  prery, 
All  rejoicing  in  his  decay. 

xvm. 
There  is  a  templo  in  ruin  stands, 
Fashion'd  by  long-forgotten  hands ; 
Two  or  three  columns,  and  many  a  stone. 
Marble  and  granite,  with  grass  o'ergrown ! 
Out  upon  Time !  it  will  leave  no  more 
Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before  ? 
Out  upon  time  !  who  for  ever  will  leave 
But  enough  of  the  past  for  the  futm*e  to  grieve 
O'or  that  which  hath  been,  and  o'er  that  which  XXU8 
What  we  have  seen,  our  sons  shall  sco ; 
Eemnants  of  things  that  have  pass'd  away, 
Fragments  of  stone,  rear'd  by  creatures  of  day » 

XIX. 
He  sate  him  down  at  a  pillar's  base. 
And  pass'd  his  hand  athwart  his  face  ; 
Like  ono  in  dreary  musing  mood. 
Declining  was  his  attitude  ; 
His  head  was  drooping  on  his  brG^t, 
Fever'd,  throbbing,  and  oppress'd  ; 
And  o'er  his  brow,  so  downward  bent, 
Oft  his  boating  fingers  went. 
Hurriedly,  as  you  may  see 
Your  own  run  over  the  ivory  key. 
Ere  the  measured  \/aiio  \^  \Asikeii 
By  the  chords  you  "wovWd  ^^^qbu 
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sate  all  heavily, 

ird  the  night-wind  sigh. 

e  windy  through  some  hollow  stone^* 

soft  and  tender  moan  ? 

his  head,  and  he  look'd  on  the  sea^ 

s  unrippled  as  glass  may  he  ; 

I  on  the  long  grass — ^it  waved  not  a  hlade ; 

that  gentle  sound  convey'd  ? 
I  to  the  banners — each  flag  lay  stilly 
e  leaves  on  Cith»ron's  hill^ 
9lt  not  a  breath  come  over  his  cheek ; 
I  that  sudden  sound  bespeak  ? 
1  to  the  left— is  he  sure  of  sight  ? 
»  a  lady,  youthful  and  bright  1 

XX. 
id  up  with  more  of  fear 
in  arm^d  foe  were  near. 
'  my  fathers  !  what  is  here  f 
thou,  and  wherefore  sent 
hostile  armament  ? " 
bling  hands  refused  to  sign 
I  he  deem'd  no  more  divine : 
asumed  it  in  that  hour, 
nence  wrung  away  the  power. 
— he  saw  :  he  knew  the  face 
y,  and  the  form  of  gi-ace ; 
•ancesca  by  his  side, 
i  who  might  have  been  his  bride ! 

was  yet  upon  her  cheek, 

)w*d  with  a  tenderer  streak  : 

as  the  play  of  her  soft  lips  fled  ? 

;  the  smile  that  enliven'd  their  red. 

a*s  calm  within  their  view, 

r  eye  had  less  of  blue  ; 

ihat  cold  wave  it  stood  still, 

:lance,  though  clear,  was  chill. 

lor  form  a  thin  robe  twining, 

onceal'd  her  bosom  shining  ; 

the  parting  of  her  hair, 

darkly  downward  there, 

ded  arm  show'd  white  and  bare  : 

i^et  she  made  reply, 

raised  her  hand  on  high  ; 

wan,  and  transparent  of  hue, 

it  have  seen  the  moon  shine  through. 

owled^  a  cloM,  thoogh  tin  intentional,  resemblance  In  these  twelve 
in  nnpobliahed  poem  of  Mr.  Coleridge,  called  "  Christabel."  It  waa 
ee  were  written  that  I  heard  that  wild  and  singularly  original  and 
1 ;  and  the  MS.  of  that  production  I  never  saw  till  very  recently,  by 
oleridge  himself,  who,  I  hope,  is  convinced  that  I  have  not  been  a 
e  original  idea  undoubtedly  pertains  to  Mr.  Coleridge,  whose  poem, 
love  fourteen  years.  Let  me  conclude  by  a  hope  that  'h^'wV^  tvoV 
Ical/on  ot  a  production,  of  which  I  can  only  add  11x9  vdS\a  q1  ai>\^T^ 
of/krmon  competent  judges.— 0. 
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XZI. 
"  I  oome  from  my  rest  to  bim  I  love  best, 
That  I  may  be  happy,  and  be  may  be  bleit. 
I  have  poss'd  the  euardB,  the  gate,  the  wall ; 
Sought  thee  in  sarely  through  foes  and  alL 
'Tifl  Baid  the  lion  will  torn  and  flee 
^m  a  maid  in  the  pride  of  her  parity ; 
And  the  Power  on  high,  that  can  shield  tbe  good 
Thus  from  the  tyrant  of  the  wood. 
Hath  extended  its  meroy  to  goard  me  as  weH 
From  the  hands  of  the  leaguering  infidel. 
I  come — and  if  I  come  in  vain. 
Never,  oh  never,  we  meet  again  t 
Thou  hast  done  a  fearful  deed 
In  falling  away  from  thy  fiekther's  creed : 
But  dash  that  turban  to  earth,  and  sign 
The  sign  of  the  cross,  and  for  ever  be  mine ; 
Wring  the  black  drop  from  thy  heart. 
And  to-morrow  unites  us  no  more  to  part" 

''  And  where  should  our  bridal  oonoh  be  ipfeidl 

In  the  midst  of  the  dying  and  the  dead  ? 

For  to-morrow  we  give  to  the  daughter  and  tltta» 

The  sons  and  the  shrines  of  the  Christian  nsiM. 

None,  save  thou  and  thine,  I've  sworn. 

Shall  be  left  upon  the  mom  : 

But  thee  will  I  bear  to  a  lovely  spot. 

Where  our  hands  shall  be  join'd,  and  our  sorrow  tog«* 

There  thou  yet  shalt  be  my  bride. 

When  once  again  I've  quell'd  the  pride 

Of  Venice  ;  and  her  hated  race 

Have  felt  the  arm  they  would  debase. 

Scourge,  with  a  whip  of  scorpions,  those 

Whom  vice  and  envy  made  my  foes." 

Upon  his  hand  she  laid  her  own — 

Light  was  the  touch,  but  it  thrill'd  to  the  bone, 

And  shot  a  chillness  to  his  heart. 

Which  fix'd  him  beyond  the  power  to  start 

Though  slight  was  that  grasp  so  mortal  coW, 

Ho  could  not  loose  him  from  its  hold ; 

But  never  did  clasp  of  one  so  dear 

Strike  on  the  pulse  with  such  feeling  of  fear, 

As  those  thin  fingers,  long  and  white, 

Froze  through  his  blood  by  their  toudi  that  xAf^^ 

The  feverish  glow  of  his  brow  was  gone. 

And  his  heart  sank  so  still  that  it  felt  like  stoBO^ 

As  he  look'd  on  the  faco,  and  beheld  its  hue. 

So  deeply  changed  fh)m  what  he  knew : 

Fair  but  fidnt— -without  the  ray  '- 

Of  mind,  that  made  each  feature  play 

Like  sparkling  waves  on  a  sunny  dav ; 

And  her  motioxAesa  \\\)%  loi^  stVll  aa  <iQath, 

And  her  words  c&xne  ioTmm\iW^\AY\9t«i93a4 
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re  rose  not  a  heave  o'er  her  bosom's  swell. 
re  seem'd  not  a  putee  in  her  yeins  to  dwell. 
her  eye  shone  out,  yet  the  lids  were  fix'd, 
I  fflance  that  it  gave  was  wild  and  unmixf  d 
ight  of  change,  as  the  eyes  may  seem 
esUess  who  walk  m  a  troubled  dream ; 
B  figures  on  arras,  that  gloomily  glare^ 
>y  the  breath  of  the  wintrv  air, 
by  the  dying  lamp's  fitfiil  light, 
,  but  life-like,  and  awfiil  to  sight ; 
seem,  through  the  dimness,  about  to  come  down 
le  shadowy  wall  where  th^  images  frown ; 
y  flitting  to  and  fro, 
pata  on  the  tapestry  oome  and  go. 

i  for  love  of  me  be  given 

ach,  then,  for  the  love  of  heaven,- 

say — ^that  turban  tear 
f  thy  faithless  brow,  and  swear 
ijured  country's  sons  to  spare, 

art  lost:  and  never  shalt  seo — 
th — that  s  past— but  heaven  or  me. 
hou  dost  accord,  albeit 
r  doom  'tis  thine  to  meet» 
om  shall  half  absolve  thy  sin, 
rcy's  gate  may  receive  ihee  within : 
ise  one  moment  more,  and  take 
se  of  Him  thou  didst  forsake ; 
k  once  more  to  heaven,  and  see 
for  ever  shut  from  thee. 

I  a  light  cloud  by  the  moon* — 
sing,  and  will  pass  full  soon — 
he  time  its  vapoury  sail 

ased  her  shaded  orb  to  veil, 
jrt  within  thee  is  not  changed, 
xl  and  man  are  both  avenged ; 

II  thy  doom  be,  darker  still 
imortality  of  ill." 

c'd  to  heaven,  and  saw  on  high 
Q  she  spake  of  in  the  sky  ; 
heart  was  swoU'n,  and  turn'd  aside, 
•  interminable  pride, 
(t  false  passion  of  his  breast 
ke  a  torrent  o'er  the  rest. 
'or  mercy  !  Be  dismay'd  j 
words  of  a  timid  maid  I 


1(1  thiit  the  idea  expressed  from  lines  598  to  6(tS  has  been  admired  by 
ation  is  valnable.  I  am  glad  of  it :  but  it  is  not  original— at  least  not 
md  innch  better  expressed  in  pages  188, 183, 184  of  the  English  TetKlou 
Iget  the  precise  page  of  the  French),  a  work  to  which  I  have  befort 
racur  to,  or  read,  without  a  renewal  of  gratificailon.—B. 
,  tomethiof  like  the  Bame  idea,  and  bearing  a  comparisoix  -vVV.^  \k.VV 
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Hty  wrong'd  by  Venice,  vow  to  save 
Hor  sons,  devoted  to  the  grave  I 
No— though  that  cloud  were  thunder's  woist^ 
And  charged  to  crush  him — ^let  it  burst  1 

He  look'd  upon  it  earnestly. 

Without  an  accent  of  reply ; 

Ho  watch'd  it  passing ;  it  is  flown : 

Full  on  his  eye  the  clear  moon  shone, 

And  thus  he  spake : — "  Whate*er  my  fiite, 

I  am  no  changeUng — ^"tis  too  late ; 

The  reed  in  storms  may  bow  and  quiver. 

Then  rise  again  ;  the  tree  must  shiver. 

What  Venice  made  me,  I  must  be« 

Her  foe  in  all,  save  love  to  thee  : 

But  thou  art  safe :  oh,  fly  with  me !" 

He  tum'd,  but  she  is  gone  ! 

Nothing  is  there  but  the  column  stone. 

Hath  she  sunk  in  the  earth,  or  melted  in  air? 

He  saw  not — ^he  knew  not ;  but  nothing  is  there. 


The  night  is  past,  and  shines  the  sun^ 

As  if  that  mom  were  a  jocund  one. 

Lightly  and  brightly  breaks  away 

The  Morning  from  her  mantle  gray. 

And  the  Noon  will  look  on  a  smtry  day. 

Hark  to  the  trump,  and  the  drum. 

And  the  mournful  soimd  of  the  bai'barous  bora, 

And  the  flap  of  the  banners,  that  flit  as  they're  borne, 

And  tho  neigh  of  the  steed,  and  the  multitude's  hum, 

And  the  clash,  and  the  shout,  "  They  come,  they  come. 

The  horsetails  are  pluck'd  from  tho  ground,  and  tho  s»0fO 

From  its  sheath  ;  and  they  form,  and  but  wait  for  the  won 

Tai"tar,  and  Spahi,  and  Turcoman, 

Strike  your  tents,  and  throng  to  the  van ; 

Mount  ye,  spur  ye,  skirr  the  plain. 

That  the  fugitive  may  flee  in  vain, 

When  ho  breaks  from  the  town  ;  and  none  escape. 

Aged  or  young,  in  tho  Christian  shape  ; 

While  your  follows  on  foot,  in  a  fiery  mass, 

Bloodstain  the  breach  through  which  they  pass. 

The  steeds  are  all  bridled,  and  snort  to  the  rein  J 

Curved  is  each  neck,  and  flowing  each  mane ; 

White  is  the  foam  of  their  champ  on  the  bit : 

Tho  spears  are  upUfted  ;  the  matches  are  Ht ; 

The  cannon  are  pointed,  and  ready  to  roar. 

And  crush  the  wall  they  have  crimibled  before: 

Forms  in  his  phalanx  each  Janizar  ; 

Alp  at  their  head  ;  his  right  arm  is  baic^ 

So  is  tho  blade  of  his  scimitar ; 
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Thie  khan  and  the  pachas  are  all  at  then*  post ; 

The  vizier  himself  at  the  head  of  the  host. 

When  the  culverin's  signal  is  fired^  then  on ; 

Leave  not  in  Corinth  a  living  one — 

A  priest  at  her  altars,  a  chief  in  her  halls, 

A  hearth  in  her  mansions,  a  stone  on  her  walls. 

Gk>d  and  the  prophet— Alia  Hu  1 

Up  to  the  skies  with  that  wild  halloo  1 

"There  the  breach  lies  for  passage,  the  ladder  to  scale ; 
And  your  hands  on  your  sabres,  and  how  should  ye  fail  ? 
He  who  first  downs  with  the  red  cross  may  crave 
His  heart's  dearest  wish ;  let  him  ask  it  and  have !" 

Thus  uttered  Coumourgi,  the  dauntless  vizier ; 
The  reply  was  the  brancUsh  of  sabre  and  spear. 
And  the  shoat  of  fierce  thousands  in  joyous  ire  :— 
Silenoe— hark  to  the  signal— fire  1 

TxIIf^ 

As  the  wolves,  that  headlong  go 

On  the  stately  bufihlo, 

Thoiurh  with  fiery  eyes,  and  angry  roar. 

And  hoofi  that  stamp,  and  horns  that  gore. 

He  tramples  on  earth,  or  tosses  on  high 

The  foremost^  who  rush  on  his  strength  but  to  did  ; 

Thus  against  the  wall  they  went. 

Thus  the  first  were  backward  bent ; 

Many  a  bosom,  sheathed  in  brass, 

Strew'd  the  earth  like  broken  glass, 

Shiver'd  by  the  shot,  that  tore 

The  ground  whereon  they  moved  no  more : 

Even  as  they  fell,  in  files  they  lay, 

like  the  mower's  grass  at  the  close  of  day. 

When  his  work  is  done  on  the  lovell'd  plain ; 

8uoh  was  the  &U  of  the  foremost  slain. 

XXIV. 
As  the  spring-tides,  with  heavy  splash. 
From  the  clifb  invading  dash 
Huge  fingments.  sapp'd  by  the  ceaseless  flow, 
TUTwhite  and  thundering  down  they  go, 
lake  the  avalanche's  snow 
On  the  Alpme  vales  below ; 
Thus  at  length,  outbreathed  and  worn, 
Corinth's  sons  were  downward  borne 
Bt  the  long  and  oft-renew'd 
Chaxige  of  the  Moslem  multitude. 
In  firmness  they  stood,  and  in  masses  they  fell, 
Heap'd,  by  the  host  of  the  infidel. 
Hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot : 
Nothing  there,  save  death,  was  mute ; 
Stroke,  and  thrust^  and  fiash^  and  cry 
For  quarter,  or  for  victory. 
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Mingle  there  with  the  vollejing  thunder, 

Which  makes  the  distant  aties  wonder 

How  the  Bounding  battle  goes^ 

If  witii  them,  or  for  their  foea ; 

If  they  must  mourn,  or  may  rejoice 

In  that  annihilating  voice. 

Which  pierces  the  deep  hills  through  and  tlirongfi 

Witii  an  echo  dread  and  new : 

You  might  have  heard  it,  on  that  day, 

0*er  SalamiB  and  M^^ara ;  , 

r^e  have  heard  the  hearers  say,) 

Eyen  unto  Firaus  bay. 

zzy. 

From  the  point  of  encountering  blades  to  the  liSt 

Sabres  and  swords  with  blood  were  gpi ; 

But  the  rampart  is  won,  and  the  spoil  begtm, 

And  all  but  the  after-carnage  done. 

Shriller  shrieks  now  minglins  come 

From  within  the  plunder  d  oome : 

Hark  to  the  haste  of  flying  feet. 

That  splash  in  the  blood  of  the  slippeiy  street; 

But  hero  and  there,  where  'vanta^-groond 

Against  the  foe  may  still  be  fomio^ 

Desperate  groups,  of  twelve  or  ten^ 

Make  a  pause,  and  turn  again — 

With  banded  backs  apdnst  the  wall. 

Fiercely  stand,  or  fighting  fJEkU. 

There  stood  an  old  man — ^his  hairs  were  while. 

But  his  veteran  arm  was  full  of  miffht : 

So  gallantly  bore  he  the  brunt  of  me  fray. 

The  dead  before  him,  on  that  day, 

In  a  semicircle  lay ; 

Still  he  combated  unwounded. 

Though  retreating,  unsurroundod. 

Many  a  scar  of  former  fight 

Lurk'd  beneath  his  corselet  bright ; 

But  of  overv  wound  his  body  bore, 

Koch  and  all  had  been  ta'en  before : 

Though  aged,  he  was  so  iron  of  limb. 

Few  of  our  youth  could  cope  with  him  J 

And  the  foes,  whom  he  singly  kept  at  bay, 

Outnumber'd  his  thin  hairs  of  silver  gray. 

From  right  to  left  his  sabre  swept : 

Many  an  Othman  mother  wept 

Sons  that  were  unborn,  when  dipp*d 

His  weapon  first  in  Moslem  gore. 

Ere  his  years  could  count  a  score. 

Of  all  he  might  have  been  the  siro 

Who  fell  that  dav  beneath  his  ire  : 

JPor,  soulosa  \©ft  long  -jeocre Ck^ji, 

His  wrath  made  man^  a  (^v\d\ce&\»^\ 
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inoe  the  day,  when  in  Um  itnit* 

tHj  boy  had  nMt  his  fatoj 

anni's  iron  hand  did  doom 

than  a  human  hecatomb. 

dee  by  carnage  be  appeaMdf 

cln^  BK^t  lets  waa  pleased 

hii^  i^^'s  ion,  who  died 

«  Asia'a  bomids  and  onrtf  divide. 

d  he  lay,  where  thousands  before 

houands  of  years  were  inhmned  on  the  sbcrc  * 

softhemisleft^totell 

«they  lie,  and  how  they  fellt 

kstone  on  their  turi^  nor  a  bone  in  their  graves ; 

bey  lire  in  the  verse  that  immortally  aavw. 

ZXVIi 

totiMADahahmitl  abaad 

e  Mnasolman  brayest  and  best  Is  at  hand ; 

■leader^s  nervous  arm  Is  bare, 

arte  smite,  and  never  to  sparch- 

lihed  to  the  shoolder  it  waves  them  on ; 

hi  the  fiffht  is  he  ever  known : 

1  a  ganmer  garb  may  show, 

n^  the  spcm  of  the  greedy  Ibe ; 

'  a  hand 's  on  a  richer  hilt^ 

L0D6  on  a  steel  more  niddily  gilt ; 

•  a  loftier  turban  may  wear, — 

1  bat  known  bv  the  white  arm  bare ; 

through  the  thick  of  the  fight,  'tis  there ! 

1 18  not  a  standard  on  that  shore 

ill  advanced  the  ranks  before ; 

I  is  not  a  banner  in  Moslem  war 

.are  the  Delis  half  so  £eu*  ; 

ncos  like  a  falling  star ! 

e'er  that  mighty  arm  is  seen, 

ravest  be,  or  late  have  been ; 

)  the  craven  cries  for  quarter 

7  to  the  vengeful  Tartar ; 

9  hero,  silent  lying, 

B  to  3deld  a  groan  in  dying ; 

irinff  Ms  lost  feeble  blow 

it  tne  nearest  lovoll'd  foe 

^  fiiant  beneath  the  mutual  wonnd, 

>liog  on  the  gory  ground. 

2XVII. 
he  old  man  stood  erect, 
Up's  career  a  moment  check'd. 

Id  thee,  Minotti ;  quarter  take, 
2ue  own,  thy  daughter's  sake." 

Uau  Mt  tb0  mouth  of  tbo  DardaaOlm,  betWMB  tLe  Ye&el&Mll  txiA  \ 

y2 
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"  Nerer,  reoeeado,  never  I 

Though  the  li&  of  thy  gift  would  last  fiir  ev«r.* 

*'  Francesca ! — Oh.  my  promised  bride  I 
Must  she  too  perish  by  thy  pride  f " 

"Sheissafe."— "Wheret  where?"— "In h«v«I 
From  whence  thy  traitor  soul  is  driven— 
Far  from  thee,  and  undefiled." 
Grimly  then  Minotti  smiled. 
As  he  saw  Alp  staggering  bow 
Before  his  words,  as  with  a  blow. 

«0h  God !  when  died  she?"— "  Yestendfi^  • 
Nor  weep  I  for  her  spirit's  flight : 
None  of  my  pure  race  shall  be 
Slaves  to  Mahomet  and  thee — 
Come  on ! " — ^That  ohallenffe  is  in  vain- 
Alp  's  already^  with  the  slain ! 
While  Biinotti's  words  were  wreaking 
More  revenee  in  bitter  speaking 
Than  his  falchion's  point  had  found. 
Had  the  time  allow  d  to  wound. 
From  within  the  neighbouring  porch 
Of  a  long-defended  onuroh. 
Where  the  last  and  desperate  few 
Would  the  failing  fight  renew. 
The  sharp  shot  cUtsh'd  Alp  to  the  ground ; 
Ere  an  eye  could  view  the  wound 
That  crashed  through  tiie  brain  of  the  inflda^ 
Bound  he  spim,  and  down  he  fell ; 
A  flash  like  fire  within  his  eyes 
Blazed,  as  he  bent  no  more  to  rise. 
And  then  eternal  darkness  sunk 
Through  all  the  palpitating  trunk ; 
Nought  of  life  letb,  save  a  quivering 
Where  his  limbs  were  slightly  is^Yering : 
They  tum'd  him  on  his  back ;  his  breut 
And  brow  were  stain'd  with  gore  and  duslp 
And  through  his  lips  the  life-olood  ooxed^ 
From  its  deep  veins  lately  loosed ; 
But  in  his  pmse  there  was  no  throb. 
Nor  on  his  lips  one  dying  sob ; 
Sigh,  nor  word,  nor  struggling  breath 
Heralded  his  way  to  death  : 
Ere  his  very  thought  could  pray, 
Unaneled  he  pass  d  away. 
Without  a  hope  from  mercy's  aid,-* 
To  the  last — a  Een^gade. 

zxvni. 
Fearfully  the  yell  arose 
Of  his  followers,  and  his  foes ; 
These  in  Joy,  la  {ury  t\io«&  \ 
Then  again  in  conAict  rnxnn^. 
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swordi^  and  spean  tramfizliig^ 

Dged  th«  Uow  and  thniafe^ 

waniora  ia  the  dust. 

r  afcreet^  and  foot  bj  fbot^ 

otii  dareadiqnxto 

It  portion  of  the  land 

Bath  his  high  oommand  ; 

n,  aidinff  heart  and  han^ 

nant  of  nis  gallant  bond. 

le  dhnroh  is  tenable, 

issued  late  the  fitted  ban 

f  avenged  the  dt/s  fitll, 

AlfL  mr  fleroe  assailant,  feQ  ;  . 

bending  sternly  beck» 

^Te  before  a  bloody  track ; 

\h  their  &ces  to  the  foe^ 

wounds  with  evenr  blow, 

if,  and  his  retreal^  tredn, 

hose  within  the  fime ; 

ley  yet  may  breathe  awhile^ 

I  by  the  massy  pile. 

eathing-time !  the  torban'd  host» 
ded  lanhs  and  raging  boasty 
wards  with  snch  strengfth  and  hoat» 
imbers  balk  their  own  retreat ; 
"ow  the  way  that  led  to  the  spot 
till  the  Christians  jdelded  not ; 
•  f<Nremost,  if  fearful,  may  vainly  try, 
I  the  massy  column  to  turn  and  fly ; 
ribrce  must  do  or  die. 
> ;  but  ere  their  eyes  could  close, 
8  o'er  their  bodies  rose ; 
id  furious,  fast  they  fill 
a  unthinn'd  though  slaughtered  etili 
it  the  weary  Christians  wax 
tie  still  renewed  attacks : 
T  the  Othmans  gain  the  gate ; 
sts  its  iron  weight, 
t,  all  deadly  aim'd  and  hot, 
ery  crevice  comes  the  shot ; 
ery  shatter'd  vdndow  pour 
Bys  of  the  sulphurous  shower 
portal  wavering  grows  and  weak'* 
yields,  the  hinges  creak — 
—it  falls— and  all  is  o'er ; 
inth  may  resist  no  more  1 

sternly,  and  all  alone, 
stood  o*er  the  altar  stone : 
\*B  face  upon  bim  sbono^ 
'a  heavenly  hues  ahov^. 
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Witb  eyes  of  light  and  looks  of  lore ; 
And  placed  uxym  that  holy  shrine 
To  fix  our  thoughts  on  things  divine^ 
When  pictured  there,  we  kneeling  sea 
Her,  and  the  boy-God  on  her  koM^ 
Smiling  sweetlv  on  each  prater 
To  heaven,  as  if  to  waft  it  tnere. 
Still  she  smiled ;  even  now  she  smUeSy 
Though  daughter  streams  along  her  aidat 
Minotti  lifted  his  aged  eye. 
And  made  the  sign  of  a  cross  with  a  aish, 
Then  seized  a  torch  which  biased  thereoy ; 
And  still  he  stood,  while,  with  steel  and  " 
Inward  and  onward  the  Muasolmaa 


TTTT. 

The  vaults  beneath  the  mosaic  stone 
OonUunM  the  dead  of  ages  gone  ; 
Thoir  names  were  on  the  graven  floofj 
But  now  illegible  with  gore ; 
The  carved  crests,  and  curious  hues 
'ITie  varied  marble's  veins  diffuse. 
Were  smeared,  and  slipperv — stain'd,  and 
With  broken  swords,  and  nelms  overthrown 
There  were  dead  above,  and  the  dead  below 
Lay  cold  in  many  a  coffin'd  row ; 
You  might  see  them  piled  in  sable  states 
By  a  pale  light  through  a  gloomy  grate ; 
But  War  had  enter'd  their  dark  caves. 
And  stored  along  the  vaulted  graves 
Her  sulphurous  treasures,  thickly  spread 
In  masses  by  the  fleshless  dead  : 
Here,  throughout  the  siege,  had  been 
The  Christian's  chiefest  magazine ; 
Te  these  a  late-form'd  train  now  led, 
Minotti's  last  and  stem  resource, 
Against  the  foe's  o'orwhelming  foroe. 

TTYTT, 

The  foe  came  on,  and  few  remain 
To  strive,  and  those  must  strive  in  vain  t 
For  lack  of  further  lives,  to  slake 
The  thirst  of  vengeance  now  awake. 
With  barbarous  blows  Uiey  gash  the  daa^ 
And  lop  the  already  lifeless  head. 
And  fell  the  statues  fix)m  their  niche. 
And  spoil  the  shrines  of  offerings  ri<m. 
And  from  each  other's  rude  hands  wrest 
The  silver  vessels  saints  had  bleaa^d. 
To  the  high  altar  on  they  go  ; 
Oh|  but  it  made  a  glorious  show  I 
On  its  table  stm  behoV^L 
The  oup  of  coBBeoca.\A^  ^^^^^^^ 
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ICasBy  and  deep,  a  glittering  prize. 

Brightly  it  sparkles  to  pluDvlererSi*  eyes : 

That  mom  it  held  the  hol^  wine, 

CSonverted  by  Christ  to  His  blood  so  divine. 

Which  His  worshippers  drank  at  the  break  of  day. 

To  shrive  their  souls  ere  they  join'd  in  the  fray. 

Still  a  few  drops  within  it  lay ; 

And  round  the  saored  table  ^low 

Twcdve  lofty  lamps,  in  splendid  row, 

From  the  purest  metal  cast ; 

A  spoU— the  richest,  and  the  last. 

80  near  they  came,  the  nearest  stretched 
Tograsp  the  spoil  he  almost  reach' d. 

When  old  lunotti's  hand 
Touch'd  with  a  torch  the  train — 

'Tis  fired! 
Spire,  vaults,  and  shrine,  the  spoil,  the  slain. 

The  turban'd  victors,  the  Christian  bond, 
All  that  of  living  or  d^ul  remain, 
Hurl'd  on  high  with  the  shivered  fiajie, 

In  one  wild  roar  expired ! 
The  shattered  town,  the  walls  thrown  down-* 
The  waves  a  moment  backward  bent — 
The  hills  that  shake,  although  unrent, 

As  if  an  earthquake  pass'd — 
The  thousand  shapeless  tninfls  all  driven 
In  cloud  and  flame  athwart  me  heaven. 

By  that  tremendous  blast — 
Proclaim'd  the  desperate  conflict  o'er 
On  that  too  lon^  afflicted  shore  : 
Up  to  the  sky  hke  rockets  go 
AU  that  mingled  there  below : 
Many  a  tall  and  ^odlv  man, 
Soorch'd  and  shnvell'd  to  a  span. 
When  he  fell  to  earth  again 
Like  a  cindei*  strew'd  the  plain : 
Down  the  ashes  shower  like  rain  ; 
Some  fell  in  the  gulf,  which  received  the  sprinklet 
With  a  thousand  circling  wrinkles  ; 
Some  fell  on  the  shore,  but,  far  away. 
Scattered  o'er  the  isthmus  lay ; 
Christian  or  MosU)m,  which  be  they  t 
Let  their  mothers  see  and  say  i 
When  in  cradled  rest  they  lay. 
And  each  nursing  mother  smiled 
On  the  sweet  sleep  of  her  child, 
Little  deem'd  she  such  a  day 
Would  rend  those  tender  limbs  away. 
Not  the  matrons  that  them  bore 
Could  discern  their  oSspring  more  ( 
That  one  moment  left  no  trace 
Horo  of  human  form  or  fieboe 
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Save  a  soatter'd  scalp  or  bone : 
And  down  camo  blamnfi:  rafters^  stxown 
Around^  and  many  a  raliing  stone^ 
Deeply  dinted  in  the  day. 
All  Dlacken'd  there  and  reekine  laj. 
All  the  living  things  that  heard 
That  deadly'earth-shock  disappear'd : 
The  wild  birds  flew ;  the  wild  dogs  fled, 
And  howling  left  the  unburied  dead ; 
The  camels  from  their  keepers  broke ; 
The  distant  steer  forsook  theryoko— 
The  nearer  steed  plimgod  o'er  the  plain. 
And  burst  his  girth,  and  tore  his  rein ; 
The  bull-frog*s  note,  from  out  the  marsh, 
Dcep-moutnd  arose,  and  doubly  harsh ; 
Tho  woItos  ycU'd  on  the  oavem  d  hill 
Whore  echo  roU'd  in  thunder  still ; 
Tho  jackal's  troop,  in  gathex'd  cry,* 
Bay'a  from  afar  compl^ingly. 
With  a  mix'd  and  moumfrd  sound, 
Liko  crying  babe,  and  beaten  hound; 
With  sudden  wing,  and  ruffled  breast^ 
The  eagle  left  his  rocky  nest, 
And  mounted  nearer  to  the  sun. 
The  clouds  beneath  him  seem'd  so  dun ; 
Their  smoke  assail'd  his  startled  beak. 
And  made  him  higher  soar  and  shriedc— 
Thus  was  Corinth  lost  and  won  1 
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•  O  LMhiTinuTim  fong,  tenen  ncTM 
Dnoentiam  ortm  ex  animo :  q:ii»ter 
Felix  1  in  imo  qui  seatentem 
Pectore  te,  pik  JKjmpbm,  wboAV 

There's  not  a  joy  the  world  can  give  like  that  it  takes  »i^ 
When  the  glow  of  early  thought  declines  in  feeling's  ^  °Ji 
'Tis  not  on  youth's  smooth  cheek  the  blush  alone,  irhidiv* 

fast. 
But  the  tender  bloom  of  heart  is  gone,  ere  youth  itself  bep 

Then  the  few  whose  spirits  float  above  the  wreck  of  ^ajfli^ 
Are  driven  o'er  the  shoals  of  guilt  or  ocean  of  excess: 
The  magnet  of  their  course  is  gone,  or  only  points  in  vaitt 
The  shore  to  which  their  shiver  d  sail  shall  never  sbretoh  tp 

*  I  bellere  I  liATe  taken  »  VM^eA  YtoeDM  V»  taaDanUnt  fh*  >ckd  tnmj^ 
Qnece  I  nerer  saw  nor  heaid  theae  a'n\TniiA»  ;  \ra^  «i&jotDft\3iM  raaaaJLliii— 1*^ 
tttin  by  hnndredi.   They  hannh  xQ)s»t  •nA.liAknr  eKoSML— B« 
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nortal  ooIdnMB  of  Um  Kml  like  death  itoelf  eomei 

im: 

A  for  othen'  woas,  it  dare  not  dream  ite  own ; 

ohUl  has  firoxen  o'er  the  fountain  of  our  team, 

I  the  ^e  may  sparkle  still,  'tis  where  the  ioe  i^poart. 

may  flash  fhnn  flnent  lips,  and  mirth  distract  the 

UhSght  honn  that  yield  no  more  their  former  hope 

rest; 

vy-toaves  annmd  the  min'd  turret  wreath. 

Ml  wildly  fresh  without,  but  worn  and  gray  beneath. 

[  iSMl  as  I  have  felt,  or  be  what  I  have  been, 

I  could  once  have  wept,  o'er  many  a  vanishM  scene ; 

in  doBBria  found  seem  sweet,  all  braddsh  though 

bc^ 

» withec'd  waste  of  life,  those  tears  would  flow  to  meir 


PARISINA» 


SOROPB   BBRDMORE   DAVIES,  BS(>,        |l 

THB  FOLLOWma  POEM  IS  INSOBIQia), 

IT  on  WHO  RJlB  LOSO  ASXIKBD  bis  CJlKBVXS  AMD  TALinP  A 
VUXVSBHIP. 


ADVERTISEMENT, 

Tub  following^  poem  is  grounded  on  a  drcumstance  BMBttoorf  ^ 
Gibbon's  '*  Antiquities  of  the  House  of  Brunswick."  I  am  awmi  ^^ 
modem  times  the  delicacy  or  fastidiousness  of  the  reader  maj  deem  fi^ 
subjects  unfit  for  the  purposes  of  poetry.  The  Greek  dramatists,  and  aoB* 
of  the  best  of  our  old  English  writers,  were  of  a  different  opinion:  ai  Atf>i 
and  Schiller  have  also  been,  more  recently,  upon  the  CkMitinent  T^ 
following  extract  will  explain  the  raot«  on  which  the  story  tefoondBd.  tl» 
name  of  Azo  is  substituted  for  Nicholas,  as  more  metrical. 

**  Under  the  reign  of  Nicholas  III.,  Ferrara  was  polluted  with  adoBOtto 
tragedy.  By  the  testimony  of  an  attendant,  and  his  own  obserfatkVf  ^ 
Marquis  of  Este  discovered  the  incestuous  loves  of  his  wife  HMB»,vd 
Hugo  his  bastard  son,  a  beautiful  and  valiant  youth.  They  were  behead* 
in  the  castle  by  the  sentence  of  a  father  and  husband,  who  pnbBakedkii 
shame,  and  survived  their  execution.  He  was  unfortunate,  If  tttf**" 
guilty;  if  they  were  innocent,  he  was  still  more  unfortunate)  noriit^ 
any  possible  situation  in  which  1  can  sincerely  approve  the  last  aet  rf^ 
Justice  of  a  parent.*'— 6{66on'c  MUeelUmeoua  Works,  voL  lii.  p.  47*^ 


*  The  fiifition  which  tlMpretent  poem  wMgrotrndedai*  to  Iwfiw&l  la  ikM^*' 


( 
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It  is  the  homrwliexi  from  the  boughs 

The  nightingale's  high  note  is  heard ; 
It  is  the  hour  when  lovers*  vows 

Seem  sweet  in  every  whisper'd  word ; 
And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near. 
Make  music  to  the  lonely  ear. 
Each  flower  the  dews  have  lightly  wet. 
And  in  the  sky  the  stars  are  met, 
And  on  the  wave  is  deeper  blue. 
And  on  the  leaf  a  browner  hue. 
And  in  the  heaven  that  cleai'  obscure. 
So  sofUy  dark,  and  darkly  pure. 
Which  follows  the  decline  of  day, 
As  twilight  melts  beneath  the  moon  away* 


But  it  is  not  to  list  to  the  waterfiatll 

That  Parisina  leaves  her  hall, 

And  it  is  not  to  gaze  on  the  heavenly  light, 

That  the  lady  walks  m  the  shadow  of  night ; 

And  if  she  sits  in  Este's  bower, 

*Tis  not  for  the  sake  of  its  full-blown  flower — 

She  listens— but  not  for  the  nightingale — 

Though  her  ear  expects  as  soft  a  tale. 

There  glides  a  step  through  the  foliage  thick. 

And  her  cheek  grows  pale — and  her  heart  beats  qnickt 

There  whispers  a  voice  through  the  rustling  leaves. 

And  her  blush  returns,  and  her  bosom  heaves : 

A  moment  more — and  they  shall  meet — 

'Tis  past — ^her  lover 's  at  her  feet. 

m. 
And  what  nnto  them  is  the  world  beside, 
"With  all  its  change  of  time  and  tide  ? 
Its  living  things — its  earth  and  sky — 
Are  notmng  to  their  mind  and  eye. 
And  heedless  as  the  dead  are  they 

Of  aught  around,  above,  beneath. 
As  if  all  else  had  pass'd  away, 

Tbey  only  for  each  other  hroathe  ; 
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Their  very  sighs  ore  ftill  of  joy 

So  deep,  imt  did  it  not  decay, 
Tliat  happy  madness  would  destroy 

Tho  hearts  which  feel  its  fiery  sway  I 
Of  giiilt,  of  peril,  do  they  deem 
In  Uiat  tumultuous  tender  dream  ? 
Who  that  have  fidt  that  passion's  power. 
Or  paused,  or  fear'd,  in  such  an  hourt 
Or  thought  how  brief  such  moments  last? 
But  yet — ^they  are  already  past. 
Alas  !  we  must  awake  before 
We  know  such  vision  comes  no  more. 

IV. 

With  many  a  lingering  look  they  leave ' 

The  spot  of  guilty  ^adness  past ; 
And  though  they  hope,  and  vow,  they  gdef% 

As  if  that  parting  were  the  last. 
The  frequent  sigh — ^the  long  embrace — 

Tho  lip  that  there  would  cling  for  ever, 
Wliile  gleams  on  Parisina's  flEUie 

The  Heavec  she  fears  will  not  foi^ve  her* 
As  if  each  calmly  conscious  star 
Beheld  her  frailty  from  a&r — 
The  frequent  sign,  the  long  embrace. 
Yet  binds  them  to  their  ti^ting-plaoe. 
But  it  must  come,  and  they  muit  part 
In  fearful  heaviness  of  heart. 
With  all  the  deep  and  shuddering  chill 
Which  follows  £Eist  the  deeds  of  iU. 

V. 

And  Hugo  is  gone  to  his  lonely  bed. 

To  covet  there  another*s  bride ; 
But  she  must  lay  her  conscious  head 

A  husband*s  trusting  heart  beside. 
But  fever'd  in  her  sleep  she  seems. 
And  red  her  cheek  with  troubled  dreanu^ 

And  mutters  she  in  her  unrest 
A  name  she  dare  not  breathe  by  day, 

And  clasps  her  lord  unto  the  breast 
Which  pants  for  one  away : 
And  he  to  that  embrace  awakes. 
And,  happy  in  the  thought,  mistakes 
That  dreaming  sigh,  and  warm  caress, 
For  such  as  he  was  wont  to  bless  ; 
And  could  in  very  fondness  weep 
O'er  her  who  loves  him  even  in  deep. 

VI. 

He  clasp'd  her  sleephig  to  his  heart, 
And  listen'd  to  each  broken  word : 

He  hears— Why  doth  Prince  Aro  start. 
As  if  the  ArchangeVa  NoVQeYka^iou^X 

And  well  he  mav*~a  deepev  ^ootbl 

Ck>uld  scarcely  ttmndoT  tf  etYjaa  V«n!^>, 
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When  he  shall  wake  to  sleep  no  more, 
And  stand  the  eternal  throne  beforo. 
And  wdl  he  may— his  earthly  peace 
Upon  that  sound  is  doom'd  to  cease. 
That  sleeping  whisper  of  a  name 
Bespeaks  ner  guilt  and  Azo's  shame. 
And  whose  that  name?  that  o'er  his  pillow 
Sounds  feurful  as  the  breaking  billow. 
Which  rolls  the  plank  upon  the  shore. 

And  dashes  on  the  pomted  rock 
The  wretch  who  sinks  to  rise  no  more, — 

So  came  upon  his  soul  the  shock. 
And  whose  that  name  ?  'tisHu^'s — ^his~ 
In  sooth  he  had  not  deem'd  of  this ! — 
'TIS  Hugo'a— he,  the  child  of  one 
He  loved— his  own  all-evil  son — 
The  ofbpring  of  his  wayward  youth^ 
When  he  betray'd  Bianca's  truth. 
The  maid  whose  folly  could  confide 
In  him  who  made  her  not  his  bride. 


He  plack'd  his  poniard  in  its  sheath. 

But  sheath'd  it  ere  the  point  was  bare~ 
Howe'er  unworthy  now  to  breathe. 
He  could  not  slay  a  thing  so  £air—    ^ 
At  least,  not  smiling— sleeping — ^thei-e— 
N^  more :— ^he  did  not  wake  her  then, 
But  gazed  upon  her  with  a  glance, 
Which,  had  she  roused  her  from  her  tranco^ 
Had  firozen  her  sense  to  sleep  again — 
And  o*er  his  brow  the  burning  lamp 
01eam*d  on  the  dew-drops  big  and  damp. 
She  spi^e  no  more— but  still  she  dumber'd — 
While,  in  his  thought,  her  days  are  numbcr'd. 

vm. 

And  with  the  mom  he  sought,  and  found. 

In  many  a  tale  from  those  around. 

The  proof  of  all  he  fear'd  to  know,— 

Their  present  guilty  his  future  woe ; 

The  long-conniving  damsels  seek 
To  save  themse^es,  and  would  transfer 
The  ffuilt— the  shame— the  doom — to  Lesr  3 

Conceaunent  is  no  more — ^they  speak 

All  circumstance  which  may  compel 

Full  credence  to  the  tale  they  tell : 

And  Azo's  tortured  heart  and  ear 

Have  nothing  more  to  feel  or  fear. 

IX. 

He  was  not  one  who  brook'd  delay : 
THthin  the  chamber  of  his  state, 

The  chief  of  Este'z  ancient  sway 
Upon  hit  throne  of  judgment  sate 
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His  nobles  and  his  ^^oords  are  there/— 
Before  hUn  is  the  smful  pair ; 
Both  young, — and  one  how  paBidnff  fair 
With  BwoKlless  belt,  and  fettei'd  hand, 
Oh,  Christ!  that  thus  a  son  should  stand 

Before  a  £etther^s  faoe ! 
Yet  thus  must  Hugo  meet  his  sire^ 
And  hear  the  sentence  of  his  ire^ 

The  tale  of  his  disgrace  1 
And  yet  he  seems  not  overcome, 
Although^  as  yet,  his  voice  be  dumb. 

z. 
And  still,  and  pale,  and  silently 

Did  Parisina  wait  her  doom ; 
How  changed  since  last  her  speaking  eye 

Glanced  gladness  roimd  the  glittering  rooi% 
Where  high-bom  men  were  proud  to  wait- 
Where  Beauty  watch'd  to  imitate 

Her  gentle  voice— her  lovely  mien^ 
And  gather  from  her  air  and  gait 

The  graces  of  its  queen : 
Then, — had  her  eye  in  sorrow  wept» 
A  thousand  warriors  forth  had  leapL 
A  thousand  swords  had  sheathless  snone^ 
And  made  her  quarrel  all  their  own. 
Now, — ^what  is  she  1  and  what  are  they! 
Can  she  command,  or  these  obey  I 
All  silent  and  unheedins"  now. 
With  downcast  eyes  and  knitting  brow, 
And  folded  arms,  and  freezing  air. 
And  lips  that  scarce  their  scorn  forbear. 
Her  knights  and  dames,  her  court — ^is  tnert. 
And  he,  the  chosen  one,  whose  lance 
Had  yet  been  couch'd  before  her  glanoe^ 
Who — ^were  his  arm  a  moment  free- 
Had  died  or  gain'd  her  liberty ; 
The  minion  of  his  father^s  brides- 
He,  too,  is  fetter'd  by  her  side : 
Nor  sees  her  swoln  and  full  eyes  swim 
Less  for  her  own  despair  than  Idm : 
Those  lids — o'er  which  the  violot  vdn 
Wandering,  leaves  a  tender  stain. 
Shining  through  the  smoothest  white 
That  e  er  did  softest  kiss  invite- 
Now  seem'd  with  hot  and  livid  ^ow 
To  press,  not  shade,  the  orbs  below; 
Which  glance  so  heavily,  and  fill, 
Aj9  tear  on  tear  grows  ^E^ering  stilL 

XL 

And  he  for  her  had  also  wept. 
But  for  the  eyes  that  on  nim  gated  t 

His  sorrow,  i£  no  fe\t  \t,  ^\Qp^  \ 
8tem  and  erect  Yub  \>xow  ^«b  tq^mI^ 
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'WJbate'er  tbe  grief  his  Boul  avoVd, 
He  would  not  shrink  before  the  crowd ; 
But  yet  he  dared  not  look  on  her : 
Eemembrance  of  the  hours  that  were~ 
His  guilt— his  loTe— his  present  state — 
His  Skther^s  wrath— aU  good  men's  hate^ 
His  eaxthly,  his  eternal  &te — 
And  hers, — oh,  hers !  he  dared  not  throw 
One  look  upon  that  deathlike  brow  1 
Else  had  hu  rising  heart  betraj'd 
Bmnorse  for  all  the  wreck  it  xnade. 

xn. 
And  An>  spake :— "But  jresterdaj 

I  gloried  in  a  wife  and  son ; 
That  dream  this  morning  paas'd  away  ; 

Ere  day  deolines,  I  sfaaU  have  none. 
Mv  lifo  must  linger  on  alone : 
Well, — let  that  pass, — there  breathes  not  out 
Who  would  not  do  as  I  hare  done : 
Those  ties  are  broken — not  by  me ; 

Let  that  too  pass ;— the  doom  's  prepared  i 
Hugo,  the  priest  awaits  on  thee. 

And  then  thy  crime's  reward  } 
Away  !  address  thy  prayers  to  Heaven, 

B^ore  its  evening  stars  are  met — 
Learn  if  thou  there  canst  be  forgiven ; 
Its  mercy  may  abiBolve  thee  yet. 
But  here,  upon  the  earth  beneath. 

There  is  no  spot  where  thou  and  I 
Together,  for  an  hour,  could  breathe : 

Farewell !  I  will  not  see  thee  die — 
But  thou,  frail  thing  i  shalt  view  his  head-^' 

Away !  I  cannot  speak  the  rest : 

Go !  woman  of  the  wanton  breast ; 
Not  I,  but  thou,  his  blood  doth  shed  : 
Go !  if  that  sight  thou  canst  outlive, 
And  joy  thee  m  the  life  I  give." 

xin. 
And  here  stem  Azo  hid  his  face — 
For  on  his  brow  the  swelling  vein 
Throbb'd  as  if  back  upon  hu  brain 
The  hot  blood  ebb'd  and  flow'd  again  ; 
And  therefore  boVd  he  for  a  space. 
And  pass'd  his  shaking  hand  along 
His  eye,  to  veil  it  from  the  throng ; 
lyhilo  Hu^  raised  his  chained  hands. 
And  for  a  brief  delay  demands 
His  fiither's  ear :  the  silent  sire 
Forbids  not  what  hk  words  require. 

"It  is  not  that  I  dread  the  death— 
JTor  thoa  hast  seen  me  by  thy  side 
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All  redl J  through  the  battle  nde, 
And  that  not  onoe  a  nseleBB  brand 
Thy  slaves  have  wrested  from  my  hand. 
Hath  shed  more  blood  in  cause  of  thine^ 
Than  e'er  can  stain  the  axe  of  mine ; 

Thou  gaVst,  and  mayst  resume  my  breatbi 
A  g^  for  which  I  thank  thee  not ; 
Nor  are  my  mother^s  wrongs  forgot^ 
Her  sUghted  love  and  min'd  name. 
Her  o&prmg's  heritage  of  shame ; 
But  she  IS  in  the  grave,  where  he, 
Her  son,  thy  rival,  soon  shall  be. 
Her  broken  heart — my  severed  head-^ 
Shall  witness  for  thee  from  the  dead 
How  trusty  and  how  tender  were 
Thy  youtlmil  love — ^paternal  care. 
Tis  tnle  that  I  have  done  thee  wrongs 
But  wrong  for  wrong :— this,  deemd  thy  bridi^ 
The  other  victim  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  know'st  for  me  was  d!estined  long. 
Thou  saVst,  and  covetedst  her  oharmi^* 
And  with  thy  very  crime— my  birth, 
Thou  tauntedst  me — as  little  worth ; 
A  match  ignoble  for  her  arms, 
Because,  forsooth,  I  could  not  claim 
The  lawful  heirship  of  thy  name. 
Nor  sit  on  Este's  Imeal  throne : 
Yet,  were  a  few  short  summers  mine, 
My  name  should  more  than  Este's  shiDA 
With  honours  all  my  own. 
I  had  a  sword — and  have  a  breast 
That  should  have  won  as  haught  a  crest  * 
As  ever  waved  along  the  line 
Of  all  these  sovereign  sires  of  thine. 
Not  always  knightly  spurs  are  worn 
The  brightest  bv  tho  better  bom ; 
And  mine  have  lanced  m^  coursers  flank 
Before  proud  chie&  of  pnncely  rank, 
When  charging  to  the  cheering  cry 
Of  '  Este  and  of  Victory  1 ' 
I  will  not  plead  the  cause  of  crime. 
Nor  sue  thoe  to  redeem  frt>m  time 
A  few  brief  hours  or  days  that  must 
At  length  roll  o'er  my  reckless  dust  ;— 
Such  maddening  moments  as  my  past, 
Thejr  could  not,  and  they  did  not,  lasL 
Albeit  my  birth  and  name  be  base. 
And  thy  nobility  of  race 
Disdain'd  to  deck  a  thing  like  me — 
Yet  in  my  lineaments  they  trace 
Some  features  of  my  father^s  face, 
And  in  my  spirit— all  of  thee. 
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From  thee  this  tamelessneas  of  heart ; 

From  thee — ^nav,  wherefore  dost  thou  start  ?^ 

From  thee  in  all  their  vigour  came 

My  arm  of  strength,  my  soul  of  flame : 

Thou  didst  not  give  me  life  alone. 

But  all  that  made  me  more  thine  own. 

See  what  thy  ^ty  love  hath  done  1 

Repaid  thee  with  too  like  a  son  1 

I  am  no  bastard  in  my  soul. 

For  that,  like  thine,  abhorred  control : 

And  for  my  breath,  that  hasty  boon 

Thou  gav*st,  and  wilt  resume  so  soon, 

I  value  it  no  more  than  thou. 

When  rose  thy  casque  above  thy  brow. 

And  we,  all  side  by  side,  have  striven 

And  o'er  the  dead  our  coursers  driven : 

The  past  is  nothing — and  at  last 

The  future  can  but  be  the  past ; 

Yet  would  I  that  I  then  had  died ; 

For  though  thou  work'dst  my  mother's  ill. 
And  made  thy  own  my  destined  bride, 

I  feel  thou  art  mv  father  still ; 
\nd  harsh  as  soimds  thv  hard  decree, 
Tia  not  ui^ust,  although  from  thee. 
Begot  in  tan,  to  die  in  shame. 
My  life  begun  and  ends  the  same : 
As  err'd  the  sire,  so  err'd  the  son. 
And  thou  must  punish  both  in  one. 
My  crime  seems  worst  to  human  view, 
But  God  must  judge  between  us  two  1" 

XIV. 
He  ceased — and  stood  with  folded  arms, 
On  which  the  circling  fetters  sounded  ; 
And  not  an  ear  but  felt  as  wounded, 
Of  all  the  chiefs  that  there  were  rank'd. 
When  those  duU  chains  in  meeting  clank'd : 
mi  Parisina's  fatal  charms 
A.gain  attracted  every  eye- 
Would  she  thus  hear  him  doom'd  to  die ! 
She  stood,  I  said,  aUpale  and  still. 
The  living  cause  of  Hugo's  ill : 
Her  eyes  unmoved,  but  full  and  wide. 
Not  once  had  tum'd  to  either  side — 
Nor  once  did  those  sweet  eyelids  close. 
Or  shade  the  glance  o'er  which  they  rose. 
But  round  their  orbs  of  deepest  blue 
The  circling  white  dilated  grew — 
And  there  with  glassy  eaze  she  stood 
As  ice  were  in  her  curdled  blood ; 
But  every  now  and  then  a  tear. 
So  laige  and  slowly  gatiier'd,  slid 
From  the  long  dark  fringe  of  that  fair  lid. 
It  -.vas  a  thing  to  see,  not  hear  ! 
z 
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And  those  who  saw,  it  did  surpriM, 
Such  drops  could  fsM  from  human  eyes. 
To  speak  she  thought — the  imperfect  nott 
Was  choked  wiUiin  her  swelling  throaty 
Tet  seem'd  in  that  low  hollow  groan 
Her  whole  heart  gushing  in  the  tone. 
1 1  ceased — again  she  thought  to  speak. 
Then  burst  her  voice  in  one  long  shriek^ 
And  to  the  earth  she  fell  like  stone 
Or  statue  from  its  base  o'erthrown, 
More  like  a  thing  that  ne'er  had  life— 
A  monument  of  Abo's  wife— 
Than  her,  that  living  guilty  thing. 
Whose  every  passion  was  a  sting. 
Which  urged  to  guilty  but  could  not  bear 
That  guilt's  detection  and  despair. 
But  yet  she  lived — and  all  too  soon 
Recovered  from  that  death-like  8woon~ 
But  scarce  to  reason — every  sense 
Had  been  o'erstnmg  by  pangs  intense; 
A.nd  each  frail  fibre  of  her  brain 
(As  bowstrings,  when  relax'd  by  rain. 
The  erring  arrow  launch  aside) 
Sent  forth  her  thoughts  all  wild  and  wide— 
The  past  a  blank,  the  future  black, 
With  glimpses  of  a  dreary  tracl^ 
Like  lightning  on  the  desert  path. 
When  midni^t  storms  are  mustering  wnUk 
She  fcar'd — she  felt  that  something  lU 
Lay  on  her  soul,  so  deep  and  chiU — 
That  there  was  sin  and  shame  she  knew ; 
That  some  one  was  to  die — but  who  ? 
She  had  forgotten :— did  she  breathe  f 
Could  this  bo  still  the  earth  beneath. 
The  sky  above,  and  men  around ; 
Or  were  they  fiends  who  now  so  frown'd 
On  one,  before  whose  eyes  each  eye 
Till  then  had  smiled  in  sympathy  I 
All  was  confused  and  undefined 
To  her  all-jarr'd  and  wandering  mind ; 
A  chaos  of  wild  hopes  and  fears : 
And  now  in  laughter,  now  in  tears^ 
But  madly  still  m  each  extreme. 
She  strove  with  that  convulsive  dream  $ 
For  so  it  scom'd  on  her  to  break  : 
Oh  1  vainly  must  she  strive  to  wak*  t 

XV. 

The  Convent  bells  are  ringing. 
But  mournfully  and  dow ; 

In  the  gray  square  turret  swinging 
With  a  deep  sound,  to  and  fro. 
Heavily  to  tVie  \xqsx^  \)[iq;^  vg^  \  ' 

Hark  I  tne\lyInxi^&cQl^^sa^s^-' 


The  Bonff  for  the  dead  below. 

Or  the  living  who  shortly  shall  be  so  1 

For  a  departing  being's  soul 

The  death-h^n  peals  and  the  hollow  bells  knoll : 

He  is  near  his  mortal  goal ; 

Kneeling  at  the  friar^s  knee; 

Sad  to  hear — and  piteous  to  see — 

Kneeling  on  the  bare  cold  ground. 

With  the  block  before  and  the  guards  around— 

And  Uie  headsman  with  his  bare  arm  ready. 

That  the  blow  may  be  both  swift  and  steady, 

Feels  if  the  aze  be  sharp  and  true — 

Since  he  set  its  edge  anew : 

While  the  crowd  in  speechless  circle  gather 

To  see  the  Son  fisUl  by  the  doom  of  the  Father. 


It  is  a  lovely  hour  as  yet. 
Before  the  summer  sun  ^all  set. 
Which  rose  upon  that  heavy  day, 
And  mock'd  it  with  his  steadiest  ray ; 
And  his  evening  beams  are  shed 
Full  on  Hugo's  &ted  head. 
As  his  last  confession  pouring 
To  the  monk,  his  doom  deploring 
In  penitential  holiness. 
He  bends  to  hear  his  accents  bless 
With  absolution  such  as  may 
Wipe  our  mortal  stains  away. 
That  high  sun  on  his  head  did  glisten 
As  he  were  did  bow  and  listen — 
And  the  rines  of  chestnut  hair 
Curl'd  half  aown  his  neck  so  bare ; 
But  brighter  still  the  beam  was  thrown 
Upon  me  axe  which  near  him  shone 
Yfith  a  dear  and  ghastly  glitter. — 
Oh  1  that  parting  hour  was  bitter ! 
Kven  the  stem  stood  chill'd  with  awe : 
Dark  tiie  crime,  and  just  the  law — 
Yet  they  shudder'd  as  they  saw. 

xvn. 
The  parting  prayers  are  said  and  over 
Of  that  false  son — and  daring  lover ! 
His  beads  and  sins  are  all  recounted, 
His  hours  to  their  last  minute  moimted — 
His  mantling  cloak  before  was  stripped. 
His  bright  brown  locks  must  now  be  clipp'd  ; 
'Tis  done — all  closely  are  they  shorn — 
The  vest  which  till  this  moment  worn— 
The  scarf  which  Parisina  gave— 
Must  not  adorn  him  to  the  grave. 
Even  that  must  now  be  thrown  aside, 
Aod  o'^  his  eyes  the  kerchief  tied ; 
^2 
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But  no — that  last  indi^ity 

Shall  ne'er  approach  his  haughty  eyo. 

All  feelings  seemingly  subdued. 

In  deep  disdain  were  half  renewed. 

When  neadsman's  hands  prepared  to  bind 

Those  eyes  which  would  not  brook  such  blind* 

As  if  they  dared  not  look  on  death. 

*'  No — yours  my  forfeit  blood  and  breath— 

Those  hands  are  chain'd,  but  lot  mo  die 

At  least  with  an  unshackled  eye — 

Strike :" — and  as  the  word  he  said. 

Upon  the  block  he  bow'd  his  bead ; 

These  the  last  accents  Hugo  spoke : 

•*  Strike  :" — and  flashing  fell  the  stroke— 

Koll'd  the  head— and,  gushing,  sunk 

Back  the  stain'd  and  heaving  trunk. 

In  the  dust,  which  each  deep  vein 

Slaked  with  its  ensanguined  rain  ; 

dis  eyes  and  lips  a  moment  quiver, 

Convulsed  and  quick — ^then  fix  for  ever. 

He  died,  as  erring  man  should  die, 

Without  display,  without  parade ; 

Meekly  had  ne  bow'd  and  pray'd. 

As  not  disdaining  priestly  aid. 
Nor  desperate  of  all  hope  on  high. 
And  while  before  the  prior  kneeling, 
His  heart  was  wean'd  from  earthly  feeling ; 
His  wrathful  sire — ^his  paramour — 
What  were  they  in  sucn  an  hour  ? 
No  more  reproach — no  more  despair; 
No  thought  but  heaven — ^no  word  but  prayer-* 
Save  the  few  which  from  him  broke. 
When,  bared  to  meet  the  headsman's  strokd. 
He  claim'd  to  die  with  eyes  unbound| 
His  sole  adieu  to  those  around. 

xvm. 
Still  as  the  lips  that  closed  in  death, 
Each  gazer's  bosom  held  his  breath : 
But  yet,  afar,  from  man  to  man, 
A  cold  electric  shiver  ran. 
As  down  the  deadly  blow  descended 
On  him  whose  life  and  love  thus  ended ; 
A.nd,  with  a  hushing  sound  compress'd, 
A  sigh  shrunk  back  on  every  breast ; 
But  no  more  thrilling  noise  rose  there, 
Beyond  the  blow  that  to  the  block 
Pierced  through  with  forced  and  sullen  shockf 
Save  one : — ^what  cleaves  the  silent  air 
So  madly  shrill — so  passing  wild? 
That,  as  a  mother's  o'er  her  child, 
Done  to  death  by  sudden  blow. 
To  the  sky  these  accen\»  go, 
Liko  a  souTb  in  Qxxdle^  ^q^. 
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li  Aso's  palaoe-latdoe  driven, 
>md  Yoioe  aaoends  to  heayen, 
vry  eye  is  tum'd  thereon ; 
na  and  sight  alike  are  gone ! 
k  woman's  shriek— and  ne'er 
ier  accents  rose  despair ; 
}se  who  heard  it,  as  it  past, 
iy  wiah'd  it  were  the  last. 

ZIZ. 
I  fiiUen ;  and  from  that  hour 
e  in  palace,  haU,  or  bower, 
risina  heard  or  seen : 
ne — as  if  she  ne'er  had  been — 
nish'd  from  each  lip  and  ear, 
>rds  of  wantonness  or  fear ; 
»m  Prince  Abo's  voice,  by  none 
antion  heard  of  wife  or  son ; 
b— no  memory  had  they ; 
Bf as  nnconsecrated  clay ; 
:  the  knight's  who  died  that  day. 
risina's  &te  lies  hid 
ist  beneath  the  cofiSn-lid : 
»r  in  conventr  she  abode, 
►n  to  heaven  her  dreary  road, 
hted  and  remorseful  years 
rge  and  fast,  and  sleepless  tears ; 
e  fell  by  bowl  or  steel, 
t  dark  love  she  dared  to  feel ; 
pon  the  moment  smote, 
d  by  tortm^s  less  remote  ; 
m  sne  saw  upon  the  block, 
eart  that  shared  the  headsman's  sbock^ 
icen'd  brokonness  that  came, 
,  o'er  her  shatter'd  frame, 
new — and  none  can  ever  know : 
atsoe'er  its  end  below, 
>  began  and  closed  in  woe  1 

so  found  another  bride, 
odly  sons  grew  by  his  side  ; 
le  so  lovely  and  so  brave 
who  wither*d  in  th*  grave ; 
ley  were— on  his  cold  eye 
Towth  but  glanced  unheeded  by, 
ced  with  a  smother'd  sigh. 
/er  tear  his  cheek  descended, 
ver  smile  his  brow  unbended  ; 
3r  that  fair  broad  brow  were  wrought 
.ersected  linos  of  thoug-ht ; 
'urrows  which  the  burning  share 
>w ploughs  untimely  there  ; 


34i  BTB0N*8  FOBMB. 

Scars  of  the  lacerating  mind 
Which  the  Soul's  war  doth  leave  behind. 
He  was  past  all  mirth  or  woe : 
Nothing  more  remained  below 
But  sleepless  nights  and  heavy  daySy 
A  mind  all  dead  to  soom  or  praise, 
A  heart  which  shunn'd  itself—and  yet 
That  would  not  yield— nor  could  foi^^ 
Which,  when  it  least  appeared  to  melt, 
Intently  thought — ^intensely  felt: 
The  deepest  ice  which  ever  froze 
Can  only  o'er  the  suriace  close — 
The  living  stream  lies  quick  below, 
And  flows— and  cannot  cease  to  flow. 
Still  was  his  soalod-up  bosom  haunted 
By  thoughts  which  nature  had  implanted) 
Too  deoi»ly  rooted  thence  to  vanish, 
Howe'er  our  stifled  fei.vs  we  banish ; 
When,  8tru<j:gling  as  they  rise  to  start. 
We  check  those  waters  of  the  heart, 
They  are  not  dried — those  tears  un^ed, 
But  flow  back  to  the  fountain-head, 
And  resting  in  their  spring  more  pure. 
For  ever  in  its  depth  endure. 
Unseen,  unwept,  out  imcongeal'd. 
And  cherished  most  where  least  reveal'd. 
With  inward  starts  of  feeling  left> 
To  throb  o'er  those  of  life  bereft ; 
Without  the  power  to  fill  again 
The  desert  gap  which  made  his  pain ; 
Without  the  hope  to  meet  them  where 
United  souls  shall  gladness  share. 
With  all  the  consciousness  that  he 
Had  only  pass'd  a  just  decree  ; 
That  they  had  wrought  their  doom  of  ill  { 
Yet  Azo's  age  was  wretched  still. 
The  tainted  oranches  of  the  tree. 

If  lopp'd  with  care,  a  strength  may  ffiv% 
By  which  the  rest  shall  bloom  ana  bve 
All  greenly  fresh  and  wildly  free  : 
But  if  the  lightning,  in  its  wrath. 
The  waving  boughs  with  fury  scath. 
The  massy  trunk  the  ruin  feels. 
And  nev«r  more  a  leaf  reveals. 
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FARE  tHEE  WELL. 

**  AlM  I  tha^  lMT«  bem  friends  in  yonth  t 
But  whispttlng  tongues  can  poinon  trata  | 
And  constancy  lives  in  realms  abore ; 
And  llfs  is  thOTny,  and  yonth  is  Tain  t 
And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  love. 
Both  work  like  madness  in  the  brain  i 
•  •  •  •  •  • 

But  IMTW  cither  fbvnd  another 

To  free  the  hollow  heaic^  from  paining^ 

They  stood  aloof,  the  scars  renialning.  I 

Like  eliflb,  which  had  been  rent  asunder  } 

A  dreary  sea  now  flows  between. 

Sat  neither  heat,  nor  froat,  nor  thunder* 

Shall  wholly  do  away.  I  ween. 

Tlie  marks  of  that  which  onoe  hath  been." 

Ck>LKRU)aK's  ChrittabA 

Fare  tbee  well !  and  if  for  ever, 

Still  for  ever,  fare  Uiee  well; 
Even  though  unforgivinaf,  never 

'Gainst  tiiee  shall  my  heart  rebel. 

Would  that  breast  wore  bared  before  thee 
Where  thy  head  so  oft  hath  lain, 

While  that  plcusld  sleep  came  o'er  thee 
Whioh  thou  ne'er  canst  know  again : 

Would  that  breast,  by  thee  p^lanced  over, 
Everv  inmost  thought  could  show  I 

Then  thou  wouldst  at  last  discover 
Twas  not  well  to  spurn  it  so. 

Though  the  world  for  this  commend  thee — 

Though  it  smilo  upon  the  blow, 
Even  its  praises  must  offend  thco, 

Founded  on  another's  woe  : 

Though  my  many  faults  defaced  me, 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found. 
Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  mo^ 

To  inflict  a  cureless  woimd  I 

Yet,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  not : 

Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay. 
But  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  not 

Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away ; 

Still  thine  own  its  life  retaineth — 
Still  must  mine,  though  bleeding,  Deat ; 

And  the  undying  thought  which  paineth 
Is — that  we  no  more  may  meet. 


These  are  words  of  deeper  sorrow 
Than  the  wail  above  the  dead ; 

Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 
WaJ£o  us  from  a  widow*d  bed. 
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And  when  thou  wouldst  Bolaoe  gaih«r, 
When  our  diild's  first  accents  flow, 

Wat  thou  teach  her  to  say  "  Father ! " 
Though  his  care  she  must  forego? 

When  her  little  hands  shall  press  thoe^ 
When  her  lip  to  thine  is  jiress'd, 

Think  of  him  whose  prayer  shall  hless  thce^ 
Think  of  him  thy  love  had  bless'd  1 

Should  her  lineaments  resemble 
Those  thou  never  more  mayst  see^ 

Then  thy  heart  will  softly  tremble 
With  a  pulse  yet  true  to  me. 

All  my  fleiults  perchance  thou  knowest. 

All  my  madness  none  can  know ; 
All  my  hopeS;  where'er  thou  goesty 

Whither,  yet  with  thee  they  go. 

Ever^  feeling  hath  been  shaken ; 

Pnde,  which  not  a  world  could  bow. 
Bows  to  thee— by  thee  forsaken. 

Even  my  soul  forsakes  me  now : 

But  'tis  done— all  words  are  idle — 
Words  from  me  are  Tainer  still ; 

But  the  thoughts  we  cannot  bridle 
Force  their  way  without  the  wilL 

Fare  thee  well  1 — ^thus  disunited, 

Tom  from  every  nearer  tie. 
Sear*d  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  blighted, 

More  than  this  I  scarce  can  die.  ^  ,«« 


A  SKETCH. 

"  Honect— honest  lago  I 
V  that  thott  be'Bt  a  devil,  I  ouinot  kiU  tkM." 


BOBN  in  the  garret,  in  the  kitchen  bred. 
Promoted  thence  to  deck  her  nustress*  head ; 
Next — ^for  some  gracious  service  unexpress'd. 
And  from  its  wages  only  to  be  guess'd — 
Eaised  from  the  toilette  to  the  table, — ^where 
Her  wondering  betters  wait  behind  her  chair. 
With  eye  unmoved,  and  forehead  unabash*d. 
She  dines  from  off  the  plate  she  lately  wash'd. 
Quick  with  the  tale,  and  ready  with  the  Uo — 
The  genial  confidante,  and  general  spy — 
Who  could,  ye  gods !  her  next  employment 
An  only  infant's  earliest  governess ! 
She  taught  the  child  to  read,  and  taught  so  weU, 
That  she  hor«Q\i  \>7  \^Qiaic^tnn.%,\«drciLdtA  tyeU. 
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An  adept  nezfc  In  penmanship  she  grows. 

As  many  a  nameless  slander  deftly  shows : 

What  she  had  made  the  pupil  of  ner  art, 

Kone  know— but  that  high  Soul  secured  the  heart. 

And  panted  for  the  truth  it  could  not  hear. 

With  longing  breast  and  undeluded  ear. 

Foil'd  was  peirersion  by  that  youthM  mind. 

Which  Flattery  fool'd  not— Baseness  could  not  blind, 

Deceit  infect  not — near  Contagion  soil — 

Indulgence  weaken — ^nor  Example  spoil — 

Kor  mastered  Science  tempt  her  to  look  down 

On  humbler  talents  with  a  pitying  frown — 

Kor  Genius  swell — ^nor  Beauty  render  vain — 

Nor  Envy  ruffle  to  retaliate  pain — 

Nor  Fortune  change— Pride  raise— nor  Passion  bow. 

Nor  Virtue  teach  austerity — till  now. 

Serenely  purest  of  her  sex  that  live. 

But  wantmff  one  sweet  weakness— to  forrive, 

Too  shook'd  at  fikults  her  soul  can  never  Know, 

She  deems  that  all  could  be  like  her  below : 

Foe  to  all  vice,  yet  hardly  Virtue's  friend. 

For  virtue  pardons  those  she  would  amend. 

But  to  the  theme : — ^now  laid  aside  too  long. 
The  baleful  burthen  of  this  honest  song — 
Though  all  her  former  flmctions  are  no  more. 
She  rules  the  drde  which  she  served  before. 
If  mothera— 4ione  know  why— before  her  quako ; 
If  daughters  dread  her  for  the  mothers'  sake ; 
If  early  habits — ^those  false  links,  which  bind 
At  times  the  loftiest  to  the  meanest  mind — 
Have  giten  her  power  too  deeply  to  instil 
The  angry  essence  of  her  deadly  will ; 
If  like  a  snake  she  steal  within  your  walls, 
Till  the  black  slime  betray  her  as  she  crawls  ; 
If  like  a  viper  to  the  heart  she  wind. 
And  leave  the  venom  there  she  did  not  find  ; 
What  marvel  that  this  hag  of  hatred  works 
Eternal  evil  latent  as  she  lurks. 
To  make  a  Pandemonium  where  she  dwells. 
And  reign  the  Hecate  of  domestic  hells  ? 
Skiird  by  a  touch  to  deepen  scandal's  tints 
With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints. 
While  mingling  truth  with  falsehood — sneers  with  smiles— 
A  thread  of  candour  with  a  web  of  wiles ; 
A  plain  blunt  show  of  briefiy-spoken  seeming. 
To  hide  her  bloodless  heart's  soul-harden'd  scheming ; 
A  lip  of  lies — a  fiice  form'd  to  conceal; 
And,  without  fbelin^,  mock  at  all  who  feel : 
With  a  vile  mask  the  Gorgon  would  disown  ; 
A  cheek  of  parchment — and  an  eye  of  stone, 
Mark,  how  the  channels  of  her  yellow  blood 
Ooze  to  her  skin,  and  stagnate  there  to  mud. 
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Cased  like  the  centipede  in  aafifron  mail. 
Or  darker  ^oonness  of  the  scorpion's  bgoI 
(For  drawn  from  reptiles  only  may  we  tnioe 
Congenial  colours  in  tbat  som  or  face) — 
Look  on  her  features !  and  behold  her  mind 
As  in  a  minror  of  itself  defined : 
Look  on  the  picture !  deem  it  not  o^erchaxged— 
There  is  no  trait  which  might  not  be  enlai'god : 
Yot  true  to  "  Nature's  Journeymen,"  who  mwie 
This  monster  when  their  mistress  left  off  trade^ 
This  female  dog-star  of  her  little  sky, 
Where  all  beneath  her  influence  droop  or  dia 

Oh !  wretch  without  a  tear — ^without  a  thought^ 
Save  joy  above  the  ruin  thou  hast  wrought— 
The  time  shall  come,  nor  lon^  remote,  whon  thoa 
Shalt  feel  far  more  than  thou  inSictest  now; 
Feel  for  thy  vilo  self-loving  self  in  vain, 
And  turn  thoo  howling  in  wipitied  pain. 
May  the  strong  curse  of  crusli'd  affections  light 
Back  on  thy  bosom  with  reflected  blight  I 
And  make  thee  in  thy  leprosy  of  mind 
As  loathsome  to  thyself  as  to  mankind  1 
Till  all  thy  self-thoughts  curdle  into  hate^ 
Black — OS  thy  will  for  others  would  create : 
Till  thy  hard  heart  be  cfJcined  into  duat^ 
And  thy  soul  welter  in  its  hideous  crust. 
Oh,  may  thy  g^ve  be  sleepless  as  the  bed. 
The  widow'd  couch  of  fire,  that  thou  hast  spread ! 
Then,  when  thou  fain  wouldst  weary  Heaven  witbp*' 
Look  on  thine  earthly  victims — and  despair  I 
Down  to  the  dust !— and,  as  thou  rott'st  away, 
Even  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  poisonous  clay. 
But  for  the  love  I  bore,  and  still  must  bear. 
To  her  thy  malice  from  all  ties  would  tear — 
Thy  name — ^thy  human  name — ^to  every  eye 
The  climax  of  all  scorn  would  hang  on  high. 
Exalted  o'er  thy  less  abhorr'd  compeers— 
And  festering  in  the  infamy  of  years. 


STANZAS  TO  AUGUSTA. 

When  all  around  grew  drear  and  daik| 
And  reason  half  withheld  her  ray — 

And  hope  but  shed  a  dying  spark 
Whicn  more  misled  my  londy  way ; 

Li  that  deep  midnight  of  the  mind. 
And  that  internal  strife  of  heart. 

When  drea/dm^\A\)^  dLQeix^WARk^iad, 
The  wea^  doap^So — ->(}cv«  c<A^  ^^s^nafti  \ 


ffEAirXAS  TO  ATTGUfiTA. 

WImb  fbrtnne  oIuing8d--eiid  love  fled  ikr. 
And  hatred's  shafts  flew  thick  and  £Eust^ 

Xhoa  wert  the  solitaiy  star 
WhSoh  rose^  and  set  not  to  the  last. 

Qhl  Ufltt be tidne unbroken lybfct 
That  watoh'd  me  as  a  seraph^  eye. 

And  stood  between  me  and  the  night, 
IVnr  ever  shining  sweetly  nigh. 

And  when  the  dead  upon  ns  came. 
Which  strore  to  blacken  o'er  thy  t&j-^ 

Then  parer  spread  its  gentle  flame, 
Ana  daah'd  the  darimess  all  away. 

Still  may  thy  spirit  dwell  on  mine. 
And  teach  it  what  to  brave  or  brook — 

There^s  more  in  one  soft  word  of  thine 
Than  in  the  world's  defied  rebuke. 

Thou  stood'st»  as  stands  a  lovely  tree, 
That  still  nnbroke.  thoygh  gently  bont^ 

Still  waves  with  fond  fidetity 
Its  boDgbs  above  a  monmnent. 

The  winds  migfat  rendr—the  skies  might  poorj 
Bat  there  tbon  wert— and  still  womdst  be 

Devoted  in  the  stormiest  hour 
To  shed  thy  weeping  leaves  o'er  me. 

Bat  thou  and  thine  shall  know  no  blight. 

Whatever  &te  on  me  may  fall ; 
For  Heaven  in  sunshine  will  requite 

The  kind— and  thee  the  most  of  aO. 

Then  let  the  ties  of  baffled  love 
Be  broken — thine  will  never  break ; 

Thy  heart  can  feel— but  will  not  move  ; 
Thy  soul,  though  soft,  will  never  shake. 

And  these,  when  all  was  lost  beside. 
Were  found,  and  still  are  fix'd  in  thee  ;-* 

And  bearing  still  a  breast  so  tried. 
Earth  is  no  desert — ev'n  to  me. 


THE  PRXSONER   OF   CHILLOK. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Whin  this  poem  was  composed,  I  was  not  saffidflnOy  awiri  of  tti 
history  of  Bomdvard,  or  I  should  have  endeavoured  to  imtSif  the  ia)i|Kt 

S'  an  attempt  to  celebrate  his  coora^  and  his  TirtaeB.  Some  aeoont  of 
8  life  will  be  found  below,  fhmished  me  by  tiie  kfaidness  df  a  cftfaes  of 
that  republic,  which  is  still  proud  of  the  menuny  ot  a  man  wartlqr  of  (hi 
best  age  of  ancient  freedom : — 

Fran9ois  de  Bonnivard,  son  of  Louis  de  Bonnivaid,  a  natire  of  BcfMJ^ 
and  Seigrneur  of  Lunes,  was  bom  in  ugO ;  he  was  educated  at  Turin.  Is 
1510  his  uncle,  Jean-Rein6  de  Bonnivard,  resigned  to  him  the  Frioiyal 
Saint- Victor,  which  adjoins  the  walls  of  Geneva,  and  which  was  a  eoori- 
derable  living. 

This  great  man— Bonnivard  is  deserving  of  this  title  flctHn  his  RestDea 
of  soul,  the  uprightoess  of  his  heart,  the  nobility  of  Us  intentloos,  tbe 
wisdom  of  his  couns^,  the  courage  of  his  actions,  the  extent  of  iM 
learning,  and  the  brilliancy  of  his  wit— this  great  man,  w)io  will  erer 
excite  the  admiration  of  all  those  whom  an  heniie  vfatne  can  more,  viH 
always  inspire  the  most  lively  gratitode  in  the  hearts  of  those  GenoM 
who  love  Geneva.  Bonnivard  was  always  one  of  its  firmest  mfifoitu  to 
protect  the  liberty  of  our  republic,  he  never  feared  to  lose  his  own ;  he 
forgot  his  ease,  he  despised  his  wealth }  he  neglected  nothing  to  render 
certain  the  happiness  of  the  country  that  he  (Ognifled  by  his  adoption  ( 
firom  that  moment  he  loved  it  as  the  most  zealous  of  its  dnsois,  hesoired 
it  with  the  intrepidity  of  a  hero,  and  he  wrote  ito  history  vrith  the  nspli- 
city  of  a  philosopher,  and  the  ardour  of  a  patriot. 

He  says  in  the  commencement  of  his  '*  Hisbny  of  Geneva,**  thst.  "Aa 
soon  as  he  commenced  to  read  the  histories  of  nations,  be  fdt  hfanseif 
carried  way  by  his  love  for  republics,  the  interest  of  which  he  slvays 
advocated.*'  It  was,  doubtless,  this  very  love  of  liberty,  that  made  Ua 
adopt  Geneva  as  his  coimtry. 

Bonnivard  while  yet  young,  boldly  stood  fiorward  as  the  dutaidB  «■ 
Geneva,  against  the  Duke  of  Savoy  and  the  Bishop. 

In  1519,  Bonnivard  became  the  martyr  of  his  country  i  ttM  Dd*" 
Savoy  having  entered  Geneva  with  five  hundred  men,BconlTsrdft^ 
the  resentment  of  the  Duke;  he  wished  to  return  to  F|idNKirg  to  amid  v» 
consequences }  but  he  was  betrayed  by  two  men  who  accompanied  hm, 
and  conducted  l^  order  of  the  prince  to  Grol£e,  when  finr  two  ynn* 
remained  a  prisoner. 

Bonnivard  was  unfortunate  in  his  travels.  As  Us  misftxtniMS  lid  iff 
slackened  Us  zeal  for  Geneva,  he  was  always  a  redoubtable  enaffV 
those  who  threatened  it,  and  accordingly  was  likely  to  be  eipoyW 
their  violence.  He  was  met  in  1630  on  the  Jura,  by  tUeves,  who  rtriffi} 
him  of  everything,  and  placed  Um  again  in  the  hands  of  the  Dauji 
Savoy.  This  prince  caused  Um  to  be  confined  in  the  Chftteau  of  (mB» 
where  he  remained  without  being  submitted  to  any  interrogatory,  sni 
1536  J  he  was  then  delivered  by  the  Bemois,  who  took  posseBstan  a  •" 
Pays  de  Vaud. 

Bonnivard,  on  leaving  YvV&  cav^VA^t^s^d-tue  pleasure  of  finding  ticBi^ 
free  and  reformed,    TheBApxi\)Vic\»a\«iu^\a\«iRMiV»vwti!^ 
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d  to  recompense  him  for  the  evils  which  he  had  sufTered.  It  received 
■  M  A  citizen  of  ttie  town,  in  the  month  of  June,  1 536 ;  it  gave  him  the 
■se  formerly  inhabited  by  the  Vicar-General,  and  assigned  to  him  a 
BrioQ  of  two  hundred  gold  crowns,  as  long  as  he  should  sojoarn  in 
oevs.  He  was  admitted  into  the  council  of  Two  Hundred  in  1537. 
lonnivard  did  not  now  cease  to  be  useful ;  after  having  laboured  to 
ike  Geneva  firee,  he  succeeded  in  making  it  tolerai\t.  fionnivard  pre- 
led  upoa  the  oooncil  to  accord  to  the  Calvinists  and  peasants  a  sufficient 
m  tar  examining  the  propositions  which  were  made  to  theai ;  he  sue- 
ded  by  his  meekness.  Christianity  is  always  preached  with  success, 
ea  it  is  preached  with  cliarity . 

kmnivard  was  learned.  His  manuscripts,  which  are  in  the  public 
wcj,  iHPOTe  tiiathe  had  diligently  studied  the  Latin  classics,  and  that  be 
I  pcn^rated  tlie  depths  of  theology  and  history.  This  great  man  loved 
■dcDoes,  and  thought  th^  would  constitute  the  glory  of  Geneva ; 
tudtngljf  he  neglected  nothing  to  establish  them  in  this  rising  town. 
lUl,  be  gave  his  library  to  the  public;  it  was  the  commencement  of  our 
Ae  Bbnury.  And  a  pwtion  of  his  books,  are  those  rare  and  beautiful 
ttoBB  d  the  fifteenth  century,  which  are  seen  in  our  collection.  Finally, 
las  tbe  same  year,  this  good  patriot  appointed  the  republic  his  heir,  on 
duon  that  it  would  employ  his  wealth  in  supporting  the  college,  tbe 
■datkm  of  which  was  being  projected, 

t  appears  that  Bonnivard  died  in  1570 ;  but  this  cannot  be  certified, 
■a  tatatui  oecors  in  the  Necrology,  ^om  the  month  of  July  1570  to 
1. 
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Etebnal  Spirit  of  the  chainless  Mind  1 
Brightest  in  dun&feons.  Liberty !  thou  art. 
For  there  thy  habitation  is  the  heart — 

The  heart  which  love  of  thee  alone  can  bind ; 

And  when  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  consi^'d — 
To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault's  dayless  gloom. 
Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyrdom. 

And  Freedom's  &me  finds  wings  on  every  wind. 

Chillon  !  thy  prison  is  a  holy  place. 
And  thy  saa  floor  an  altar — ^for  'twas  trod, 

Until  his  very  steps  have  left  a  trace 
Worn,  as  u  thy  cold  pavement  were  a  sod. 

By  Bonnivard ! — May  none  those  marks  efface  1 
For  they  appeal  from  tyranny  to  God. 


THE   PRISONER   OF   GHILLOS.* 


I. 

Mt  hair  ii  gray,  but  not  with  jetn, 
Nor  grew  it  white 
In  a  gingle  night. 
As  men's  have  grown  from  sudden  &sn  if 
My  limbs  are  bow'd,  though  not  with  toilt 

But  rusted  with  a  -vile  repose, 
For  they  have  been  a  dungeon's  spoi!. 

And  mine  has  been  the  fiite  of  tboM 
To  whom  the  goodly  earth  and  ahr 
Are  bann'd,  and  barr'd — ^forbidden  fare ; 
But  this  was  for  my  fathor^s  faith 
I  suffered  chains  and  courted  death ; 
That  father  perish'd  at  the'  stake 
For  tenets  he  would  not  forsake ; 
And  f(tr  the  same  his  lineal  race 
In  darkness  found  a  dwelling-place ; 
We  were  seven — who  now  are  one, 

Six  in  youth,  and  one  in  age, 
Finished  as  they  had  begun. 

Proud  of  Persecution's  rauje ; 
One  in  fire,  and  two  in  fieldl 
Their  belief  with  blood  have  seal'd ; 
Dyinfif  as  their  father  died. 
For  the  God  their  foes  denied ; 
Three  were  in  a  dungeon  cast. 
Of  whom  this  wreck  is  left  the  last 

n. 
There  are  seven  pillars  of  Gothic  mould. 
In  Chillon's  dungeons  deep  and  old, 
There  are  seven  columns,  massy  and  gray, 
Dim  with  a  dull  imprisoned  ray — 
A  sxmbeam  which  hath  lost  its  way. 
And  through  the  crevice  and  the  deft 
Of  the  thick  wall  is  fallen  and  left, 
Creeping  o'er  the  floor  so  damp* 
Like  a  marsh's  meteor  lamp^ 

•  Thb  IiabeavtlAilpoemjaiidwa  oumot  hdpeonilderliif  ttfte<Mi«**2* 
Mtognothini  of  the  author's  idloiTiicncy  mingled  with  !♦-•  Tuy  >■«  "'^ 

f  Lndovloo  Bfonn,  KUd  oihWB.— TYi«  i»xq»  Vk  mmoM^  AVvAa  AaitolBiMi'lf'^^ 

toraoh^ndiittitofMK.th^ohaattt  VaVr«^m»Vk\««9MQMAAr-a. 
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And  in  eacli  nUlar  there  is  a  ring^ 

And  in  each  ring  there  is  a  chfun ; 
That  iron  is  a  cankering  thing. 

For  in  these  limbs  its  teeth  remain. 
With  marks  that  will  not  wear  away. 
Till  I  have  done  with  this  new  day. 
Which  now  is  painful  to  those  eyes. 
Which  have  not  seen  the  sun  to  rise 
For  years — I  cannot  count  them  o'er, 
I  lost  Uieir  long  and  heavy  score 
When  my  last  brother  droop'd  and  died^ 
And  I  lay  living  by  his  side. 

ni. 
They  chain'd  us  each  to  a  column  stone, 
And  we  were  three — ^yet  each  alone : 
We  could  not  move  a  sinc^le  pace. 
We  could  not  see  each  other  s  face. 
But  with  that  pale  and  livid  light 
That  made  us  strangers  in  our  sight ; 
And  thus  together — ^yet  apart, 
Fettered  in  hand,  but  pined  in  heart ; 
Twas  still  some  solace  in  the  dearth 
Of  the  pure  elements  of  earth. 
To  hearken  to  each  other's  speech. 
And  each  turn  comforter  to  each 
With  some  new  hope,  or  legend  old. 
Or  song  heroically  bold ; 
But  even  these  at  lengfth  grew  cold. 
Our  voices  took  a  dreary  tone. 
An  echo  of  the  dungeon-stone, 

A  grating  sound — ^not  full  and  free 

As  they  of  yore  were  wont  to  be ; 

It  might  be  fiEincy — ^but  to  me 
They  never  sounded  like  our  own. 

IV. 
I  was  the  eldest  of  the  three. 

And  to  uphold  and  cheer  the  rest 

I  ought  to  do— and  did — ^my  best. 
And  each  did  well  in  his  degree. 

The  youngest,  whom  my  father  loved^ 
Because  our  mother^s  brow  was  given 
To  him— with  eyes  as  blue  as  heaven. 

For  him  my  soul  was  sorely  moved  ; 
And  truly  mij^ht  it  be  distressed 
To  see  such  bird  m  such  a  nest ; 
For  he  was  beautif^il  as  day 

(When  day  was  beautiful  to  me 

As  to  young  eagles,  being  free) — 

A  polar  day,  which  will  not  see 
A  Bunset  tiU  ita  summer's  gone. 

Its  sleepless  summer  of  long  light/ 
The  snow-dad  €&pr]ng  of  the  sun : 

And  thai  he  was  as  pure  and  bright. 
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And  in  bis  natural  spirit  gay, 
With  tears  for  nought  but  others'  ills, 
And  then  they  flow'd  like  mountain  ril]s» 
Unless  he  cotild  assuage  the  woo 
Which  he  abhorr'd  to  view  below. 

T. 

The  other  was  as  pure  of  mind. 
But  form'd  to  combat  with  his  kind ; 
Strong  in  his  frame,  and  of  a  mood 
Which  '^inst  the  world  in  war  had  stood, 
And  pensh'd  in  the  foremost  rank 

With  joy : — ^but  not  in  chains  to  pine : 
His  spirit  withered  with  their  dank^ 

I  saw  it  silently  decline — 

And  so  perchance  in  sooth  did  mihe ; 
But  yet  I  forced  it  on  to  cheer 
Those  relics  of  a  home  so  dear. 
He  was  a  hunter  of  the  hills, 

Had  followed  there  the  deer  and  wolf; 

To  him  this  dungeon  was  a  §pjl!, 
And  fetter'd  feet  the  worst  of  ills. 

VI. 

Lake  Leman  lies  by  ChiUon's  walls : 
A  thousand  feet  in  depth  below 
Its  massy  waters  meet  and  flow  ; 
Thus  much  the  fathom-line  was  sent 
From  Chillon's  snow-white  battlement,* 

Which  round  about  the  wave  enthralis : 
A  double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 
Have  made — and  like  a  Uving  grave. 
Below  the  surfieuse  of  the  lake 
The  dark  vault  lies  wherein  wo  lay. 
Wo  heard  it  ripple  night  and  day ; 

Sounding  o'er  our  heads  it  knock'd ; 
And  I  have  felt  the  winter's  spray 
Wash  through  the  bars  when  winds  wore  higl^ 
And  wanton  in  the  happy  sliy  ; 

And  then  the  very  rock  hath  rock'd. 

And  I  have  felt  it  shake,  unshook'd, 

•  The  Ohftteau  de  ChiUon  is  iltaated  between  CUrens  and  Tllli— ■w^^^j' 
ftt  one  extremity  of  the  Luke  of  Genev*.  On  Ite  left  an  the  entaaM  «(  *■*  ?£ 
opposite  are  the  heights  of  Helllerie  and  the  range  of  Aim  above  Bamitn'l*'^ 

Near  it,  on  a  hill  behind,  isa  torrent ;  belowlt,  waBh&  its  mlk,  Ai  ^EL 
fhthomedto  the  depth  of  800 feet  (Fremdi measure) ;  wiuifii  tk  an  a  afl|i  «*"f 
In  wMiA  the  early  refonnen,  and  subsequently  pxlMBsn  of  sUli,  ■■■!■*■* ^f 
MM  of  the  Tanlts  is  a  beamblaok  with  age,  on  whkli  w«  w«nMbiMl<Mtt* 
drained  were  fonoerlr  exeonted.    In  the  sells  an  seren  plllaa.  «r.  »BAJB 

being  half  merged  in  the  wall;  'n  ■nmn  iirtl sis  iIimii  flii  ITiii  Mlwa  Mii  <"»'g 

in  the  pavement  the  steps  of  Bonnivard  have  lefl  ihsir  tiiow  fcs  ins  mm* 
several  years. 

JH^^V^ •^l «>»*?<«»«« has  lized  the oatastnplM of  Us  BMs^^tt*  j 
of  OM  of  her  ehUdren  by  JiA\e  «rain  \ba -water ;  tiM  Aoek  «f  vkisk.  sai  •>  > 
jxrodnoed  by  the  immersion,  ia  ^&ie  esiOM  <ft\»K  ««Ja^  . 

Hie  ehfttean  is  larye,  and  aaen  t^on^  Vba  \aaKA  tns  %  «raiX  IWhsss.  ^ii^ 
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a  I  oonld  ha^e  smiled  to  see    - 
aih  that  would  liaye  set  me  freeu 

vn. 
ny  nearer  bro^lier  pined, 
lis  mighty  heart  deolined, 
ihed  and  put  away  his  food  ; 
not  that  twas  coarse  and  rude, 
were  used  to  hunter's  fiux), 
r  the  like  had  little  care : 
Ik  drawn  from  the  mountain  goat 
Anged  for  water  from  the  moat, 
sad  was  such  as  captives'  tears 
loisten'd  manv  a  thousand  years^ 
lan  first  pent  his  fellow-men 
iites  within  an  iron  den : 
Jit  were  these  to  us  or  him  ? 
jrasted  not  his  heart  or  limb ; 
-ther*s  soul  was  of  that  mould 
in  a  palace  had  grown  cold, 
s  free  breathing  been  denied 
ige  of  the  steep  mountain's  side ; 
y  delay  the  truth  ? — ^he  died, 
md  could  not  hold  his  head, 
ich  his  dying  hand— nor  dead, 
I  hard  I  strove,  but  strove  in  vaia^ 
1  and  ffnash  my  bonds  in  twain. 
1 — and  they  unlock'd  his  chain 
x>p'd  for  him  a  shallow  grave     ^ 
om  the  cold  earth  of  our  cave, 
d  them,  as  a  boon,  to  lav 
se  in  dust  whereon  the  day 
shine — ^it  was  a  foolish  thought, 
Q  within  my  brain  it  wrought, 
ren  in  death  his  freebom  breast 
1  a  dungeon  could  not  rest. 
t  have  spared  my  idle  prayer — 
oldly  laugh'd — and  laia  hun  there 
b  and  turfloss  earth  above 
ng  we  so  much  did  love ; 
pty  chain  above  it  leant,* 
urder^s  fitting  monument  I 

vm. 
the  favouiite  and  the  flower, 
lerish'd  since  his  natal  hour,  ..^^^ 

tiler's  ima«^  in  fair  face,  > 

ant  love  of  all  bis  race, 
rtyr'd  fiskther's  dearest  thought, 
et  care,  for  whom  I  sought 
*d  my  life,  that  his  mi^ht  be 
etohed  now,  and  one  ^y  free ; 

•  n/f  if  «  Ao0  imMB,  however  alMSl 
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He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  untired 

A  spirit  natural  or  inspired — 

He,  too,  was  struck,  and  day  by  day 

Was  wither'd  on  the  stalk  away. 

Oh  God  !  it  is  a  fearful  thing 

To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 

In  any  shape,  in  any  mood : — 

I've  seen  it  rushing  forth  in  blood, 

I've  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 

Strive  with  a  swoln  convulsive  motion^ 

I've  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 

Of  Sin  delirious  with  its  dread : 

But  these  were  horrors — ^this  was  woe 

Unmix'd  with  such — but  sure  and  slow: 

He  faded,  and  so  calm  and  meek. 

So  softly  worn,  so  sweetly  weak, 

So  tearless,  yet  so  tender — kind. 

And  grieved  for  those  he  left  behind ; 

With  all  the  while  a  cheek  whose  bloom 

Was  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomb. 

Whose  tints  as  gently  sunk  away 

As  a  departing  rainbow's  ray — 

An  eye  of  most  transparent  light, 

That  almost  made  the  dungeon  bright^ 

And  not  a  word  of  murmur — not 

A  groan  o'er  his  untimely  lot,— 

A  little  talk  of  better  days, 

A  little  hope  my  own  to  raise. 

For  I  was  sunk  in  silence — lost 

In  this  last  loss,  of  all  the  most ; 

And  then  the  sighs  he  would  suppress 

Of  fainting  nature's  feebleness. 

More  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  and  less : 

I  listen'd,  but  I  could  not  hear — 

I  call'd,  for  I  was  wild  with  fear ; 

I  knew  'twas  hopeless,  but  my  dread 

Would  not  be  thus  admonished ; 

I  call'd,  and  thought  I  heard  a  sound — 

I  burst  my  chain  with  one  stro^ig  bound« 

And  rush'd  to  him  : — I  found  him  not 

/  only  stirr'd  in  this  black  spot, 

/  only  lived — /  only  drew 

The  acciu^ed  breath  of  dungeon-dew ; 

The  last — the  sole — tho  dearest  link 

Between  me  and  the  eternal  brink. 

Which  bound  me  to  my  failing  race, 

Was  broken  in  this  fetal  place. 

One  on  the  earth,  and  one  beneath — 

My  brothers— both  had  ceased  to  breatbtS 

I  took  that  hand  which  lay  so  still, 

Alas !  my  own  was  full  as  chill ; 

I  had  not  strength  to  stir,  or  strive. 

But  felt  that  I  was  atVM  alvi©— 
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A  frantio  feeUng^,  when  we  know 
TUat  what  we  love  shall  ne'er  be  so. 

I  know  not  why 

I  oould  not  die^ 
I  had  no  earthly  hope— but  &ith. 
And  that  forbade  a  selfish  death. 

sc. 
What  next  befell  me  then  and  there 

1  know  not  well— I  never  knew. — 
First  came  the  loss  of  %ht,  and  air. 

And  then  of  darkness  too : 
I  had  no  Uiought,  no  feeling— none — 
Among  the  stones  I  stood  a  stone. 
And  was  scarce  conscious  what  I  wist, 
As  shrublaBS  crags  within  the  mist ; 
For  all  was  blank,  and  bleak,  and  gray, 
It  was  not  night--it  was  not  day. 
It  was  not  even  the  dungeon-light, 
80  hateful  to  my  heavy  s^ht. 
But  vacancy  absorbing  space. 
And  fixedness — ^without  a  place ; 
There  were  no  stars — no  earth — ^no  time- 
No  check— no  change — no  good— no  crim«-« 
But  silence,  and  a  stirless  breath 
Which  neither  was  of  life  nor  death ; 
A  sea  of  stafi;nant  idleness. 
Blind,  boundless,  mute,  and  motionless  ! 

X. 

A  light  broke  in  upon  my  brain,— > 

It  was  the  carol  of  a  bird ; 
It  ceased,  and  then  it  came  f  _ 

The  sweetest  sons^  ear  everl  .      , 
And  mine  was  thaiu:ful  till  my  eyes 
Ban  over  with  the  glad  surprise, 
And  they  that  moment  could  not  see 
I  was  the  mate  of  misery ; 
But  then  by  dull  degrees  came  back 
My  senses  to  their  wonted  track, 
I  saw  the  dungeon  walls  and  floor 
Close  slowly  round  me  as  before, 
I  saw  the  glimmer  of  tho  sun 
Creeping  as  it  before  had  done, 
But  through  the  crevice  where  it  came 
That  bird  was  perch'd,  as  fond  and  tam^ 

And  tamer  than  upon  the  tree  ; 
A  lovely  bird,  with  azure  wings. 
And  song  that  said  a  thousand  things. 

And  seem'd  to  say  them  all  for  me  I 
I  never  saw  its  like  before, 
I  ne'er  shall  see  its  likeness  more : 
2  a2 
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It  leem'd,  like  me,  to  want  a  mate^ 
But  was  not  half  so  desolate, 
And  it  was  come  to  love  me  when 
None  lived  to  lovo  me  so  again. 
And  cheoring  from  my  dmigeon's  hrink^ 
Had  brought  me  back  to  feel  and  think. 
1  know  not  if  it  late  were  free. 

Or  broke  its  cage  to  porch  on  mine^ 
But  knowing  well  captivity. 

Sweet  bh-d!  I  could  not  wish  for  thiiM  1 
Dr  if  it  wero,  in  winged  guise;, 
A  visitant  fram  Paradise; 
For — Heaven  forgive  that  thought  1  the  — 
Which  made  mo  both  to  weep  and  smilo^ 
I  sometimes  doem'd  that  it  might  be 
My  brother's  soul  come  down  to  me  ; 
But  then  at  last  away  it  flew. 
And  then  'twas  mortal — ^well  I  knew, 
For  be  would  never  thus  have  flown, 
And  left  me  twice  so  doublv  lone, — 
Lone — as  the  corse  within  its  shroud. 
Lone— as  a  solitary  cloud, 

A  single  cloud  on  a  sunny  day. 
While  all  the  rest  of  heaven  is  clear, 
A  frown  upon  the  atmosphere. 
That  hath  no  business  to  appear 

Whou  skies  are  blue,  and  earth  is  gay* 


A  kind  of  change  came  in  my  fate^ 
My  keepers  grew  compassionate, 
I  know  not  what  had  made  them  80^ 
Phcy  wore  inured  to  sights  of  woe^ 
But  so  it  was  : — my  broken  chain 
With  links  unfasten'd  did  remain. 
And  it  was  liberty  to  stride 
Along  my  cell  fix)m  side  to  side. 
And  up  and  down,  and  then  athwart, 
And  tread  it  over  every  part ; 
And  round  the  pillars  one  by  one, 
Eetuming  where  my  walk  beg^un. 
Avoiding  only,  as  I  trod, 
iily  brothers'  graves  without  a  sod ; 
For  if  I  thought  with  heedless  tread 
My  step  profaned  their  lowly  bed. 
My  breaUi  came  gaspingly  and  thick. 
And  my  crushed  heart  fell  blind  and  aicki 


I  made  a  footing  in  the  wall. 
It  was  not  therefrom  to  escape, 

For  I  had  burieA.  an^  «xA  «5!L, 
"Who  loved  me  in  ai^ixnoasi  ^&k^\ 
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And  the  whole  earth  would  henceforth  be 

A  widdr  priaon  unto  me : 

No  child— no  fiure->no  km  had  I, 

No  partner  in  my  misery ; 

I  thought  of  this,  and  I  was  glad. 

For  thought  of  them  had  made  me  mad  * 

But  I  was  curious  to  ascend 

To  my  bon^d  windows,  and  to  bend 

Once  more,  upon  the  mountains  high. 

The  quiet  of  a  loving  eye. 

xm. 
I  saw  them— end  they  were  the  same, 
They  were  not  ohansed  like  me  in  frame  : 
I  saw  their  thousand  years  of  snow 
On  high — ^their  wide  long  lake  below. 
And  me  blue  Rhone  in  mllest  flow ; 
I  heard  the  torrents  leap  and  gush 
O'er  channelled  rock  and  broken  bush  ; 
I  saw  the  white-wall'd  distant  town, 
And  whiter  sails  go  skimming  down  ; 
And  then  there  was  a  little  i^e,* 
Which  in  my  very  face  did  smile. 

The  only  one  in  view ; 
A  small  green  isle,  it  seem*d  no  more. 
Scarce  broader  than  my  dungeon  flocr. 
But  in  it  there  were  three  tdl  trees, 
And  o'er  it  blew  the  mountain  breeze. 
And  by  it  there  were  waters  flowing. 
And  on  it  there  were  young  flowers  growing. 

Of  gentle  breath  and  hue. 
The  fish  swam  by  the  castle  wall. 
And  they  seem'd  joyous  each  and  all ; 
The  eagle  rode  the  rising  blast, 
Methought  he  never  flew  so  fast 
As  then  to  me  he  seem'd  to  fly. 
And  then  new  tears  came  in  my  eye, 
And  I  felt  troubled — and  would  fain 
I  had  not  left  my  recent  chain  ; 
And  when  I  did  descend  again. 
The  darkness  of  my  dim  abode 
Fell  on  me  as  a  heavy  load ;  * 

It  was  as  is  a  new-dug  grave. 
Closing  o'er  one  we  sought  to  save. 
And  yet  my  glance,  too  much  opprest, 
Had  almost  need  of  suoh  a  rest. 

XIV. 

It  might  be  months,  or  years,  or  days, 

I  kept  no  count — I  took  no  note, 
I  had  no  hope  my  eyes  to  raise. 

And  clear  them  of  their  dreary  mote ; 

tvwB  Uie  entnaew  of  the  Rhone  and  Villenenve,  not  far  from  Cbinon, 
Uaiid ;  the  only  one  I  could  perceive,  In  my  voyasre  roimd  and  over  t 
Hi  diciuurarence.  It  contains  a  few  trees  ( I  think  not  above  tluee),  and 
mm  and  diminntive  size  has  a  pecrillar  effect  upon  the  view.— /I. 
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At  last  men  oame  to  set  me  free, 

I  ask'd  not  why,  and  reck'd  not  wlier% 
It  was  at  length  tlio  same  to  meb 
Fottor*d  or  fetterless  to  be, 
I  leam'd  to  Ioto  despair. 
And  thus  when  they  appear*d  at  laik^ 
And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  oast, 
These  heavy  walls  to  me  had  grown 
A  hermitage — end  all  my  own  1 
And  half  I  felt  as  they  were  come 
To  tear  me  from  a  second  home  : 
With  spiders  I  had  friendsliip  made^ 
And  watch'd  them  in  their  sullen  trade ; 
Uad  soon  the  mice  by  moonlight  play. 
And  why  should  I  feel  less  than  uieyf 
We  wore  all  inmates  of  one  place, 
And  I,  the  monarch  of  each  race. 
Had  power  to  kill — ^yet,  strange  to  tell  t 
In  quiet  we  had  leam'd  to  dwell— 
My  very  chains  and  I  grew  friends, 
So  much  a  long  communion  tends 
To  make  us  what  we  are :— ^en  I 
Kegain'd  my  freedom  with  a  sigh. 


MONODY  ON  THE  DEATH  OP  THE  RIGHT  HOI. 
R.  B.  SHERIDAN. 

8F0EKN  AT  DBUBT-LAKX  THXATB& 

When  the  last  sunshine  of  expiring  day 
In  summer^s  twilight  weeps  itself  awar, 
Who  hath  not  felt  the  softness  of  the  hour 
Sink  on  the  heart,  as  dew  along  the  flower? 
With  a  pure  feeling  which  absorbs  and  awes 
While  Nature  makes  that  melancholy  pause. 
Her  breathing  moment  on  the  bridge  where  ©»• 
Of  light  and  darkness  forms  an  arch  sublime 
Who  hath  not  shared  that  calm  so  still  and  wap, 
The  voiceless  thought  which  wo^d  not  speak  hot  »••?» 
A  holjr  concord— and  a  bright  regret, 
A  glorious  sympathy  with  suns  that  set? 
Tis  not  harsh  sorrow — ^but  a  tenderer  woe, 
Nameleft**,.  but  dear  to  gentle  hearts  below, 
Felt  without  bitterness — ^but  full  and  dear, 
A  sweet  dejection — a  transparent  tear, 
TJnmix'd  with  worldly  grief  or  selfish  stain. 
Shed  without  shame — and  secret  without  pain. 

Even  as  the  tefndemoBa  >i>c\».V.\yQfva  Vsai6\i 
When  aummflr'a  day  dA(J^«a  «^»u(l^«'VsSS^ 
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Mm  the  ftilness  of  our  heart  and  eyes, 
MB  all  of  Genius  which  can  perish  dies, 
mighty  Spirit  is  eclipsed— a  Power 
4fa  nus'a  from  dav  to  darkness— to  whose  hoar 
lifpt'no  likeness  is  bequeath'd— no  nams^ 
om  at  once  of  all  the  rays  of  Fame  1 
6  flash  of  Wit— tiie  bri^t  Intelligeno^ 
6  beam  of  S0&9— the  blase  of  Eloquence^ 
:  with  thdr  Smi^-biit  stni  hate  left  behind 
6  enduring  produce  of  immortal  Mind ; 
oiti  of  a  genial  mom,  and  clorious  noon, 
deathless  part  of  him  who  died  too  soon, 
t  small  that  portion  of  the  wondrous  whole, 
eae  sparkling  segments  of  that  circling  soa( 
bich  aD  embraced— and  lighten'd  over  all, 
eheer— to  pierce — to  please — or  to  appaL 
am  the  charm'd  councm  to  the  festive  board, 
human  feelingB  the  unbounded  lord ; 
whose  acclaim  the  loftiest  voices  vied, 
e  praised— the  proud— who  made  his  praise  their  pride 
3flD  the  loud  err  of  trampled  Hindostan 
oie  to  Heaven  m  her  appeal  from  man, 
B  was  the  thundei^— his  the  aven^^ng  rod, 
e  wmth— the  delegated  voice  of  Gcd  1 
lioh  shook  the  nations  through  his  lips— and  biased 
1  TSDquish'd  senates  trembled  as  they  praised. 

Ind  here,  oh  !  here,  where  yet  all  young  and  warm 

e  gay  creations  of  his  spirit  charm, 

9  matchless  dialogue — ^the  deathless  wit> 

lich  knew  not  what  it  was  to  intermit ; 

3  glowing  portraits,  fresh  from  life,  that  bring 

me  to  our  hearts  the  truth  from  which  they  spring  i 

38e  wondrous  beings  of  his  Fancy,  wrought 

fulness  by  the  fiat  of  his  thought, 

re  in  their  first  abode  you  may  still  meet» 

gbt  with  the  hues  of  his  Prumethean  heat: 

lalo  of  the  light  of  other  days, 

ich  still  the  splendour  of  its  orb  betrays. 

iut  should  there  be  to  whom  the  &tal  blight 

Euliog  Wisdom  jrields  a  base  delight, 

1  who  exult  when  minds  of  heavenly  tone 

in  the  music  which  was  bom  their  own, 

1  let  them  pause — ah  1  little  do  they  know 

kt  what  to  them  seem'd  Vice  might  be  but  WoAt 

*(]  is  his  fate  on  whom  the  public  gase 

x'd  for  ever  to  detract  or  praise ; 

ose  denies  her  requiem  to  his  name, 

I  Folly  loves  the  martyrdom  of  Fame. 

secret  enemy  whose  slcenloss  eye 
ids  sentinel — accuser— ^iH%e— and  spy, 

foe— ihe  fool — the  jealous — and  the  vain, 
myiowi  who  but  breathe  in  others'  pain. 
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Behold  the  host  1  delighting  to  deprave. 

Who  track  the  steps  of  glory  to  the  grave, 

Watch  every  fault  that  dariug  Genius  owes 

Half  to  the  ardour  which  its  birth  bestows, 

Distort  the  truth,  acoumulate  the  lie, 

And  pile  the  pyramid  of  Calumny ! 

These  are  his  portion — ^but  if  join'd  to  these 

Gaunt  Poverty  should  league  with  deep  Disefisc^ 

If  the  high  Spirit  must  forget  to  soar. 

And  stoop  to  strive  with  Misery  at  the  door, 

To  soothe  Indignity — and  face  to  face 

Meet  sordid  BAge — and  wrestle  vrith.  Disgrace, 

To  find  in  Hope  but  the  renew*d  caress, 

The  serpent-fold  of  further  Faithlessness  :— 

If  such  may  be  the  ills  which  men  assail, 

What  marvel  if  at  last  the  mightiest  fsol  ? 

Breasts  to  whom  all  the  strength  of  feeling  men, 

Bear  hearts  electric — charged  with  fire  fix)m  heaven, 

Black  with  the  rude  collision,  inly  torn. 

By  clouds  surrounded,  and  on  whirlwinds  home. 

Driven  o'er  the  lowering  atmosphere  that  nurst 

Thoughts  which  have  t\im'd  to  thunder— 6C0fch--ana  buisi. 

But  far  from  us  and  from  our  mimic  scene 
Such  things  should  be — ^if  such  have  ever  been ; 
Ours  be  the  gentler  wish,  the  kinder  task. 
To  give  the  tribute  Glory  need  not  ask. 
To  mourn  the  vanish'd  beam — and  add  our  mitA 
Of  praise  in  payment  of  a  long  delight. 
Ye  Orators  !  whom  yet  our  councils  yield. 
Mourn  for  the  veteran  Hero  of  your  field  ! 
The  worthy  rival  of  the  wondrous  Three  I  * 
Whose  words  were  sparks  of  Immortality  1 
Ye  Bards  !  to  whom  the  Drama's  Muse  is  dear. 
He  was  your  Master — emulate  him  here  I 
Ye  men  of  wit  and  social  eloquence  ! 
He  was  your  brother — bear  ms  ashes  hence ! 
While  Powers  of  mind,  almost  of  boundless  ron^, 
Complete  in  kind — as  various  in  their  change, 
White  Eloquence — Wit — Poesy — and  Mirth, 
That  humbler  Harmonist  of  care  on  Earth, 
Survive  within  our  souls — ^while  lives  our  sense 
Of  pride  in  Merit's  proud  pre-eminence. 
Long  shall  we  seek  his  likeness — long  in  vain,     . 
And  turn  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain. 
Sighing  that  Nature  form'd  but  one  such  man, 
And  broke  the  die— in  moulding  Sheridan.  .^ 


*  Pitt,  Fox,  and  Burki^ 
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STANZAS  TO  AUGUSTA. 

Chough  the  day  of  my  destines  over. 

And  the  star  of  my  fete  batn  declined^ 
Tby  soft  heart  refused  to  disooyer 

The  fiuilts  which  so  many  could  find ; 
^nioiiffh  thT  soul  with  my  grief  was  acquaiutod, 

'It  shrank  not  to  share  it  with  me. 
And  the  love  which  my  spirit  hath  painted 

It  neyer  hath  found  but  in  thee. 

Then  when  nature  around  me  is  smiling. 

The  last  smile  which  answers  to  mine, 
I  do  not  believe  it  beguiling. 

Because  it  reminds  me  of  thine ; 
And  when  winds  are  at  war  with  the  ocean. 

As  the  breasts  I  beUered  in  with  me. 
If  their  billows  exdte  an  emotion. 

It  is  that  they  bear  me  from  thee. 

ThoQg^  the  rock  of  my  last  hojpe  is  shiver'd, 

AimL  its  fragments  are  sunk  m  the  wave. 
Though  I  Usei  that  my  soul  is  delivered 

To  pain— it  shall  not -be  its  slave. 
There  is  many  a  pang  to  pursue  me : 

They  may  crusn,  but  thev  shall  not  contemn — 
They  may  torture,  but  shall  not  subdue  me — 

'Tis  of  thee  that  I  think— not  of  them. 

Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deceive  mo. 

Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  forsake. 
Though  loved,  thou  forborest  to  grieve  mo. 

Though  slander'd,  thou  never  couldsb  shako, — 
Though  trusted,  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me. 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly. 
Though  watchful,  'twas  not  to  defame  me, 

Nor  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

Tet  I  blame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  it. 

Nor  the  war  of  the  many  with  one — 
If  my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  prize  it, 

'Twas  folly  not  sooner  to  shun : 
And  if  dearly  that  error  hath  cost  me. 

And  more  than  I  once  could  foresee, 
I  have  found  tbat,  whatever  it  lost  me. 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  tJiee. 

From  the  wreck  of  the  past,  which  hath  perlsh*d. 

Thus  much  I  at  least  may  recall. 
It  hath  taught  me  that  what  I  most  chorish'd 

Deserved  to  be  dearest  of  all : 
In  the  desert  a  fountain  is  springing. 

In  the  wide  waste  tbero  still  is  a  tree, 
And  a  hh-d  id  the  solitude  singing, 

Wbich  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  &€e. 
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EPISTLE  TO  AUGUSTA. 

Mt  sister!  my  sweet  sister !  if  a  name 
Dearer  and  purer  were,  it  should  be  thiM, 

Mountains  and  seas  divide  us,  but  I  claim 
No  tears,  but  tenderness  to  answer  mine : 

Go  where  I  will,  to  me  thou  art  the  sam**— 
A  loved  regret  which  1  would  not  resign. 

There  yet  are  two  things  in  my  destiny, — 

A  world  to  roam  through,  and  a  home  with  thee 

The  first  were  nothing — ^had  I  still  the  lasi^ 
It  were  the  haven  of  my  happiness  ; 

But  other  claims  and  other  ties  thou  hast, 
And  mine  is  not  the  wish  to  make  them  less. 

A  stmnge  doom  is  thy  father's  son's,  and  past 
Recalling,  as  H  Ues  beyond  redress ; 

Be  versed  for  him  our  grandsire*B  fiite  of  yore,— 

Ho  had  no  rest  at  sea,  nor  I  on  shore. 

If  my  inheritance  of  storms  hath  been 
In  other  elements,  and  on  the  rocks 

Of  perils,  overlook'd  or  unforeseen, 
I  have  sustain 'd  my  share  of  worldly  shocks, 

The  fault  was  mine ;  nor  do  I  seek  to  screen 
My  errors  with  defensive  paradox ; 

I  have  been  cunning  in  mine  overthrow. 

The  careful  pilot  of  my  proper  woo. 

Mine  were  my  faults,  and  mine  be  their  reward, 
My  whole  life  was  a  contest,  since  the  day 

That  gave  me  being,  gave  me  that  which  marr'd 
The  gift, — a  fate,  or  will,  that  walk'd  astray; 

And  I  at  times  have  foimd  the  struggle  hard, 
And  thought  of  shaking  ofiF  ray  iKinds  of  clay : 

But  now  I  fain  would  for  a  time  survive. 

If  but  to  see  what  next  can  well  arrive. 

Kingdoms  and  empires  in  my  little  day 
I  have  outlived,  and  yet  I  am  not  old ; 

And  when  I  look  on  this,  the  petty  spray 
Of  my  own  years  of  trouble,  which  have  roll'd 

Like  a  wild  bay  of  breakers,  melts  away : 
Something — I  know  not  what— does  still  uphold 

A  spirit  of  slight  patience ; — ^not  in  vain. 

Even  for  its  own  sake,  do  we  purchase  pain. 

Perhaps  the  workings  of  defiance  stir 
Within  me, — or  perhaps  a  cold  despair, 

Brought  on  when  ills  habitually  recur, — 
Perhajis  a  kinder  clime,  or  purer  air, 

(For  even  to  tliis  may  change  of  soul  refer, 
And  with  Hj,^ht  armour  we  may  leam  to  bear,) 

Have  taught  me  a  strange  quiet,  which  was  not 

The  chief  companion  of  a  calmer  k)t. 
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( fed  almoit  at  times  as  I  have  ftlt 

In  happy  ohfldhood ;  trees,  and  flowers^  and  brooks, 
Which  do  remember  me  of  where  I  dwelt. 

Ere  my  Toung  mind  was  sacrifioed  to  books, 
Oome  as  of  yore  upon  me,  and  can  molt 

Ify  heart  with  reoc^gnition  of  their  looks ; 
And  even  at  moments  I  ooold  think  I  see 
Borne  living  thing  to  love— hot  none  like  thee. 

Here  are  the  Alpine  landscapes  which  create 

A  ftmd  tor  contemplation ;— to  admire 
Is  a  brief  feeling  of  a  trivial  date ; 

But  eomethinff  worthier  do  such  scenes  inspire. 
Here  to  bekme^  is  not  desolate. 

For  mnbh  I  view  which  I  ooold  most  desire. 
And,  above  alL  a  lake  I  can  behold 
Lovdierj  not  dearer,  than  our  own  of  old. 

Oh,  thai  thou  wert  but  with  me  1— but  I  grow 

The  fool  of  my  own  wishes,  and  foi^get 
The  solitude  which  I  have  vaunted  so 

Has  lost  its  praise  in  this  but  one  regret ; 
There  may  be  others  whidi  I  less  may  show  ;— 

I  am  not  of  the  plaintive  mood,  and  yet 
I  feel  an  ebb  in  my  philosqphy. 
And  the  tide  rising  in  my  alter d  eye. 

I  did  remind  thee  of  our  own  dear  Lake, 
By  the  old  Hall  which  may  be  mine  no  more. 

Lenuui's  is  feir ;  but  think  not  I  forsake 
The  sweet  remembrance  of  a  dearer  shore : 

Sad  havoc  Time  must  Wtih  my  memory  make. 
Ere  thai  or  thou  can  fede  these  eyes  before ; 

Thoogh,  like  all  things  which  I  have  loved,  they  are 

Besign'd  fior  ever,  or  divided  feac. 

The  world  is  all  before  me  ;  I  but  ask 
Of  Nature  that  with  which  she  will  comply — 

It  is  but  in  her  summer's  sun  to  bask, 
To  mingle  with  the  quiet  of  her  sky. 

To  see  her  gentle  face  without  a  mask. 
And  never  gaze  on  it  with  apathy. 

She  was  my  early  friend,  and  now  shall  be 

Hy  sister— till  I  look  a^^ain  on  thee. 

I  can  reduce  all  feelings  but  this  one ; 

And  that  I  would  not ; — for  at  length  I  see 
Such  scenes  as  those  wherein  my  life  oegun. 

The  earliest— even  the  only  paths  for  mo — 
Had  I  but  sooner  learnt  the  crowd  to  shun, 

I  had  been  better  than  I  now  can  be ; 
The  pasgioDB  which  have  torn  me  would  have  bI«C^\ 
yiuta  not  Buffered,  and  thou  hadst  not  wept. 
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Wiih  felse  Ainbilaon  what  had  I  to  do  t 
little  with  Love^  and  least  of  all  with  Fam( 

And  yet  they  came  unsought,  and  with  me  gr 
And  made  me  all  which  thev  can  make— a  n. 

Yet  this  was  not  the  end  I  did  pursue ; 
Surely  I  once  beheld  a  nobler  aim. 

But  all  IS  oToiv-I  am  one  the  more 

To  bflffled  millions  which  have  gone  beforei 

And  for  the  future,  this  world's  fbture  may 
From  me  demand  but  little  of  mv  care ; 

I  have  outlived  myself  by  many  a  day ; 
Haying  survived  so  many  thuiCT  thiett  ware ; 

Hy  years  have  been  no  slumber,  out  the  proj 
Of  ceaseless  vigils ;  for  I  had  the  share 

Of  life  which  mignt  have  fiU'd  a  century, 

Before  its  fourth  in  time  had  passed  me  by. 

And  for  the  remnant  which  may  be  to  ooom, 
I  am  content ;  and  for  the  past  I  feel 

Not  thankless, — for  within  the  crowded  sum 
Of  struggles,  happiness  at  times  ivoold  trtca^ 

And  for  me  present,  I  would  not  benumb 
My  feelings  £Eurther. — ^Nor  shall  I  oonoflsl 

That  with  all  this  I  still  can  look  around, 

And  worahip  Nature  with  a  though  profoond. 

For  thee,  my  own  sweet  sister,  in  thy  heart 
I  know  myself  secure^,  as  thou  in  mine ; 

Wd  wero  and  are— I  am,  even  as  thou  art- 
Beings  who  ne'er  each  other  can  resigD ; 

It  is  the  same,  together  or  i^MurL 
From  life's  oonmienoement  to  its  slov  dee&f 

We  are  entwined — ^let  death  oome  slow  or  iitft, 

The  tie  which  bound  the  first  endures  tb0kil< 


THE   DREAM. 


OUB  life  is  twofold :  Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 
A  boundary  between  the  things  misnamed 
Death  and  existence :  Sleep  hath  its  own  world. 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality, 
And  dreams  in  their  development  have  breath, 
And  tears,  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of  jov  ; 
They  leave  a  weight  upon  our  waking  thoughts^ 
They  take  a  wi^f^t  from  off  our  waking  toils. 
They  do  divide  our  being ;  they  become 
A  portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time. 
And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity ; 
They  pass  like  spirits  of  the  past— they  speak 
like  sibyls  of  the  future ;  they  have  power — 
The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain  ; 
They  make  us  what  we  were  not— what  they  will. 
And  shake  us  with  the  vision  that's  gone  by. 
The  dread  of  vanished  shadows— Are  they  so  f 
Is  not  the  past  all  shadow  ?    What  are  wey  ? 
Creations  of  the  mind  f — ^The  mind  can  make 
Substance,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 
With  beings  brighter  than  have  been,  and  give 
A  breath  to  forms  which  can  outlive  ^1  flesh. 
I  would  recall  a  vision  which  I  dream'd 
Perchance  in  sleep — ^for  in  itself  a  thought, 
A  slumbering  thought,  is  capable  of  years. 
And  curdles  a  long  life  into  one  hour. 

n. 
I  saw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 
Standing  upon  a  hill,  a  gentle  hill. 
Green  and  of  mild  declivity,  the  last 
As  'twere  the  cape  of  a  long  ridge  of  such. 
Save  that  there  was  no  sea  to  lave  its  base. 
But  a  most  living  landscape,  and  the  wave 
Of  woods  and  corn-fields,  and  the  abodes  of  moo 
IScatter^d  at  intervals,  and  wreathing  smoke 
Arising  from  such  rustic  roo&  ; — ^the  hill 
Was  crown'd  with  a  peculiar  diadem 
Of  trees,  in  droular  array,  so  fix'd. 
Not  by  the  sport  of  nature,  but  of  man : 
These  two.  a  maiden  and  a  youth,  were  there 
Qazingp— the  one  on  all  that  was  beneath 
Fair  as  herself-^but  the  boy  gazed  on  her  ; 
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And  both  were  young,  and  one  was  beautiful : 

And  both  were  young— yet  not  alike  in  youth. 

As  the  sweet  moon  on  the  horizon's  verge, 

The  maid  was  on  the  eve  of  womanhood ; 

The  boy  had  fewer  summers,  but  his  heart 

Had  far  outgrown  his  years,  and  to  his  eye 

There  was  but  one  beloved  face  on  earth. 

And  that  was  shining  on  him  ;  he  had  look'd 

Upon  it  till  it  could  not  pass  away  ; 

He  had  no  breath,  no  bemg,  but  in  hers  : 

She  was  his  voice ;  he  did  not  speak  to  her, 

But  trembled  on  her  words  :  she  was  his  sighi^ 

For  his  eye  foUow'd  hers,  and  saw  with  hers, 

Which  colour'd  all  his  objects  ; — ^he  had  ccaM(* 

To  Uve  within  himself;  she  was  his  life. 

The  ocean  to  the  river  of  lus  thoughts. 

Which  terminated  all :  upon  a  tone, 

A  touch  of  hers,  his  blood  would  ebb  and  flow, 

And  his  cheek  change  tempestuously — his  heart 

Unknowing  of  its  cause  of  agony. 

But  she  in  these  fond  feelings  had  no  share: 

Her  sighs  were  not  for  him  ;  to  her  he  was 

Even  as  a  brother — ^but  no  more ;  'twas  much| 

For  brotherless  she  was,  save  in  the  name 

Her  infant  friendship  had  bestow'd  on  him ; 

Herself  the  solitary  scion  left 

Of  a  time-honour'd  race. — It  was  a  name  ^.— -hvl 

Which  pleased  him,  and  yet  pleased  him  not— and  ^r^"i 

Time  taught  him  a  deep  answer — when  she  loved 

Another  ;  even  now  she  loved  another. 

And  on  the  summit  of  that  hill  she  stood 

Looking  afar  if  yet  her  lover's  steed 

Kept  pace  with  her  expectancy,  and  flew. 

in. 
A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  mv  dream. 
There  was  an  ancient  mansion,  ana  before 
Its  walls  there  was  a  steed  caparison'd: 
Within  an  antique  Oratory  stood 
The  Boy  of  whom  I  spake  ; — he  was  alone^ 
And  pale,  and  pacing  to  and  &o :  anon 
He  sate  him  down,  and  seized  a  pen,  and  tnMA  ■ 
Words  which  I  could  not  guea»  of ;  then  he  lean'd 
His  bow'd  head  on  his  hands  and  shook,  as  'twera 
With  a  convulsion — then  rose  again. 
And  with  his  teeth  and  quivering  hands  did  teir 
What  he  had  written,  but  he  shed  no  tears. 
And  he  did  calm  himself,  and  fix  his  Inx>W 
Into  a  kind  of  quiet :  as  he  paused. 
The  Lady  of  his  love  re-enter'd  there  ; 
She  was  serene  and  smiling  then,  and  vet 
She  knew  she  was  by  him  beloved ; — she  knew— 
For  quickly  cornea  a\iQi\i\LrLOv«\^Ci»i^[^x3waJu\aa  heart 
Was  darken!  d  wiOa.  \ier  ^«i.^ov» ,  wx"^  ^<a  «kh 
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i  wnidhod,  but  she  saw  not  aU. 

d  with  a  cold  and  gentle  grasp 

r  band ;  a  momoit  o'er  hu  ftoe 

unutterable  thoughts 

,  and  Uien  it  fiul^,  as  it  oame ; 

the  hand  he  held,  and  with  slow  ntbp% 

t  not  as  bidding  her  adieu, 

d  put  with  mutual  smiles ;  he  poss'd 

le  muKy  gate  of  that  old  Hall, 

hig  on  ms  steed  he  went  his  way ; 

vpass'd  that  hoary  threshold  more. 

IV. 

une  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
IS  (mrung  to  manhood :  in  the  wilds 
aes  ne  made  himself  a  home, 
il  drank  their  sunbeams :  he  was  girl 
j[e  and  dusky  aspects ;  he  was  not 
»  what  he  had  been ;  on  the  sea 
shore  he  was  a  wanderer ; 
%  mass  of  many  images 
ce  waves  upon  me,  but  he  was 
11 ;  and  in  the  last  he  lay 
om  the  noontide  sultrmess, 
K)ng  fiUlen  columns,  in  the  shade 
alls  that  had  survived  the  names 
10  rear'd  them  ;  by  his  sleeping  side 
lis  grazing,  and  some  goodly  steeds 
I'd  near  a  fountain ;  and  a  man, 
3wine  garb,  did  watch  the  while, 
y  of  his  tribe  slumber 'd  around : 
rere  canopied  by  the  blue  sky, 
3,  clear,  and  purely  beautiful, 
lone  was  to  be  seen  in  heaven. 


ame  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

if  his  love  was  wed  with  One 

)t  love  her  better  : — ^in  her  home, 

I  leagues  from  his, — her  native  homO; 

besirt  with  growing  Infancy, 

and  sons  of  Beauty, — but  behold  1 

Etce  there  was  the  tint  oi  grief, 

.  shadow  of  an  inward  strue, 

luiet  drooping  of  the  eye, 

.  were  charged  with  unshed  toars. 

I  her  grief  be  I — she  had  all  she  loTed^ 

0  had  so  loved  her  was  not  there 
with  bad  hopes,  or  evil  wish, 
ss'd  affliction,  her  pure  thoughts. 

1  her  grief  be  ?— she  had  loved  him  noV 
him  cause  to  deem  himself  beloved, 

be  be  a  part  of  that  which  prey'd 
lind — a  apeotre  of  the  past. 
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-  -       TI. 

A  change  oame  o'er  tHe  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Wanderer' was  retiim'd. — ^I  saw  him  stand 
Before  an  Altar— with  a  gentle  bride: 
Her  &ce  was  &ir,  but  was  not  that  which  mads 
The  Starlight  of  his  Boyhood ; — as  he  stood 
Even  at  the  altar,  o'er  his  brow  there  came 
The  selfsame  aspect,  and  the  quivering  shock 
That  in  the  antique  Oratory  shook 
His  bosom  in  its  solitude  ;  and  then — 
As  in  that  hour — a  moment  o'er  his  &ce 
The  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Was  traced — and  then  it  &ded  as  it  came^ 
And  ho  stood  calm  and  quiet,  and  he  spoke 
The  fitting  tows,  but  heard  not  his  own  wordfl. 
And  all  thin^  reel'd  around  him  ;  he  could  soe 
Not  that  which  was,  nor  that  which  should  harebecs^ 
But  the  old  mansion,  and  the  accustom'd  hall, 
And  the  remember'a  chambers,  and  the  place, 
The  day,  the  hour,  the  sunshine,  and  the  shadfl^ 
All  things  pertaining  to  that  place  and  hour, 
And  her  who  was  his  destiny,  came  back 
And  thrust  themselyes  between  him  and  the  ^t : 
What  business  had  they  there  at  sa.6h  a  time  I 

VII. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Lady  of  his  love  ; — Oh  !  she  was  changed, 
As  by  the  sickness  of  the  soul ;  her'mind 
Had  wander'd  from  its  dwellmg,  and  her  evm, 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
Which  is  not  of  the  earth ;  she  was  become 
The  queen  of  a  fantastic  realm ;  her  thoughts 
Were  combinations  of  disjointed  things ; 
And  forms  impalpable  and  unperoeivMl 
Of  others'  sight  familiar  were  to  hers. 
And  this  the  world  calls  phrenzy :  but  the  wfat 
Have  a  far  deeper  madness,  and  the  glance 
Of  melancholy  is  a  fearful  gift ; 
What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth  t 
Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  fimtasiei^ 
And  brings  life  near  in  utter  nakednen^ 
Making  the  cold  reality  too  real  1 


A  change  oame  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Wanderer  was  alone  as  heretofore, 
The  beings  which  surrounded  hhn  were  flone^ 
Or  were  at  war  with  him ;  he  was  a  mane 
For  blight  and  desolation,  compass'd  roimd 
With  Hatred  and  Contention ;  Pain  was  mix'd 
In  all  which,  waa  eerre^  \x^  \a  V\ato,  matU, 
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a  to  the  Pontio  monaroh  of  old  days, 
ied  on  pdsons,  and  they  had  no  powor, 
were  a  kind  of  nutriment ;  he  lived 
ough  that  which  had  been  death  to  many  men, 
1  made  him  friends  of  moontains :  with  uio  stai-a 
1  the  qpiok  Spirit  of  the  Univerae 
held  hiB  dialognes ;  and  they  did  teach 
him  the  m«ffio  of  their  mysterioi : 
him  the  hook  oi  Night  was  open'd  wide^ 
1  Toioee from  the  deepabyss  re^eal'd 
larvel  and  a  ■eoret.--!Be  it  so. 

iz. 
dream  is  past ;  it  had  no  ftartfaer  change. 
raa  of  a  strange  oirder,  that  the  doom 
:heee  two  ereatores  should  be  thns  traced  out 
ooet  like  a  reality— the  one 
end  in  madnewt— both  in  misoiy. 


■■•TW^gJb<^>g 


BABENESS. 

D  a  dream,  which  was  not  all  a  dream, 
bright  sun  was  eztinffuish'd,  and  the  stars 
nrander  darkling  in  me  eternal  space, 
ess,  and  pathless,  and  the  icy  earth 
ig  blind  and  bladceniog  in  the  moonless  air  ; 
1  came  and  wont — and  came,  and  brought  uo  day, 
men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 
bis  their  desolation ;  and  all  hearts 
e  dull'd  into  a  selfish  prayer  for  light : 
they  did  live  by  watchfii^s — ^and  the  thrones, 
palaces  of  crownbd  kings — the  huts, 
nabitations  of  all  thin^  which  dwell, 
0  burnt  for  beacons ;  cities  were  consumed, 
men  were  gathered  round  their  blazing  home:> 
Mk  once  more  into  each  other's  face ; 
py  were  those  who  dwelt  vrithin  the  eye 
le  volcanoes,  and  their  mountain-torch : 
urful  hope  was  all  the  world  contain 'd ; 
ets  were  set  on  fire — ^but  hour  by  hour 
f  fell  and  fiided — and  the  cracklmg  trunks 
Qguish'd  with  a  crash — and  all  was  black. 
brows  of  men  by  the  despairing  light 
e  an  unearthly  aspect,  as  by  fits 
flashes  fell  upon  tnem  ;  some  lay  down 
hid  theur  eyes  and  wept ;  and  some  did  rest 
r  chins  upon  their  clenched  hands,  and  smiled  $ 
others  hurried  to  and  Gro,  and  fed 
rhweral piles  with  fuel,  and  iook'd  up 
laad  diaqwetude  on  the  dull  sky. 
2b 
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The  pall  of  a  past  world  ;  and  then  again 

With  curses  cast  tliem  down  upon  the  dust, 

And  gnnsh'd  their  teeth  and  hoN.Td:  the  wild  birds shncrii 

Ami,  torrihed,  did  flutter  on  the  gix)und, 

And  flap  their  v^eless  wings  ;  the  wildest  brutes 

C'unie  tjuiie  and  tremulous  ;  and  vipei*s  crawl'd 

And  twined  themsolvos  among  the  multitude, 

Hissing,  but  stingloss — they  were  slain  for  food: 

And  War,  which  for  a  moment  was  no  more, 

I)id  glut  himself  again  ; — a  meal  was  bought 

AVith  blood,  and  each  sate  sullenly  apart 

Goi-ging  himself  in  gloom  :  no  love  was  left ; 

All  earth  was  but  one  thought — and  that  was  death, 

Immciiiate  and  inglorious  ;  and  the  pang 

Of  famine  fed  unon  all  entrails — men 

r>icd,  and  their  bones  were  tombless  as  their  6eih; 

I'he  meagre  by  the  meagre  were  devour*d, 

Kven  dogs  assaiVd  their  masters,  all  save  onfi^ 

And  he  was  faithful  to  a  corse,  and  kept 

Q'ho  birds  and  beasts  and  famish'd  men  at  bay, 

Till  hunger  clung  them,  or  the  dropping  dead 

Lured  their  lank  jaws ;  himself  sought  out  no  food; 

But  with  a  piteous  and  perpetual  moan. 

And  a  quick  desolate  cry,  licking  the  hand 

Which  answer'd  not  with  a  caress — ^he  died. 

The  crowd  was  famish'd  by  degi'ecs ;  but  two 

Of  an  enormous  city  did  survive. 

And  they  were  enemies :  they  mot  beside 

The  dying  embers  of  an  altar-place 

"Where  had  been  heap'd  a  mass  of  holy  things 

For  an  unholy  usage ;  they  raked  up. 

And  shivering  scraped  with  their  cold  skeletoD  hindi 

The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  feeble  breath 

Blew  for  a  Uttle  life,  and  made  a  flame 

Which  was  a  mockery ;  then  they  lifted  up 

Their  eyes  as  it  grow  lighter,  and  beheld 

Each  other's  aspects — saw,  and  shriek'd,  and  died-" 

Even  of  thoir  mutual  hideousness  they  d&ed, 

Unknowing  who  he  was  upon  whose  brow 

Famine  had  written  Fiend.     The  world  wa&  Toid^ 

The  populous  and  the  powerful  was  a  lump, 

Beasonlesfl,  herbless,  treeless,  manless,  lifeless— 

A  lump  of  death — a  chaos  of  hard  day. 

The  rivers^  lakes,  and  ocean  all  stood  still. 

And  nothmg  stiiVd  within  their  dlent  d^ths ; 

Ships  sailorless  lay  rotting  on  the  sea,  ^ 

And  thoir  masts  fell  down  piecemeal ;  as  theydropp^ 

They  slept  on  the  abyss  without  a  surge — 

The  waves  were  dead ;  the  tides  were  m  their  gra^^ 

The  Moon,  their  mistress,  had  expired  before; 

The  winds  wore  wither'd  in  the  stagnant  air, 

And  the  clouds  perish'd  1    Darkness  had  no  need 

Of  ai  d  from  tihouL— ^^le  '?i%a  \5cva  "V^uVivcm  I  -,  ^ 
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GHUBCHILL'S  GBAVE. 

▲  TACT  IJXIRALI.T  SKSTDSBID, 

>e8ide  the  gnv  of  him  who  blarad 
met  of  a  seaeoD,  and  I  Raw 
blest  of  all  sepulohresi  and  gazed 
ot  the  leal  of  sorrow  and  of  awe 
leglected  turf  and  quiet  stone, 
ae  no  dearer  than  tne  names  unknown, 
ij  unread  around  it ;  and  I  ask'd 
irdener  of  that  grounc^  why  it  might  be 
this  plant  strangers  his  memory  task'd 
.■h  the  thick  deaths  of  half  a  century  ? 
I  he  answer'd-^"  Well,  I  do  not  know 
[uent  travellers  turn  to  pilgrims  so ; 
before  my  day  of  Seztonship, 
had  not  the  digeing  of  this  grave." 
ds  alll    I  thought^ — and  do  we  rip 
il  of  Immortality  ?  and  crave 
ot  what  of  honour  and  of  light 
unborn  ages,  to  endure  this  blight  t 
and  so  successless  I    As  I  said, 
litect  of  all  on  which  we  tread, 
h  is  but  a  tombstone,  did  essay 
iate  remembrance  from  the  clay, 
lingliugs  might  confuse  a  Newton's  thought 
it  not  that  all  life  must  end  in  one, 
I  we  are  but  dreamers  ; — as  he  caught 
e  the  twilight  of  a  former  Sim, 
•ke  he, — '*  I  believe  the  man  of  whom 
;,  who  lies  in  this  selected  tomb, 
lost  famous  writer  in  his  day, 
refore  travellers  step  from  out  their  way 
lim  honour, — and  myself  whate'or 
lonour  pleases," — then  most  pleased  I  shook 
t  my  pocket's  avaricious  nook 
*tain  coins  of  silver,  which  as  'twere 
I  gave  this  man,  though  I  could  spars 
but  inconveniently  :— Ye  smile, 
ye  pro£eme  ones  1  all  the  while, 
my  homely  phrase  the  truth  would  telU 
the  fools,  not  I — for  I  did  dwell 
eep  thought,  and  with  a  soften'd  eye, 
Did  Sexton's  natural  homily, 
there  was  Obscurity  and  1  ame, — 
V  and  the  Nothing  of  a  Name. 


2b2 
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PROMETHEUS. 

Trr AK !  to  whose  immortal  eyes 

The  sufferings  of  mortality, 

Seeoi  in  their  sad  reality. 
Were  not  as  things  that  gods  despise  | 
What  was  thy  pity's  recompense? 
A  silent  suffering,  and  intense ; 
The  rock,  the  vmture,  and  the  chain, 
All  that  the  proud  can  feel  of  pain, 
The  agony  they  do  not  show 
The  suffocating  sense  of  woe. 

Which  speaks  but  in  its  lonelinesa. 
And  then  is  jealous  lest  the  sky 
Should  have  a  listener,  nor  will  sigh 

Until  its  voice  is  echoless. 

TitBJi !  to  thee  the  strife  was  given 
Between  the  suffering  and  the  will, 
Which  torture  where  they  cannot  ki]l| 
And  the  inezoraBle  Heaven, 
And  the  deaf  tyranny  of  Fate, 
The  ruling  piinciple  of  Hate, 
Which  for  its  pleasure  doth  create 
The  things  it  may  annihilate, 
Befiised  thee  even  the  boon  to  die ; 
The  wretched  gift  eternity 
Was  thine — and  thou  hast  borne  it  well. 
All  that  the  Thunderer  wrung  from  thee 
Was  but  the  menace  which  fluns  back 
On  him  the  torments  of  thy  rsuix. ; 
The  fate  thou  didst  so  well  foresee, 
But  would  not  to  appease  him  tell ; 
And  in  thy  Silence  was  his  Sentence, 
And  in  his  Soul  a  vain  repentance. 
And  evil  dread  so  ill  dissembled, 
That  in  his  hand  the  lightnings  trembled. 

Thy  Godlike  crime  was  to  be  kind. 
To  render  with  thy  pi-ecept  less 
The  sum  of  human  wretchedness, 

And  strengUieu  Man  with  his  own  mind ; 

But  baffled  as  thou  wert  from  high. 

Still  in  thy  patient  energy. 

In  the  endurance,  and  rernlse 
Of  thine  impenetrable  Spirit^ 

Which  Earth  and  Heaven  could  not  coQtub^ 
A  mighty  lesson  we  inherit : 

Thou  art  a  symbol  and  a  sign 
To  Mortals  of  their  fiite  and  force ; 

Lake  t\ice ,  ^an  \a  m  -i^^xV  divisie. 
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And  Man  in  portions  can  foresee 
His  own  funereal  destiny  ; 
His  wretchedness,  and  his  resistance. 
And  his  sad  miallied  existence : 
To  which  his  Spirit  may  oppose 
Itself— and  eqiml  to  all  woes, 

•And  a  firm  will,  and  a  deep  sense. 
Which  even  in  torture  can  descry 

Its  own  conoenter'd  recompense. 
Triumphant  where  it  dares  defy. 
And  making  Death  a  Victory  1 
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A  FRAGMENT. 

ITLD I  remount  the  river  of  my  years 
tho  first  fountain  of  our  smiles  and  tears, 
ould  not  ti*ace  again  the  stream  of  hours 

:wcen  thoir  outworn  banks  of  wither'd  flowers, 

t  bid  it  flow  as  now — until  it  glides 

0  the  number  of  the  nameless  tides.     .    .    . 

^Haat  is  this  Death  ? — a  quiet  of  the  heart  ? 
e  whole  of  that  of  which  we  are  a  part  ? 
r  life  is  but  a  vision — what  I  see 
all  which  lives  alone  is  life  to  me, 
d  being  so — the  absent  are  the  dead, 
lo  haunt  us  from  tranquillity,  and  spread 
ireary  shroud  around  us,  and  invest 
th  sad  remembrancers  our  hours  of  rest. 

[!ho  absent  are  the  dead,  for  they  are  cold, 
id  ne'er  can  be  what  once  we  did  behold  ; 
id  they  are  changed,  and  cheerless,— or  if  yet 
le  unforgotten  do  not  all  forget, 
ice  thus  divided — equal  must  it  be 

the  deep  barrier  be  of  earth,  or  sea  ; 

may  be  both — ^but  one  day  end  it  must 

1  the  dark  imion  of  insensate  dust. 

The  under-earth  inhabitants— are  they 

ut  mingled  millions  decomposed  to  clay  ? 

he  ashes  of  a  thousand  ages  spread 

Vherever  man  has  trodden  or  shall  tread  ? 

>r  do  they  in  their  silent  cities  dwell 

iiach  in  his  incommunicative  cell  ? 

Or  have  they  their  own  language  ?  and  a  senso 

)f  breathless  loeing  ?  darken'd  and  intense 

^J  midni^Jit  in  her  solitude  ?—  0  Earth  ! 

^hero  aro  the  past  ? — and  wherefore  had  they  bVrt)[i1 

"no  dcnd  are  thy  inheritors — ^and  we 

''^  bubbles  on  thy  surface  ;  and  the  key 
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Of  thy  proftinclity  is  in  the  grave. 

The  cbon'd  fwrtal  uf  thy  peopled  cave^ 

Where  I  would  walk  in  spirit^  and  heboid 

Our  elements  resolved  to  things  untold. 

And  &thom  hidden  wonders,  and  ezplure 

The  essenco  ci  great  boeoms  now  so  more.    .   .  • 


TO  LAKE  LILIAN. 

BoussEAU— -Voltairo—our  Gibbon^-^md  De  StaSl— 
Leman  1  these  names  are  wortb./  of  thy  shore, 
Thy  shore  of  names  like  these !  wert  tnou  no  mon 

Their  memory  thy  remembrance  would  recall : 

To  them  thy  banks  were  lovely  as  to  all. 
But  tJ^ey  have  made  them  lovelier,  for  the  lora 
Of  mighty  minds  doth  hallow  in  Uxe  core 

Of  human  hearts  the  ruin  of  a  wall 
Where  dwelt  the  wise  and  wondrous ;  but  by  Attt 

How  much  more^  Lake  of  Beauty  1  do  we  feeli 
In  sweetly  gliding  o'er  thy  crystal  sea, 

The  wild  glow  of  that  not  ungentle  seal» 
Which  of  the  heirs  of  immortality 

Is  proud,  and  makes  the  breath  of  glory  r«al ! 


LINES 
OV  HEABDra  THAT  LADT  BTBOH  WAB  JUh 

And  thou  wert  sad— yet  I  was  not  with  thee  I 
And  thou  wert  sick,  and  yet  I  was  not  near; 

Methought  that  joy  and  health  alone  oonld  be 
Where  I  was  not — and  pain  and  sorrow  hers. 

And  is  it  thus  ? — ^it  is  as  I  foretold. 
And  shall  be  more  so  ;  for  the  mind  recoils 

Upon  itself,  and  the  wrecked  heart  lies  cold, 
While  heaviness  collects  the  shattered  spmk. 

It  is  not  in  the  storm  nor  in  the  strife 
We  feel  bemunb'd,  and  wish  to  be  no  more^ 
But  in  the  after-silence  on  the  shore 

When  all  is  lost,  except  a  little  life. 

I  am  too  well  avenged ! — ^but  'twas  my  right ; 

Whate'er  my  sins  might  be,  thou  wert  not  sen! 
To  be  the  NemeaAs  w\io  ^Viovxld  requite — 

Nor  did  Heavetv  c\ioo«kQ  «o  i[i«Ax  vcLVoateroacuB^ 
Mercy  is  for  t\iemerc\^A\—SSV>Msvv 
Hast  been  of  auc^,  't.vn^\>e^  w»«.t^^t>s«»- 
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Thy  mghta  are  banish'd  from  the  reahns  of  sleep  !-* 

Tea  r  they  may  flatter  thee,  .but  thou  sh^It  feel 

A  hollow  agony  whioh  will  not  heal. 
For  thou  art  pillow'd  on  a  curse  too  deep ; 
Thou  hast  sown  in  my  sorrow,  and  must  reap 

The  bitter  hacreSfc  in  a  woe  as  real ! 
I  have  had  many  foes,  but  none  like  thee  ; 

For  'ffainst  the  rest  myself  I  could  defend. 

And  be  ayeiu;ed,  or  turn  them  into  frien«l ; 
But  thou  in  sate  implacability 

Hadst  nought  to  dread — in  thy  own  weakness  shielded, 
And  in  my  love,  which  hath  but  too  much  yielded. 

And  spared,  for  thy  sake,  some  I  should  not  spare — 
And  thus  upon  the  world — trust  in  thy  truth — 
And  t\e  wiTd  fiune  of  my  ungovern'd  youth — 

On  things  that  were  not,  and  on  things  that  are-^ 
Even  upon  such  a  basis  hast  thou  built 
A  monument,  whose  cement  bath  been  guilt  I 
The  moral  Clytemnestm  of  thy  lord. 
And  faew'd  down,  with  an  unsuspected  sword, 
Fame,  peaoe>  and  hope — ^and  all  the  better  life 

Whicn,  but  for  this  cold  treason  of  thy  heart, 
Might  still  have  risen  from  out  the  grave  of  strife, 
And  found  a  nobler  duty  than  to  p£urt. 
But  of  thy  virtuea  didst  thou  make  a  vice,  . 

Trafficking  with  them  in  a  purpose  cold. 

For  present  anger,  and  for  future  gold — 
And  buying  others  grief  at  any  price. 
And  thus  once  enterd  into  crooked  ways. 
The  early  truth,  which  was  thy  proper  praise, 
Did  not  still  walk  beside  thee— but  at  times, 
And  vsith  a  breast  unknowing  its  own  crimes, 
Deceit,  averme^tA  incompatible. 
Equivocations,  and  the  thou^ts  which  dwell 

In  Janus-spirits — the  sigmficant  eye 
Which  learns  to  lie  with  iSenoe — the  pretext 
Of  Prudence,  with  advantages  annex'a — 
The  acquiescence  in  iedl  thines  which  tend, 
No  matter  how,  to  the  desiiid  end — 

All  found  a  jAaoe  in  thy  t>hilo8ophy. 
The  means  were  worthy,  and  the  end  is  won — 
I  would  not  do  by  thee  as  thou  hast  done  t 

Bepte&;b«ri  ISlflk 


MANFRED* 

A    DBAMATIC    FOEIL 


*  There  are  mors  things  In  heaTen  and  earth,  Btoatlih 
Than  axe  dreamt  of  in  your  philoeopliy.** 


Bramatts  persons* 


MAN7RKD. 

Chauois  Hdnter. 
Abbot  of  St.  Mavrxci. 
Manuel. 
Herman. 


Witch  o»  thi  Aim. 
Arxmanxs. 

Nbmrsis. 
Thr  DssnNiu. 
Spirits,  &o. 


The  Scene  of  the  Drama  is  amonget  the  Higher  Alfn  pwHfi*^ 
Cattle  ofMttftfred,  and  partly  in  the  MowiMm. 


ACT  I.— SCEISE  L 
Manpred  alone.^Seene,  a  Gothic  QaXUry»'—T%m»t  Mii»¥^ 

Man,  The  lamp  must  be  replenished^  but  even  th«o 
It  will  not  bum  so  long  as  I  must  watdi : 
My  slumbers— if  I  slumber — are  not  sleep. 
But  a  continuance  of  enduring  thought. 
Which  then  I  can  resist  not :  in  my  heart 
There  is  a  vi^l,  and  these  eyes  but  close 
To  look  within ;  and  yet  I  live,  and  bear 
The  aspect  and  the  forms  of  breathing  men. 
But  grief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the  wise ; 
Sorrow  is  knowledge :  they  who  know  the  most 
Must  mourn  the  deepest  o  er  the  fatal  truth, 
The  Tree  of  Knowledge  is  not  that  of  Life. 
Philosophy  and  science,  and  the  springs 
Of  wonder,  and  the  wisdom  of  the  world, 
I  have  essay'd,  and  in  my  mind  there  is 
A  power  to  make  these  subject  to  itself— 
But  they  avail  not :  I  have  done  men  good. 
And  I  have  met  with  good  even  among  men— 
But  this  avail'd  not :  I  have  had  my  foes. 
And  none  have  baffled,  many  fallen  before  mt— 
But  this  avail*  d  not : — Good,  or  evil,  life. 
Powers,  passions,  all  I  see  in  other  beings. 
Have  been  to  me  as  rain  imto  the  sands, 

•  FlnUhod  In  rebnuxy,  ISVI.-bu^  im*  voXWAssA.  '»t**an'«*a*^  * 
•ftbotyotr. 
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;  all-naaieleM  hoar.    I  have  no  droad, 

h»  oune  to  liaye  no  natural  fear, 

ring  tlirob,  that  boats  with  hopes  or  wishoSi 

f  I0T6  of  something  on  the  earth.—. 

7  task,— 

M jsterions  Agency  I 
:  of  the  mboanded  universe ! 
»ve  sooght  in  darkness  and  in  light —  , 
b  oompass  earth  about,  and  dwell 
•  osmmnn    jn,  to  whom  the  tops 
sins  inaoewwible  are  hannts, 
I's  and  ooean's  oaves  &miliar  things^ 
Q  ye  by  the  written  eharm 
res  me  power  upon  you ^Bisel  appear! 

A  not  yet — "Sow  by  the  voice  of  him 

le  first  among  you— by  this  s^, 

ikes  you  tremble — ^by  the  claims  of  him 

idying,— Bise  1  appear  1 ^Appear! 

lA  jnuiu 
.—Spirits  of  earth  and  air, 
lot  thus  elude  me :  by  a  power, 
an  aJl  yet  uiged,  a  tyrant-speU, 
d  its  birthplace  hi  a  star  oondemn'd, 
ng  wreck  of  a  demolish'd  world, 
ii^  hdl  in  the  eternal  space ; 
rong  curse  which  is  upon  my  soul, 
^ht  which  is  within  me  and.  around  me, 
)el  ye  to  my  will. — Appear  1 

[A  star  it  teen  at  me  darker  end  of  tlie  gallery  : 
it  it  ttaiionary;  and  a  voice  is  heard  singina, 

FiBST  Spirit. 

Mortal !  to  thy  bidding  bow*d, 
■'rom  my  mansion  in  the  cloud, 
Yhich  the  breath  of  twilight  builds^ 
Ind  the  summer's  sunlight  gilds    - 
V^ith  the  azure  and  vermilion, 
Vhich  is  mix'd  for  my  pavilion ; 
Though  thy  quest  may  be  forbidden, 
)n  a  star-beam  I  have  ridden ; 
lO  thine  adjuration  bow'd, 
fortall  be  thy  wish  avowed ! 

Voice  qf  the  Second  Spirit. 

nt  Blanc  is  the  monarch  of  mountains  : 

?hey  crown'd  him  long  ago 

a  throne  of  rocks,  in  a  robe  of  cloud% 

Vith  a  diadem  of  snow. 

)und  his  waist  are  forests  braced, 

[lie  Avalanche  in  his  hand  ; 

t  ere  it  fall,  that  thundervak  ball 

^uBt  pause  for  my  conunand. 


876  btbon's  fovmb. 


The  Glacier's  cold  and  reRtless  i 

Moves  onward  day  b^  day ; 
But  I  am  he  who  bids  it  paasy 

Or  with  its  ice  delay.  t 

I  am  the  spirit  of  the  plaoe. 

Could  make  the  mountain  bow 
And  quiver  to  his  oavem*d  base— 

And  what  with  me  wouldst  Tkom  f 

Voice  of  the  Third  BkrH. 
In  the  blue  depth  of  the  waters, 

Where  the  wave  hath  no  strift^ 
Where  the  wind  is  a  stranffer. 

And  the  sea-snake  hath  ufe^ 
Where  the  Mermaid  is  decking 

Her  green  hair  with  shells; 
Like  the  storm  on  the  surface 

Came  the  sound  of  thy  spells ; 
O'er  my  calm  Hall  of  Coral 

The  deep  echo  roll*d — 
To  the  Spirit  of  Ocean 

Thy  wishes  unfold ! 

Fourth  Bfirit. 
Where  the  slumbering  earthquake 

Lies  pillow'd  on  fire, 
And  the  lakes  of  bitumen 

Bise  boilingly  higher ; 
Where  the  roots  of  the  Andes 

Strike  deep  in  the  earth. 
As  their  summits  to  heaven 

Shoot  soaringly  forth ; 
I  have  quitted  my  birthplace. 

Thy  bidding  to  bide — 
Thy  spell  hath  subdued  me^ 

Thy  will  be  my  g^de  1 

Fifth  Spirit. 
I  am  the  Rider  of  the  wind. 

The  Stirrer  of  the  storm ; 
The  hurricane  I  left  behind 

Is  yet  with  lightning  warm ; 
To  speed  to  thee,  o'er  shore  and  m:* 

I  swept  upon  the  blast : 
The  fleet  I  met  sail'd  wel^  and  ytt 

'Twill  sink  ere  night  be  pastt 

Sixth  Spirit. 
My  dwelling  is  the  shadow  of  the  night, 
Wny  doth  uiy  magic  torture  me  V7i£  ]|gli<^ 

The  star  whlcVi  ru\ea  xXi^  A.o«.\ixv^ 
Wan  ruled,  ere  eartii\iog8ai,"\>7  "^^^  • 


as  a  world  as  fresh  and  &ir 
I'er  revolved  round  sun  in  air  ; 
sonrse  was  fines  and  rep^ular, 
se  boaom'd  not  a  lovelier  star. 
boar  arrived— and  St  became 
anderlng  mass  of  shapeless  flams^ 
itUeflB  oomet^  and  a  curse^ 

menaoe  of  the  mdverse : 

zolUng  on  with  innate  roroe, 
hout  a  roher^  withont  a  coarse^ 
ri^t  deformi^  on  hig^. 

monster  of  the  upper  akj  1    . 
L  thou  1  beneath  its  influence  bom^ 
u  worm !  whom  I  obey  and  scorn — 
2ed  by  a  power  (which  is  not  thine, 
1  lent  thee  but  to  make  thee  mine) 

this  brief  moment  to  descend. 
ere  these  weak  K>irits  round  thee  bend 
1  parlev  with  a  thin^  like  thee — 
at  woiudst  thou,  Child  of  Clay !  with  me  T 

2%e  Sbysn  Spirits. 
>oean,  air,  night,  mountains,  winds,  thy  star, 
it  thy  beck  and  bidding,  Child  of  C3ay  I 
thee  at  thy  quest  their  spirits  are— 
b  wouldst  thou  with  us,  son  of  mortals— say? 

.  For^tfiilness 

1  Spirtt,  Of  what — of  whom — and  why  ? 
«  Of  that  which  is  within  me ;  read  it  there- 
iw  it,  and  I  cannot  utter  it. 
U,  We  can  but  give  thee  that  which  we  possess : 
us  subjects,  sovereignty,  the  power 
rth,  the  whole,  or  portion,  or  a  sign 
shall  control  the  elements,  whereof 
3  the  dominators,  each  and  all, 
shall  be  thine. 

k  Oblivion,  self-oblivion— 

I  not  wring  firom  out  the  hidden  realms 
)r  so  profusely  what  I  ask  ? 
^.  It  is  not  in  our  essence,  in  our  skill ; 
hou  ma/st  die. 

i,  WiU  death  bestow  it  on  me  ? 

it.  We  are  immortal,  and  do  not  forget ; 
)  eternal;  and  to  us  the  past 
he  future,  present.    Art  thou  answered  ? 
I.  Ye  mock  me — ^but  the  power  which  brought  ye  here 
aade  you  mine.     Slaves,  scoff  not  at  my  will  I 
ind,  the  spirit,  the  Promethean  spark, 
htning  of  my  being,  is  as  bright, 
ing,  and  far-darting  as  your  own, 
all  not  yield  to  yours,  tnoug-h  coop'd  in  clay  1 
r,  or  I  wW  teach  you  what  I  am. 
f.   We  answer  as  we  anawer'd  :  our  reply 
0  thine  own  worda. 
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Man.  Why  say  ye  so  ? 

Spirit.  If,  as  thou  say'st,  thine  essence  be  as  ouw, 
Wo  have  replied  in  telling  thee,  the  thing 
Moi-tals  call  death  hath  nought  to  do  with  us. 

Man.  I  then  have  call'd  ye  from  your  realms  in  vain; 
Yo  cannot,  or  ye  will  Tot,  aid  me. 

Spirit.  Say ; 

What  we  possess  we  offer ;  it  is  thine  : 
Bethink  ere  thou  dismiss  us,  ask  again — 
Kinpcdom,  and  sway,  and  strength,  and  length  of  d»y»— " 

Man.  Accursed !  what  have  I  to  do  with  days  ? 
They  are  too  long  already. — Hence — ^b^one  1 

Spirit.  Yet  pause  :  being  here,  our  will  would  dotheoEcmoi 
Bethink  thee,  is  there  then  no  other  gift 
Which  we  can  make  not  worthless  in  thine  eyes? 

Man.  No,  none  ;  yet  stay — one  moment,  ere  wepari- 
I  would  behold  ye  face  to  face.     I  hear 
Your  voices,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounds. 
As  music  on  the  waters;  and  I  see 
The  steady  aspect  of  a  clear  large  star; 
]5ut  nothing  more.     Approach  me  as  ye  are. 
Or  one,  or  all,  in  your  accustom'd  forms. 

Spirit.  We  have  no  forms  beyond  the  elemente 
Of  which  wo  are  the  mind  and  principle : 
But  choose  a  form — in  that  we  will  appear. 

Man.  I  have  no  choice ;  there  is  no  form  on  earth 
Hideous  or  beautiful  to  me.     Let  him 
Who  is  most  powerful  of  ye,  take  such  aspect 
As  unto  him  may  seem  most  fitting — Come  ! 

Seventh  Spirit.  (Appearing  in  the  shape  of  a  Jwrfy* 
femaHe  figure. )    Behold  J 

Man.  0  God !  if  it  be  thus,  and  thou 
Are  not  a  madness  and  a  mockery, 
I  yet  might  be  most  happy.     I  will  clasp  thee, 

And  we  again  will  be \Thefi^r%  % 

My  heart  is  crush'd. 

[Manfred  falU  tem^- 

{A  Voice  is  heard  in  the  Incantation  vhtAfoUo^i') 

When  the  moon  is  on  the  wave, 
And  the  glow-worm  in  the  grass, 

And  the  meteor  on  the  grave. 
And  the  wisp  on  the  morass ; 

When  the  falUng  stars  are  Shooting, 

And  the  answerd  owls  are  hooting, 

And  the  silent  leaves  are  still 

In  the  shadow  of  the  hill. 

Shall  my  soul  be  upon  thine. 

With  a  power  and  with  a  sign. 

Though  thy  slumber  may  be  deep. 

Yet  tYiy  sp\T\\.  «,Vv«Jll  tiot  sleep ; 

There  axe  s\la,^^aN?\3M^^«^TkR^.'TOxaaJ^^ 

There  are  ^^iow^Va  >iJQo\x  «wDsX\JSi\,\«sS^N 
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P^  a  power  to  thee  miknown, 
*Xhxm  canst  never  bo  alone ; 
Thoa  art  wrapt  as  with  a  Bhroud, 
Thoa  art  gathered  in  a  doud ; 
And  for  ever  ahalt  thou  dwell 
In  the  spirit  of  this  spell. 
Though  thou  seest  me  not  pass  by, 
Thou  shalt  feel  me  with  thme  eyo 
As  a  thing  that^  thou£^  unseen, 
Kmt  be  near  thee,  and  hath  been ; 
And  when  in  that  secret  dread 
Thou  hast  tum'd  around  thy  head. 
Thou  shalt  manrel  I  am  not 
As  thv  shadow  on  the  root, 
And  the  power  which  thou  dost  fool 
Shall  be  what  thou  must  conceaL 

And  a  mafic  Toioe  and  verse 
Hath  bapuzed  thee  with  a  curse ; 
And  a  spirit  of  the  air 
Hath  hmri  thee  with  a  snare ; 
In  the  mnd  there  is  a  voice 
Shall  forbid  thee  to  reioice ; 
And  to  thee  shall  Niff  nt  deny 
All  the  quiet  of  her  uy ; 
And  the  6aj  shall  have  a  sun. 
Which  shall  make  thee  wish  it  done. 

From  thy  folse  tears  I  did  distil 

An  essence  which  has  strength  to  kill ; 

From  thine  own  heart  I  then  did  wring: 

The  black  blood  in  its  blackest  spring  ; 

From  thine  own  smile  I  snatch'd  the  suako. 

For  there  it  coil'd  as  in  a  brake ; 

From  thine  own  lip  I  drew  the  charm 

Which  ^TC  all  these  their  chiefest  harm  ; 

In  proving  every  poison  known, 

I  found  the  strongest  was  thine  own« 

By  thy  cold  breast  and  serpent  smile. 

By  thy  imfathom'd  gulfs  of  guile. 

By  that  most  seeming  virtuous  eye. 

By  thy  shut  soul's  hypocrisy ; 

By  the  perfection  of  tnine  art 

Which  pass'd  for  human  thine  own  heart  | 

By  thy  delight  in  others'  pain. 

And  by  thy  brotherhood  of  Cain, 

I  Ottll  upon  thee !  and  compel 

Thyself  to  be  thy  proper  Hell  I 

And  on  thy  head  I  pour  the  vial 
Which  doth  devote  thee  to  this  trial ; 
Kor  to  slumber^  nor  to  die. 
Shall  be  in  thy  destiny  ; 
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Though  thy  death  shall  still  seem  near 
To  thy  wisn,  but  as  a  fear  ; 
I/O  !  tho  spell  now  works  around  thee, 
And  the  clankloas  chain  hath  bound  thee; 
O'er  thy  heart  and  brain  together 
Hath  the  word  been  pass'd — now  wither  1 


The  Mountain,  of  the  Jungfrau. — Time^  Jfor»injf.— lUlfB 
alone  upon  the  Cl\ffs, 


Man.  The  spirits  I  have  raised  abandon  i 
The  spells  which  I  have  studied  baffle  me — 
The  remedy  I  reck'd  of  tortured  me ; 
I  lean  no  more  on  superhuman  aid. 
It  hath  no  power  upon  the  past,  and  for 
The  future,  till  the  past  be  gulTd  in  darkness^ 
It  is  not  of  my  search. — My  mother  Earth  I 
And  thou,  fresh  breaking  Day,  and  you,  ye  MooDUine, 
Whv  are  ye  beautiful  ?    I  cannot  loTe  ye. 
And  thou,  the  bright  eye  of  the  univerae. 
That  openest  over  all,  and  unto  all 
Art  a  delight — thou  shin'st  not  on  my  heart 
And  you,  ye  crags,  upon  whose  extreme  edge 
I  stand,  and  on  the  torrent's  brink  beneath 
Behold  the  tall  pines  dwindled  as  to  shrubs 
In  dizziness  of  distance ;  when  a  leap, 
A  stir,  a  motion,  even  a  breath,  womd  bring 
My  breast  upon  its  rocky  bosom's  bed 
To  rest  for  ever — ^wherefore  do  I  pause  ? 
I  feel  the  impulse — ^yot  I  do  not  plunge ; 
I  see  the  peril — ^j-et  do  not  recede ; 
And  my  brain  reels — ^and  yet  my  foot  is  firm : 
There  is  a  power  upon  me  which  withholdi^ 
And  makes  it  my  fatality  to  live  ; 
If  it  be  life  to  wear  within  mvsolf 
This  barrenness  of  spirit,  and  to  be 
My  own  soul's  sepulchre,  for  I  have  ceased 
To  justify  my  deeds  unto  myself— 
The  last  infirmity  of  evil.    Ay, 
Thou  winged  and  cloud-cloavmg  minister. 

Whose  happy  flight  is  highest  into  heaven, 

Well  may^st  thou  swoop  so  near  me — I  should  be 

Thy  prey,  and  gorge  thine  eaglets  ;  thou  art  gone 

Where  the  eye  cannot  follow  thee  ;  but  thine 

Yet  pierces  downward,  onward,  or  above^ 

With  a  pervading  vision. — Beautiful  1 

How  beautiful  is  all  this  visible  world ! 

How  glorious  in  its  action  and  itsolf ! 

But  we,  who  name  ourselves  its  sovereigns^  wo. 

Half  dust,  half  devty,  oiVW©  vxiAX. 

To  sink  or  soar,  wVtVi  owr  mVx!  ^l  «»»ck!M,\&3)k» 

A  conflict  ot  its  olomen^A,  «iA>at«B.\>aa 
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of  degradation  and  of  pride, 
r  witiilow  wants  and  lofty  will, 
irtality  predominates, 
re— what  they  name  not  to  themselves, 
aot  to  each  other.     Hark !  the  note, 

[Tfie  Shepherd^ $  pipe  in.  the  distance  it  heeird, 
J  music  of  the  mountain  reed — 
le  patriarchal  davs  are  not 
fehle — ^pipes  in  the  liberal  air, 

the  sweet  bells  of  the  sauntering  held  ; 
>uld  drink  those  echoes. — Oh,  that  I  were 
ss  spirit  of  a  lovely  sound, 
ice,  a  breathing  harmon^r, 
enjojrment — ^bom  and  dying 
lest  tone  which  made  me  1 

Enter  from  below  a  Chamois  Hunter. 
Eunter.  Even  sc 

he  chamois  leapt :  her  nimble  feet 
id  me ;  my  gains  to-day  will  scarce 
break-neck  travail.^What  is  here  ? 
!  not  of  my  trade,  and  yet  hath  rcach'd 
rhich  none  even  of  our  mountaineers, 
Bst  hunters,  may  attain  :  his  garb 
his  mien  manly,  and  his  air 
freebom  peasant's,  at  this  distance — 
oach  him  nearer. 

lot  perceivina  the  other).    To  be  thus — 
i  with  anguish,  like  these  blasted  pines, 
a  single  winter,  barkless,  branchless, 

trunk  upon  a  cursed  root, 

supplies  a  feeling  to  decay — 

thus,  eternally  but  thus, 

3n  otherwise  !     Now  furrow'd  o'er 

kles,  plough'd  by  moments,  not  by  years 

—all  tortured  iuto  ages — ^hours 

itlive  I — ^Ye  toppling  crags  of  ice  1 

5hes,  whom  a  breath  draws  dawn 

inous  o'erwhelming,  come  and  crush  me  ! 

Domently  above,  beneath, 

.  a  frequent  conflict ;  but  ye  pass 

all  on  things  that  still  would  live ; 

ing  flourishing  forest,  or  the  hut 

>t  of  the  harmless  villager. 

The  mists  begin  to  rise  from  up  the  valley ,' 
im  to  descend,  or  he  may  chance 
once  his  way  and  life  together. 
he  mists  boil  up  around  the  glaciers :  cloudt 
g  fast  beneath  me,  white  and  sulphury, 
from  the  roused  ocean  of  deep  Hell, 
ry  wave  breaks  on  a  living  shore, 
Lh  the  damn'd  like  pebbles. — I  am  ^ddy. 

I  must  B.pproach  him  cautiously  ;  if  near, 
jtop  will  startle  him,  and  lie 
ring  already. 
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Man.  Mountains  have  fidlea^ 

Leaving  a  gap  in  the  clouds,  and  with  the  shock 
Hocking  their  Alpine  hrethren  ;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  valleys  with  destruction's  aplinten; 
Damming  the  rivers  with  a  sudden  dash. 
Which  crush*d  the  waters  into  mist,  and  made 
Their  fountains  find  another  channel — ^Thua, 
Thus,  in  its  old  age,  did  Mount  Bosenbeiig^ 
Why  stood  I  not  oeneath  itf 

C.  Hun.  Friend !  have  a  care^ 

Your  next  step  may  be  fa.tal  \ — ^for  the  love 
Of  Him  who  made  you,  stand  not  on  that  brink  I 

Man,  {not  hearing  him).  Such  would  have  been  for  mo  i 
fitting  tomb ; 
My  bones  had  then  been  quiet  in  their  depth : 
They  had  not  then  been  strewn  upon  the  rocks 
For  the  wind's  pastime — as  thus — ^thus  they  shall  be* 
In  this  one  plunge. — Farewell,  ye  opening  heavens  1 
Look  not  upon  me  thus  reproachfully — 
You  were  not  meant  for  me — ^Earth  1  take  those  atoms ! 
[At  Manfred  it  in  ad  to  tprinafrom  Uht  difftOuOokXAl 
Hunter  teizet  and  retaint  htm  with  a  tnddehgra^] 

C.  Hun.  Hold,  madman  ! — ^though  aweary  of  thy  lifi^ 
Stain  not  our  pure  vales  with  th^  ^dlty  blood — 
Away  with  me 1  will  not  quit  my  hold. 

Man.  I  am  most  sick  at  heart — ^nay,  grasp  me  not^ 
I  am  all  feebleness — the  mountains  whM 
Spinning  around  me 1  grow  blind ^What  art  thou  I 

C.  Hun.  ril  answer  that  anon. — ^Away  witi  me • 

The  clouds  grow  thicker ^there — ^now  lean  on  mo- 
Place  your  foot  here — ^here,  take  this  staff,  and  cling 
A  moment  to  that  shrub — now  give  me  your  hand. 
And  hold  fast  by  my  ^rdle — softly — well — 
The  Chalet  will  be  gain'd  within  an  hour-^ 
Come  on,  we'll  quickly  find  a  surer  footing. 
And  something  like  a  imthway,  which  the  torrent 
Hath  wash'd  since  winter.— Come,  'tis  bravely  done— 
You  should  have  been  a  hunter. — Follow  me. 

[As  they  detcend  the  rocit  with  difficulty,  the  tc^M  dMK 
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BOENB    I. 

A  Cottage  amongtt  the  Bemu€  Atju. 
Manfred  and  the  Chamois  Hunieb. 

C,  Hun.  No,  no— yet  pause— thou  must  not  yet  go  forUl 
Thy  mind  and  body  are  alike  unfit 
To  trust  each  other,  for  some  hours,  at  least ; 
When  thou  art  bolioT,  1  ^?nSi\>ft  Mk^  ^-ii^^— 
But  whlthor  1 
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'«ik       li  importsi  not :  I  do  know 

mote  fiill  weiC  and  need  no  further  goidance. 

Smu,  Thy  garb  and  gait  bespeak  toee  of  high  lineage-^ 

at  the  many  dhie&  whoee  oaaued  crags 

:  o^er  the  kfwar  TallejB— which  of  thrae 

can  thee  lord  f    I  only  know  their  portals ; 

vmy  of  lifb  leads  me  but  rarely  down 

UK  by  the  huge  bearths  of  those  old  halls, 

vbig  with  the  vassals ;  but  the  paths, 

sh  step  from  out  our  mountains  to  their  doors, 

iw  mn  childhood— which  of  these  is  thine  f 

Mk  Ko  matter. 

Sun.  Well,  sir,  pardon  me  the  question, 

be  of  better  cheer.    Gome,  taste  my  wine ; 

)f  an  andait  Tintage :  manyada^ 

I  thawed  my  reins  among  our  glaciers,  now 

t  do  thus  mr  ihin»--Oome,  pleago  me  fairl]^. 

Ml.  Away,  away,  there's  mood  upon  the  brim  I 

it  then  never— ^lever  sink  in  the  earth  ? 

Sun,  What  dost  thou  mean  I  thy  senses  wander  fixmi  thee. 

m.  I  say 'tis  blood-— my  blood  1  the  pure  warm  stream 

ih  ran  in  the  veins  of  my  fekthers,  and  in  ours 

d  we  were  in  our  youth,  and  had  one  hearty 

loved  each  other  as  we  should  not  love, 

this  was  shed:  but  still  it  rises  up, 

uing  the  clouds,  that  shut  me  out  from  heaven, 

re  thou  art  not—and  I  shall  never  be. 

Hun,  Man  of  strange  words,  and  some  half-maddening  sii^ 

(h  makes  thee  people  vacancy,  whate'er  . 

dread  and  sufiferance  be,  there's  comfort  yet— 

ud  of  holy  men,  and  heavei^  patience 

la.  Patience  and  patience  1  Hence — ^that  word  was  made 
urates  of  burthen,  not  for  birds  of  prey ; 
:h  it  to  mortals  of  a  dust  like  thine, — 
not  of  thine  order. 

Sun.  Thanks  to  Heaven  1 

lid  not  be  of  thine  for  the  free  fame 
William  Tell :  but  whatso*er  thine  ill, 
1st  be  bomo,  and  these  wild  starts  are  useless. 
in.  Do  I  not  bear  it  ? — ^Look  on  me — I  live. 
Hun,  This  is  convulsion,  and  no  healthful  life. 
m.  I  tell  thee,  man  !  I  have  lived  many  years, 
'  long  years,  but  they  are  nothing  now 
lose  which  I  must  number :  ages — ages — 
I  and  eternity — and  consciousness, 
the  fierce  thirst  of  death — and  still  unslaked ! 
Hun.  Why,  on  thy  brow  the  seal  uf  middle  ago 
scarce  been  set,  I  am  thine  elder  far. 
i».  Think'st  thou  existence  doth  depend  on  time  T 
;h ;  but  actions  are  our  epochs  :  mine 
made  my  days  and  nights  imperishable^ 
n,  and  all  alike,  as  sands  on  the  shore, 
Dsorable  atoms ;  and  one  desert, 
20 
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Barren  and  cold,  on  which  the  wild  wares  break, 
But  nothing  rests,  save  carcasses  and  wrecks^ 
Bocks,  and  the  ssJt-surf  weeds  of  bittoi-ness. 

C.  Jlun,  Alas  !  he's  mad — ^but  yet  I  must  not  letvtUik 

Man.  I  would  I  were — ^for  then  the  things  I  see 
Would  be  but  a  distemper'd  dream. 

a  Hun,  What  Is  it 

That  thou  dost  see,  or  think  thou  look'st  upon  f 

Man.  Myself,  and  thee— a  peasant  of  the  A^i»» 
Thy  humble  virtues,  hospitable  home^ 
And  spirit  patient,  pious,  proud,  and  free ; 
Thy  self-respect,  mfbed  on  innocent  thoughts ; 
Thy  days  of  healtn,  and  nigrhts  of  sleep  ;  thy  took, 
By  danger  dignified,  yet  guiltleaB ;  hopes 
Of  cheerful  old  age  and  a  quiet  grave. 
With  cross  and  earland  over  its  green  turf. 
And  thy  grandchildren's  love  for  epitaph ; 
This  do  I  see — and  then  I  look  within — 
It  matters  not — ^my  soul  was  sooreh'd  already  \ 

C.  Sun.  And  wouldst  thou  then  sxchange  thy  kt farii 

Man.  No  friend !  I  would  not  wrong  thee,  nor  •  *^ 
My  lot  with  living  bein^ :  I  can  bear — 
However  wretchedly,  'tis  still  to  beai>-> 
In  life  what  others  could  not  brook  to  dream. 
But  perish  in  their  slumber. 

C.  Hun.  And  with  this^ 

This  cautious  feeling  for  another's  pain. 
Canst  thou  be  black  with  evil  ? — say  not  so. 
Can  one  of  gentle  thoughts  have  wreak'd  revenge 
Upon  his  enemies  ? 

Man.  Oh  !  no,  no,  no  ! 

My  injuries  came  down  on  those  who  loved  i 
On  those  whom  I  best  loved :  I  never  qu^'d 
An  enemy,  save  in  my  just  defence — 
But  my  embrace  was  fatal  1 

C.  Hun.  Heaven  give  thee  rest  1 

And  penitence  restore  thee  to  thyself; 
My  prayers  shall  be  for  thee. 

Man.  I  need  them  not^ 

But  can  endure  thy  pity.    I  depart — 
'Tis  time — farewell ! — ^Here's  gold,  and  «:liftwlMi  for  t 
No  words — it  is  thy  duo. — FoUow  me  not, 
I  know  my  path — the  mountain  peril  *s  past  :— 
And  once  again,  I  chaige  thee,  follow  notl 

BOBNB  II. 
A  lower  Valley  in  the  Aljps.-^A  CaUsrad, 
Enter  Mantbed. 
It  is  not  noon— the  sunbow's  rays  still  arch  * 
The  torrent  with  the  many  hues  of  heaven, 

*  TlilBlTliiBform«d'by>3ii«ni5«Qlt\:h.«  seoi  vnsVb»\cr«nK-«iA^<kiA]|t 
II  Is  ezACtly  like  &  ndnbo^  qqsda  ^^ru  \a  -B»is  %  Vka&x»*>k&.«A  dkoM^QMXTi^v 
II :  tbit  flfTwt  LmU  till  iMxm. 
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^UdnBtiw  diMled  lUfw^B  mswipg  oolnmn 

V  V  the  eraglB  headlong  perpendioular, 
Aad  fling  its  lines  of  foaming  Hgbt  along, 
^Bd  to  luid  fro,  like  the  pale  conrser's  tail, 
pM  Giant  steed,  to  be  bestrode  by  Death, 
wind  in  the  Apooalvpse.    Ko  eves 

But  mine  now  drink  tnis  sight  of  Icyeliness  ; 
i  Aoold  be  sole  in  this  sweet  solitude,  . 
Md  with  the  Spirit  of  the  place  divide 
HMliomage  of  these  waters.    I  will  call  her. 

plAinBED  tola  fOSM  ^  ike  water  into  1k$  palm  of  hii  Aon./. 
§nd  jlingt  it  in  th§  air,  muUorinff  tk$  aipuvition,  AfUr  a 
foiue,  the  WiTOH  or  thm  Am  rittt  beneath  ike  arch  ^ftki 
mnbow  qf  the  tomnL 

ienUfbl  Spirit  1  with  thy  hair  of  light, 

KM  dauling  eyes  of  glory,  in  whose  fimn 

fhe  charms  of  earth's  least  mortal  daughters  grow 

Potn  unearthly  statore,  in  an  essence 

>f  purer  elements ;  whUe  the  hues  of  youth, — 

mation'd  like  a  sleepinfi^  in&nt's  cheek, 

|od['d  by  the  beating  of  her  mother's  hearty 

'f  tbe  rose  tints,  which  summer's  twilight  leaves 

Ifoa  the  lofty  glacier's  vii^  snow, 

lie  blush  of  earth,  embracmff  with  her  heaven, — 

ipge  thy  celestial  aspect,  ana  make  tame 

ne  beauties  of  the  sunbow  which  bends  o'er  thee. 

[©autiful  Spirit  1  in  thy  calm  clear  brow, 

j^herein  is  glass'd  serenity  of  soul, 

V  hich  of  itself  shows  immortality, 
read  that  thou  wilt  pardon  to  a  Son 

'f  Earth,  whom  the  abstruser  powers  permit 
■t  times  to  commune  with  them,  if  that  he 
-^-ail  him  of  his  spells  to  call  thee  thus, 
4)d  coze  on  thee  a  moment. 

WUeh,  Son  of  Earth  I 

«now  thee,  and  the  powers  which  give  thee  power ; 
know  thee  for  a  man  of  many  thoughts, 
Od  deeds  of  eood  and  ill,  extreme  in  both, 
%tal  and  fetted  in  thy  sufferings, 
^iavo  expected  this — what  woiddst  thou  with  me  ? 
ifaa.    To  look  upon  thy  beauty — ^nothing  further, 
he  fiEu>e  of  the  earth  hath  madden'd  me,  and  I 
ike  refuge  in  her  mysteries,  and  pierce 
0  the  abodes  of  those  who  govern  her — 
Qt  they  can  nothing  aid  me.    I  have  sought 
ttmi  them  what  they  could  not  bestow,  and  now 
learch  no  further. 

\Vitch.  What  could  be  the  quest 

Oiich  is  not  in  the  power  of  the  most  powerful, 
be  rulers  of  the  invisible? 
Man.  A  boon ; 

Dt  why  should  I  repeat  it  f  'twere  in  vain. 
WUck    I  know  not  that :  let  thy  hpa  utter  HL 
2o2 
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Man,    Well,  thougli  it  torture  mo,  'tis  but  the  nme} 
My  pang  sliall  find  a  voice.     From  my  youth  upwardi 
My  spirit  walk'd  not  with  the  souls  of  men^ 
Nor  look'd  upon  the  earth  with  human  eyes ; 
The  thirst  of  their  ambition  was  not  mine. 
The  aim  of  their  existence  was  not  mine  ; 
My  ioys,  my  griefs,  my  passions,  and  my  powers,. 
Made  me  a  stranger ;  though  I  wore  the  form, 
I  had  no  sympathy  with  breathing  flesh. 
Nor  midst  the  creatures  of  day  that  girded  mo 

Was  there  but  one  who but  of  her  anon. 

I  said,  with  men,  and  with  the  thoughts  of  men 

I  hold  but  slight  communion ;  but,  instead. 

My  joy  was  in  the  wilderness,  to  breathe 

The  difficult  air  of  the  iced  mountain's  top. 

Where  the  birds  dare  not  build,  nor  insects  wing 

Flit  o'er  the  herbless  granite ;  or  to  plunge 

Into  the  torrent,  and  to  roll  along 

On  the  swift  whirl  of  the  new-breaking  wave 

Of  river-stream,  or  ocean,  in  their  flow. 

In  theso  mv  earlv  stren^h  exulted ;  or 

To  follow  through  the  night  the  moving  moon. 

The  stars  and  their  development ;  or  catch 

Tho  dazzling  lightnings  tiU  my  oycs  grew  dim  ; 

Or  to  look,  list'ning,  on  the  scatter'd  loaveis. 

While  Autumn  winds  were  at  their  evening  80i;g. 

Theso  wore  my  pastimes,  and  to  bo  alone ; 

For  if  the  beings,  of  whom  I  was  one, — 

Hating  to  bo  so, — crossed  me  in  my  path, 

I  fet  myself  degraded  back  to  them. 

And  was  all  clay  again.     And  then  I  dived. 

In  my  lono  wanderings,  to  the  caves  of  death. 

Searching  its  cause  in  its  efifect ;  and  drew 

From  withered  boucs,  and  skulls,  and  hoaped*up  diuiy 

Conclusions  most  forbidden.     Then  I  pass'd 

Tho  nights  of  years  in  sciences  untaught. 

Save  in  the  old  time  ;  and  with  time  and  toil. 

And  terrible  ordeal,  and  such  penance 

As  in  itself  hath  power  upon  tlie  air. 

And  spiiits  that  ao  compass  air  and  earth. 

Space,  and  the  peopled  infinite,  I  made 

Mine  eyes  familiar  with  Eternity  ; 

Such  as,  before  me,  did  tho  Magi,  and 

Ho  who  from  out  their  fountain  dwellings  ndsed 

Eros  and  Anteros,*  at  Gadara, 

As  I  do  thee  ; — and  with  my  knowledge  grew 

Tho  thii-st  of  knowledge,  and  tho  power  and  joy 

Of  this  most  bright  intelligence,  until 

Witch,    Proceed. 

Man.  Oh  1  I  but  thus  prolong  my  wordab 

Boasting  these  idle  attributes,  because 

*  Tlte  pblloBophcT  JauMVeoK.  TVi«  lAsxrj  of  the  xaUiag  of  Bra  aai 
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tach  the  core  of  my  heart's  grief* 
task.    I  have  not  named  to  thee 
mother,  mistress,  friend,  or  being, 
n  I  wore  the  chain  of  human  ties  ; 
ich,  they  seem'd  not  such  to  me — 
was  one- 
Spare  not  thyself— proceed, 
She  was  like  me  in  lineaments — ^her  eyos, 
ler  features,  all,  to  the  very  tone 
ir  voice,  they  said  were  like  to  mine ; 
d  all,  and  tempered  into  beauty : 
e  same  lone  thoughts  and  wanderings, 
of  hidden  knowledge,  and  a  mind 
hend  the  universe :  nor  these 
with  them  gentler  powers  than  mine, 
aniles,  and  tears — ^vdiich  I  had  not ; 
mess — ^but  that  I  had  for  her ; 
-and  that  I  never  had. 
were  mine — her  virtues  were  her  own — 
',  and  destroy'd  her ! 

With  thy  hand? 
ot  with  my  hand,  but  heart — which  broke  her  heart  ;- 
a  mine,  and  withered.     I  have  shed 
not  hers — ^and  yet  her  blood  was  shed ; — 
I  could  not  stanch  it. 

And  for  this — 
the  race  thou  dost  despise, 
which  thine  own  would  rise  above, 
rith  us  and  ours,  thou  dost*forego 
f  our  great  knowledge,  and  shrink'st  back 

t  mortality Away ! 

aughter  of  Air  !  I  tell  thoe,  sinco  that  hour  — 
are  breath — ^look  on  mo  in  my  sleep, 
ay  watchings — Come  and  sit  by  me ! 
e  is  solitude  no  more, 
d  with  the  Furies  ; — I  have  gnash'd 
n  darkness  till  returning  morn, 
id  myself  till  sunset  ;  I  have  pray'd 
S3  as  a  blessing — 'tis  denied  me ; 
)nted  death — but  in  the  war 
:s  the  waters  shrunk  from  mo, 
hings  pass'd  harmless — the  cold  hand 
itiless  demon  held  me  back, 
single  hair,  which  would  not  break, 
imagination,  all 

CO  of  my  soul — which  one  day  was 
n  creation — I  plunged  deep, 
a  ebbing  wave,  it  dash'd  me  back 
ilf  of  my  unfathom'd  thought, 
imidst  mankind — Forgetfulness 
all,  save  where  'tis  to  bo  found, 
have  to  learn — my  sciences, 
irsued  and  superhuman  art 
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Is  mortal  here— I  dwell  in  my  despair— 
And  live — and  live  for  ever. 

Witch.  It  may  be 

That  I  can  aid  thee. 

^fan.  To  do  this  thy  pow«r 

Must  wake  the  dead,  or  lay  me  low  with  thorn. 
Do  so — in  any  shape— in  any  hour — 
With  any  torture — so  it  be  the  last. 

Witch.  That  is  not  in  my  province  ;  but  if  tlwa 
Wilt  swoar  obedience  to  my  will,  and  do 
My  bidding,  it  may  help  thee  to  thy  wishes. 

Man.  1  will  not  swear — Obey  1  and  whom  ?  the  spirita 
Whoso  presence  I  command,  and  be  the  slave 
Of  those  who  served  me — Never  ! 

Witch.  Is  this  all! 

Hast  thou  no  gentler  answer  ? — ^Yet  bethink  thee, 
And  pause  ere  thou  rejectest. 

Man.  I  have  said  it 

Witch.  Enough  ! — ^I  may  retire  then — say  I 

3fan.  Retiro! 

[The  Witch  disapjf'n 

Man.  (alone).  We  are  the  fools  of  time  and  terror :  days 
Steal  on  us  and  steal  from  us ;  yet  we  live, 
Loathing  our  life,  and  dreading  still  to  die. 
In  all  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke — 
This  vital  weight  upon  the  struggling  heart. 
Which  sinks  with  sorrow,  or  beats  quick  wiUi  paiSf 
Or  joy  that  ends  in  agony^or  fidntness— 
In  all  the  days  of  past  and  future,  for 
In  life  thcro  is  no  present,  we  can  number 
How  few — how  less  than  few — ^wherein  the  soul 
Forbears  to  pant  for  death,  and  yet  draws  back 
As  from  a  stream  in  winter,  though  the  chill 
Be  but  a  moment's.     T  have  one  resource 
Still  in  my  science— I  can  call  the  dead. 
And  ajsk  them  what  it  is  we  dread  to  be : 
The  sternest  answer  can  but  be  the  Grave^ 
And  that  is  nothing.     If  they  answer  not— 
The  buried  Prophet  answer'd  to  the  Hag 
Of  Endor ;  and  the  Spartan  Monarch  drew 
From  the  Byzantine  maid's  unsleeping  spirit 
An  answer  and  his  destiny — he  slew 
That  which  ho  loved,  unknowing  what  he  slew. 
And  died  unpardon'd — though  he  call'd  in  aid 
The  Phyxian  Jove,  and  in  Phigalia  roused 
The  Arcadian  Evocators  to  compel 
The  indignant  shadow  to  depose  her  wrath. 
Or  fixed  her  term  of  vengeance — she  replied 
In  words  of  dubious  import,  but  fulfill'd.* 
If  I  had  never  lived,  that  which  I  love 

*  The iVnr  of  PHuaanlM, king  of  SpwU  (who  eomnuuided  tk«  Orwla******'** 
n*t«a,  and  afterwards  v«TVii'h«&  tot  aav  «X\«i&\)l  to  Vietzar  tlM  tuMdaiu 
CSleonioe,  is  told  In  rintaicVx'ft  \At«  ot  C\T(»m\  «xA  Va  Vba  ^ancnSca  «(  F 
MVhist,  in  lilB  dead  iptVou  ol  QixMCfa. 
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1  been  UTing^ :  bad  I  never  loved, 
lidi  I  lore  would  still  be  beautifu]-^ 
ind  giving  happiness.    What  is  she  f 
■he  nowT— a  suffarer  for  my  sins — 
I  dare  not  think  upon— or  nothing, 
fow  hours  I  shall  not  call  in  vain — 
his  hour  I  dread  the  thing  I  dare : 
18  hour  I  never  shrunk  to  gaze 
t,  good  or  evil— ^ow  I  tremble, 
I  a  stnuige  cold  thaw  upon  my  heart, 
n  act  even  what  I  most  abhor, 
impion  human  fears.    The  night  approaches. 

80BNB  III. 

The  tummit  of  the  Jungfirau  Mountain, 

Enter  FntST  Dbstint. 

m.  18  rising  broad,  and  round,  and  bright ; 
•e  on  snows,  where  never  human  fiaot 
non  mortal  trod,  we  nightly  tread, 
ve  no  traces ;  o'er  the  savap^  sea, 
mv  ocean  of  the  mountain  loe, 
Q  its  rugged  breakers,  which  put  on 
ect  of  a  tumbling  tempest's  foam, 
in  a  moment — a  dead  whirlpool's  imago ; 
B  most  steep  fantastic  pinnacle, 
work  of  some  earthquake — where  the  clouds 
)  repose  themselves  m  passing  by — 
i  to  our  revels,  or  our  vigils  ; 
I  wait  my  sisters,  on  our  way 
3all  of  Arimanes,  for  to-niprht 
reat  festival — 'tis  strange  they  come  not. 

A  Voice  without,  tinging. 
The  Captive  Usurper, 

Hurl  d  down  from  the  throne. 
Lay  buried  in  torpor, 

Forgotten  and  lone  ; 
I  broke  throu^fh  his  slumbers, 

I  shiver'd  his  chain, 
I  leagued  him  with  numbers— 
He  's  Tyrant  again  ! 
the  blood  of  a  million  he'll  answer  my  care, 
a  nation's  destruction— his  flight  and  despair* 

Second  Voice,  wiikout, 
tiip  sail'd  on,  the  ship  sail'd  fast, 
left  not  a  sail,  and  I  loft  not  a  mast ; 
is  not  a  plank  of  the  hull  or  the  deck, 
here  is  not  a  wretch  to  lament  o'er  his  wreck  I 
me^  whom  I  held,  aa  be  swam,  by  the  hair, 
9  was  a  Bubject  well  worthy  my  care, 
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A  traitor  en  land,  and  a  pirate  at  sea — 

But  I  saved  >^iTn  to  wreak  further  havoc  for  met 

FiBST  Dbstint^  answering. 

The  dty  lies  sleeping ; 

The  mom,  to  deplore  it» 
'ilay  dawn  on  it  weeping : 

Sullenly,  slowly, 
The  black  pla^e  flew  o'er  it- 
Thousands  He  lowly ; 
Tens  of  thousands  shall  periah^ 

The  living  shall  fly  firom 
The  sick  they  shall  cherish ; 

But  nothing  can  vanquish 
The  touch  that  the^  die  from. 

Sorrow  and  anguish, 
And  evil  and  dread, 

Envelope  a  nation — 
The  blest  are  the  dead, 

Who  see  not  the  sight 

Of  their  own  desolation — 

This  work  of  a  night — 

This  wreck  of  a  realm — ^this  deed  of  my  doing— 

For  ages  I've  done,  and  shall  still  be  renewing! 

£nier  the  Second  and  Third  Destdiub. 
The  Three. 

Our  hands  contain  the  hearts  of  men, 
Our  footsteps  are  their  graves ; 

We  only  give  to  take  again 
The  spirits  of  our  slaves  1 

Fint  Des.  Welcome ! — ^Where's  Nemesis? 
Second  Des.  At  some  gmi  « 

But  what  I  know  not,  for  my  hands  were  fiilL 
Third  Des,  Behold  she  cometh. 

i?nter  Nemesis. 

First  Des,  Say  where  hast  thoa  been  f 

My  sisters  and  thyself  are  slow  to-night. 

Nem.  I  was  detain'd  repairing  shatter'd  thrones, 
Marrying  fools,  restoring  dynasties. 
Avenging  men  upon  their  enemies. 
And  making  them  repent  thou*  own  revenge ; 
Goading  the  wise  to  madness  ;  from  the  duU 
Shaping  out  oracles  to  rule  the  world 
Afresh,  for  they  were  waxing  out  of  date. 
And  mortals  dared  to  ponder  for  themselvefly 
To  weigh  kings  in  the  balance,  and  to  speak 
Of  freedom,  wie  forbidden  fruit. — ^Away  I 
We  have  outattky  d  t\io  Viowr — amount  we  our  doodi  1 
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Scene  iv. 


U  of  Art7na7i€9^Arimanes  on  his  Throne,  a  Globt 
qf  Fire,  surrounded  by  the  Spirits, 

Hymn  of  the  Spirits. 

Q  to  our  Master  I — Prince  of  Earth  and  Air  ! 
¥ho  walks  the  clouds  and  waters — in  his  hand 
9  sceptre  of  the  elements,  which  tear 
themselves  to  chaos  at  his  high  command  ! 
breatheth — and  a  tempest  shakes  the  sea  ; 
le  speaketh — and  the  clouds  reply  in  thunder  ; 
gazeth — from  his  glance  the  sunbeams  Hco ; 
ie  moveth— earthquakes  rend  the  world  asunder, 
leath  his  footsteps  the  volcanoes  rise  ; 
lis  shadow  is  the  Pestilence ;  his  path 
3  comets  herald  through  the  crackling  skies ; 
Lnd  planets  turn  to  ashes  at  his  wrath, 
him  War  offers  daily  sacrifice ; 
^o  him  Death  pays  his  tribute ;  Life  is  his 
th  all  its  infinite  of  agonies — 
Lnd  his  the  spirit  of  whatever  is  ! 

Enter  the  Destinies  and  Nemesis. 
es.  Glory  to  Arimanes !  on  the  earth 
•  increaseth — ^both  my  sisters  did 
Qg,  nor  did  I  neglect  my  duty  ! 
Des.  Glory  to  Arimanes  !  we  who  bow 
J  of  men,  bow  down  before  his  throne  1 
Oes.  Glory  to  Arimanes !  we  wait 

Sovereign  of  sovereigns !  we  are  thine, 
lat  liveth,  more  or  less,  is  ours, 
things  wholly  so ;  still  to  increase 
p,  increasing  thine,  demands  our  care, 
re  vigilant — ^Thy  late  commands 
a  fulfill'd  to  the  utmost. 

Unter  Manfred. 
it.  What  is  here? 

! — ^Thou  most  rash  and  fatal  wretch, 
1  and  worship ! 

Spirit.  I  do  know  the  man — 

of  ^eat  power,  and  fearful  skill ! 
'pint.  Bow  down,  and  worship,  slave ! — 
vhat,  know*st  thou  not 
.  our  Sovereign  ? — Tremble  and  obey  I 
Spirits.  Prostrate  thyself,  and  thy  condemned  clay 
he  Earth !  or  dread  the  worst. 

I  know  it  J 
e  see  T  kneel  not. 

Spirit.  *TwiU  be  taught  thee. 

Vis  taught  already; — many  a  night  on  tho  oarOa., 
0  ground,  bare  1  bow*d  down  my  face, 
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And  streVd  mv  head  with  ashes ;  I  have  known 
The  fulness  of  humiliation,  for 
I  sunk  before  my  vain  despair^  and  knelt 
To  my  own  desoJation. 

FifVi  Spti'iL  i>ost  thou  dar* 

Refuse  to  Arimanes  on  his  throne 
Wliat  tlie  whole  earth  accords,  beholding  not 
The  terror  of  his  Glory  ? — Crouch  I  I  say. 

Man.  Bid  him  bow  down  to  that  whidi  is  above  hiffli 
The  overruling  Infinite — ^the  Maker 
Who  made  him  not  for  worship — ^let  him  kned, 
And  we  will  kneel  together. 

The  Spirits.  Crush  the  worm  I 

Tear  him  in  pieces ! — 

First  Des.  Hence !  Avaunt  I  he's  mine, 
Prince  of  the  Powers  invisible  !  This  man 
Is  of  no  common  order,  as  his  port 
And  presence  here  denote ;  his  sufferings 
Have  been  of  an  immortal  nature,  like 
Our  own  ;  his  knowledge,  and  his  powers  and  will, 
As  far  as  is  compatible  with  clay, 
Wliich  clogs  the  ethereal  essence,  have  been  such 
As  clay  hath  seldom  borne ;  his  aspirations 
Have  been  beyond  the  dwellers  of  the  earth. 
And  they  have  only  taught  him  what  we  know^ 
That  knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  science 
But  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 
This  is  not  all — the  passions,  attributes 
Of  earth  and  heaven,  from  which  no  power,  nor  being, 
Nor  breath  from  the  worm  U]^wards,  is  exempt, 
Have  pierced  his  heart !  and  m  their  consequence 
Made  him  a  thing,  which  I,  who  pity  not. 
Yet  pardon  those  who  pity.     He  is  mine. 
And  thine,  it  may  be— be  it  so,  or  not> 
No  other  Spirit  in  this  region  hath 
A  soul  like  nis— or  power  upon  his  soul. 

Hem.  What  doth  he  here  then  f 

First  Des.  Let  him  answer  thtt 

Man.  Ye  know  what  I  have  known ;  and  without  pow* 
I  could  not  be  amongst  ye  :  but  there  are 
Powers  deeper  still  beyond — I  come  in  quest 
Of  such,  to  answer  unto  what  I  seek. 

Hem.  What  wouldst  thou? 

Man.  Thou  oanst  not  reply  to  ■■ 

Call  up  the  dead — my  question  is  jfor  them. 

Hem.  Great  Arimanes,  doth  thy  will  avouch 
The  wishes  of  this  mortal  ? 

Art.  Yea. 

Hem,  Whom  woddrt  that 

Unchamelf 

Man,         One  m^AiouiCi  %  VvbiV^ — osU  up 
Astarte. 
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Nemebib 

>w  I  or  Spirit  I 

latever  thou  art, 

h  Btm  doth  inherit 

9  whole  or  a  part 

16  form  of  th  V  birth, 

the  mould  of  thy  clay, 

h  rotum*d  to  the  earUi, 

^pear  to  the  day  1 

what  thou  borest, 

9  heart  and  the  form, 

bhe  aspect  thou  worost 

leem  nrom  the  worm. 

ar ! — ^Appear ! — Appear  !   .  .   . 

sent  thee  there  requires  thee  here  t 

e  Phantom  qf  Astabtb  rises  and  standi 

n  the  midst. 

s  be  death  ?  there  's  bloom  upon  her  chock  ; 

is  no  living  hue, 

ictio,  like  the  unnatural  red 

plants  upon  the  perish'd  leaf. 

Dh,  God  1  that  I  should  dread 

)  same — Astarte ! — No, 

0  her — ^but  bid  her  speak — 

•ndemn  me. 

Nemesis. 
power  which  hath  broken 
rave  which  enthraU'd  thee, 
0  him  who  hath  spoken, 
yae  who  have  call  d  thee ! 

She  is  silent, 
ce  I  am  more  than  answer'd. 
er  extends  no  further.    Prince  of  Air ! 
3  alone — command  her  voice, 
bey  this  sceptre  1 

Silent  still ! 
order,  but  belongs 
^ers.     Mortal!  thy  quest  is  vain, 
ed  also. 

Hear  me,  hear  me— 
oved  )  speak  to  me : 
ndured — so  much  endure — 
•  grave  hath  not  changed  thee  mort 
jed  for  thee.     Thou  lovedst  me 
3ved  thee :  wo  were  not  made 
jach  other,  though  it  were 

to  love  as  we  have  loved, 
ith'st  me  not — that  I  do  bear 

for  both — that  thou  wilt  bo 
^d—and  that  I  shall  die  ; 
atefiil  thiDga  conspire 
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To  bind  me  In  exbtence— in  a  life 
Wliicli  makes  me  shrink  from  immortality— 
A  future  like  the  past.    I  cannot  rest. 
I  know  not  what  1  ask^  nor  what  I  seek : 
I  fool  but  what  thou  art — and  what  I  am ; 
And  I  would  hear  yet  once  beibre  I  perish 
'J'lio  voice  which  was  my  musio— Spe^ik  to  me! 
For  I  have  call'd  on  thee  in  the  still  night. 
Startled  the  slumbering  birds  from  the  hush'd  bongbi, 
And  woke  the  mountain  wolves,  and  made  the  oaves 
Acquainted  with  thy  vainly-echoed  name, 
Which  answer*d  me — many  things  answer*d  me— 
Spirits  and  men — but  thou  wert  silent  alL 
Yet  speak  to  me  ;  I  have  outwatch'd  the  stars. 
And  gazed  o*er  heaven  in  vun  in  search  of  thee. 
Speak  to  me !  I  have  wandered  o'er  the  earth, 
And  never  found  thy  likeness — Speak  to  me  1 
rx>ok  on  the  fiends  aroimd — ^t^ey  feel  for  me : 
I  fear  them  not,  and  feel  for  thee  alone — 
Speak  to  me  !  though  it  be  in  wrath ; — but  say— 
I  reck  not  what — ^but  let  me  hear  thee  once — 
This  once— once  more  ! 

Phantom  of  Astaiie.  Manfred ! 

Man.  Say  on,  say  on— 

I  live  but  in  the  sound — it  is  thy  voice  I 

Phan.  Manfred  1  To-morrow  ends  thine  eartUy  Hb. 
Farewell ! 

Man.  Yet  one  word  more — am  I  forgiven  ! 

Phan.  Farewell  I 

Man.  Say,  shall  we  meet  ogaiht 

Phan  Farewell ! 

Man.  One  word  for  mercy  I  Say,  thou  lovest  me. 

Phan.  Manfred  I 

[The  Spii-ii  of  Astabtb  ditafpe^ 

Nem.  She 's  gone,  and  will  not  be  reoaffd  J 

Her  words  will  be  fulfilled.    Betum  to  the  earth. 

A  Spirit.  He  is  convulsed — ^This  is  to  be  a  mortal, 
And  seek  the  things  beyond  mortality. 

Another  Spirit  Yet,  see,  he  mastereth  himself,  and IMI 
His  torture  tributary  to  his  will. 
Had  he  been  one  of  uS;  he  would  have  made 
An  awful  spirit. 

Nem.  Hast  thou  further  qoflstion 

Of  our  great  sovereign,  or  his  worshippers  ! 

Man.  None. 

Nem.  Then  for  a  time  farewell, 

Man.  We  meet  then  !  Where  ?  On  the  earths 
Even  as  thou  wilt :  and  for  the  grace  accorded 
I  now  depart  a  debtor.    Fare  ye  well  I 

[ExUlhXW 

(Sceu«clou%.) 
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ACT  ni. 

80BNB  I. 
A  Ball  in  the  CasUe  qf  Manfred, 
Manfred  and  Hebhan. 
Vhat  is  tho  hour  ? 

It  wants  but  one  till  sunset, 
uses  a  lovely  twilight. 

Say, 
ings  so  disposed  of  in  the  tower 
ted! 

All,  my  lord,  are  ready : 
e  key  and  casket. 

It  is  well : 
st  retire.  \.Exit  Herman. 

le).  There  is  a  calm  upon  me — 

lie  stillness  !  which  till  now 
)long  to  what  I  knew  of  life. 
lid  not  know  philosophy 
II  our  vanities  the  motliest, 
t  word  that  ever  fool'd  the  oar 
the  schoolman's  jargon,  I  should  deem 
a  secret,  the  sought  "  Kalon,"  found, 
i  in  my  soul.     It  will  not  last, 
ell  to  have  known  it,  though  but  once : 
larged  my  thoughts  with  a  new  sense, 
lin  my  tablets  would  note  down 
I  is  such  a  feeling.     Who  is  there  ? 

He-enter  Herman. 
'  lord,  the  Abbot  of  St.  Maurice  craves 
our  presence. 

JEnter  the  Abbot  op  St.  Maurice. 

Peace  be  with  Count  Manfred  ! 
banks,  holy  father  !  welcome  to  these  walls  , 
ice  honours  them,  and  blesseth  those 
within  them. 

Would  it  were  so.  Count ! — 
d  fain  confer  with  thee  alone, 
erman,  retire. — What  would  my  reverend  guest ! 
Tins,  without  prelude  : — Age  and  zeal,  my  office^ 
ntent,  must  plead  my  privilege  ; 
hough  not  acquainted  neighbourhood, 
e  my  herald.    Humours  strange, 
toly  nature,  are  abroad, 
vich  thy  name ;  a  noble  name 
es  :  may  he  who  bears  it  now 
,  unimpair'd  ) 

Proceed^— I  listen. 
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Allot  'Tis  said  thou  boldest  converse  with  the  tilings 
Whicli  are  forbiddon  to  the  search  of  man  ; 
That  with  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes. 
The  many  evil  and  unheavenly  spirits 
Which  walk  the  valley  of  the  shade  of  death. 
Thou  communest.     I  know  that  with  mankind. 
Thy  follows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Exchange  thy  thoughts,  and  that  thy  solitude 
Is  as  an  anchorite's,  were  it  but  holy. 

Ma 71.  And  what  are  they  who  do  avouch  these  things? 

Allot.  My  pious  brethren — ^the  scared  peasantry — 
Even  thy  own  vassals — who  do  look  on  thee 
With  most  unquiet  eyes.    Thy  life's  in  peril. 

Man.  Take  it. 

Allot.  I  come  to  save,  and  not  destroy— 

I  would  not  pry  into  thy  secret  soul ; 
But  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  still  is  time 
For  penitence  and  pity  :  reconcile  thee 
With  the  true  church,  and  through  the  church  to  Heave& 

Man.  I  hear  thee.    This  is  my  reply :  whate'or 
I  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  between 
Heaven  and  myself. — I  shall  not  choose  a  mortal 
To  bo  my  mediator.     Have  I  sinn'd 
Against  your  ordinances  ?  prove  and  punish  ! 

Allot.  My  son  !  I  did  not  speak  of  punishment, 
But  penitence  and  pardon ; — with  thyself 
The  choice  of  such  remains — and  for  the  last, 
Our  institutions  and  our  strong  belief 
Have  given  me  power  to  smooth  the  path  fV*om  sin 
To  higher  hope  and  better  thoughts  ;  the  firat 
I  leave  to  Heaven, — "  Vengeance  is  Mine  alone  I  ** 
So  saith  the  Lord,  and  with  all  humbleness 
His  servant  echoes  back  the  awful  word. 

Man.  Old  man  !  there  is  no  power  in  holy  men. 
Nor  chanu  in  prayer — nor  purifying  form 
Of  penitence — nor  outwai'd  look — nor  fast 
Nor  agony — nor,  greater  than  all  these. 
The  innate  tortures  of  that  deep  despair, 
Which  is  remorse  without  the  fear  of  hell. 
But  all  in  all  sufficient  to  itself 
Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven — can  exorcise 
From  out  the  unbounded  spirit,  the  quick  senao 
Of  its  own  sins,  wrongs,  sufferance,  and  reveng* 
Upon  itself;  there  is  no  fixture  pang 
Can  deal  that  justice  on  the  self-condemn'd 
He  deals  on  his  own  soul. 

Allot.  All  this  is  well ; 

For  this  will  pass  away  and  be  succeeded 
By  an  auspicious  hope,  which  shall  look  up 
With  calm  assurance  to  that  blessed  place. 
Which  all  who  seek  may  win,  whatever  be 
Their  earthly  errors,  so  they  be  atoned  : 
And  the  commciicouieii^.  ol  aXlaIi«av«c**^a 
The  SODS©  of  ita  nocftssifcy.—^^'S  <su— 
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ir  church  can  teach  thee  shall  be  taught ; 

e  can  absolve  thee  shall  be  pardoned. 

^hen  Home's  sixth  emperor  was  near  his  last, 

1  of  a  self-inflicted  wound, 

he  torments  of  a  public  death 

sites  once  his  slaves,  a  certain  soldier, 

¥  of  loyal  pity,  would  have  stanch*d 

ng  throat  with  his  officious  robe ; 

;  Roman  thrust  him  back,  and  said-  - 

>ire  still  in  his  expiring  giaonce — 

)  lato— is  this  fiddity  P' 

And  what  of  this  ! 

I  answer  with  the  Bomai^— 
.late!" 

It  never  can  be  so, 
lie  thyself  witii  thy  own  soul, 
>wn  soul  with  Heaven.    Hast  thofu  no  hope  ? 
ge — even  those  who  do  dei^air  above, 
)  themselves  some  &ntasy  on  earth, 
frail  twig  they  cling,  like  drowning  men. 
Kj — ^father  !  I  have  had  those  earthly  visions 
9  aspirations  in  my  youth, 
my  own  the  mind  of  other  men, 
htener  of  nations  ;  and  to  rise 
>t  whither — it  might  be  to  fiidl ; 
ven  as  the  mountain-cataract, 
.ving  leapt  from  its  more  dazzling  height, 
be  foaming  strength  of  its  abyss 
\sts  up  misty  columns  that  become 
ining  from  the  reascondod  skies), 
3ut  mighty  still. — But  this  is  past, 
hts  mistook  themselves. 

And  wherefore  so  ? 
[  could  not  tame  my  nature  down  ;  for  he 
e  who  fain  would  sway — and  soothe — and  sue— 
h  all  time — and  pry  into  all  place — 
living  lie — ^who  would  become 
'  thing  amongst  the  mean,  and  such 
are  ;  I  disdain'd  to  mingle  with 
hough  to  be  leader — and  of  wolves. 
is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

And  why  not  live  and  act  with  other  men  ? 
Because  my  nature  was  averse  from  life ; 
act  cruel ;  for  I  would  not  make. 
El  desolation  : — like  the  wind, 
lot  breath  of  the  most  lone  simoom, 
veils  but  in  the  desert,  and  sweeps  o'er, 
m  sands  which  bear  no  shrubs  to  blast. 
Is  o'er  their  wild  and  arid  waves, 
eth  not,  so  that  it  is  not  sought, 
j:  met  is  deadly  ;  such  hath  been 
30  of  my  existence ;  but  there  came 
I  my  path  which  are  do  more. 
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AIM.  Alas  I 

I  'gin  to  fear  fchat  thoa  art  past  all  ud 
From  me  and  from  my  calling ;  yet  so  yoimg;, 
I  still  would 

Man,  Look  on  me!  there  is  an  order 
Of  mortals  on  the  earthy  who  do  become 
Old  in  their  youth,  and  die  ere  middle  age^ 
Without  the  violence  of  warlike  death ; 
Some  perishing  of  pleasure— some  of  study — 
Some  worn  wiui  toil — some  of  mere  weariness— 
Some  of  disease— and  some  insanity — 
^d  some  of  wither*d,  or  of  broken  hearts ; 
For  this  last  is  a  malady  which  slays 
More  than  are  numbered  in  the  lists  of  Fate, 
Taking  all  shapes,  and  bearing  many  pf^tn^Wt 
Look  upon  me  1  for  even  of  all  these  things 
Have  I  purtaken ;  and  of  all  these  things, 
Cne  were  enough ;  then  wonder  not  that  I 
Am  what  I  am,  but  that  I  ever  was. 
Or  having  been,  that  I  am  still  on  earth. 

AhboU  Yet,  hear  me  still 

Man.  Old  man  I  Idor«qp«l 

Thine  order,  and  revere  thy  ^ears ;  I  deem 
The  purpose  pious,  but  it  is  m  vain : 
Think  me  not  churlish ;  I  would  spare  thyseli^ 
Far  more  than  me,  in  Ediunning  at  this  time 
All  further  colloquy — and  so— £Bu:ewell. 

[^ord  MakfreL 

Alibot.  This  should  have  been  a  noble  creature;  he 
Hath  all  the  energy  which  would  have  made 
A  goodly  frame  of  glorious  elements. 
Had  they  been  wisely  mingled  ;  as  it  is. 
It  is  an  awful  chaos — flight  and  darkness — 
And  mind  and  dust — and  passions  and  pure  thoqgfata^ 
Mix'd,  and  contending  without  end  or  order. 
All  dormant  or  destructive  :  he  will  peric^, 
And  yet  ho  must  not ;  I  will  try  once  more. 
For  such  are  worth  redemption  ;  and  my  duty 
Is  to  dare  all  things  for  a  righteous  end. 
I  '11  follow  him— but  cautiously,  though  surely. 
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Anoiher  Chamher, 
Manfred  and  Hebman. 

B^r.  My  lord,  you  bade  mo  wait  on  you  at  santat : 
He  sinks  behind  the  mountain. 

Man.  Doth  he  so? 

t  will  look  on  him. 
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Glorious  Orb !  tho  idol 
nire^  and  the  vigorous  race 
&d  mankind,  the  giant  sons  * 
•ace  of  angels  with  a  sex 
iul  than  they,  which  did  draw  down 
spirits,  who  can  ne'er  return.— 
us  orb  1  that  wert  a  worship,  ere 
y  of  thy  making  was  reveal'd  1 
3t  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
den*d,  on  their  mountain  tops,  the  hearts 
dean  shepherds,  till  they  pour'd 
in  orisons  !    Thou  material  God  ! 
3ntative  of  the  Unknown — 
tihe©  for  His  shadow !     Thou  chief  star  I 
lany  stars !  which  mak'st  our  earth 
and  temperest  the  hues 
of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays ! 
reasons  !    Monarch  of  the  climes, 
?ho  dwell  in  them  !  for  near  or  far, 
spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee, 
•  outward  aspects ; — thou  dost  rise, 
and  set  in  glory.     Fare  thee  well ! 
1  see  thee  more.    As  my  first  glance 
1  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  t^e 
)ok  :  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
le  eifts  of  life  and  warmth  have  been 
fttta  nature.    He  is  gone : 

[Exit  Ma^nfred. 
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lins—the  Castle  of  Manfred  at  some  distance — A 
terrace  b^ore  a  Tower. — Time,  Twilight. 

,  Manuel,  and  other  Dependants  of  Manfred. 

strange  enough  j  night  after  night,  for  years, 
rsued  long  vigils  in  this  tower, 
jv^itness.     I  have  been  within  it,— 
all  been  oft-times  :  but  from  it, 
mts,  it  were  impossible 
aclusions  absolute,  of  aught 
tend  to.     To  be  sure,  there  is 
3r  where  none  enter  :  I  would  give 
57hat  I  have  to  come  these  three  years, 
>n  its  mysteries. 

'Twere  dangerous ; 
jTself  with  what  thou  know'st  already. 
!  Manuel  !  thou  art  elderly  and  wise, 

I  to  pan,  that  the  Sons  of  Qoi  saw  the  datighten  of  men,  that  lli«>i 
Elere  were  giants  in  the  earth  in  those  days  ;  and  allao  vSSxt  \.Vi»X,  'viYieii. 
came  in  unto  the  AokUghten  of  men,  and  they  bare  cbildieu  to  \.\i«nv, 
migbtj^  men  which  were  of  old,  men  of  reno'wn." — QenetU,  c\k..  "W. 
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And  oouldst  say  mtich ;  thou  hast  dwelt  within  the  castle- 
How  many  years  is*t  ? 

Manuel,  Ere  Count  IfanfirecTs  birtli, 

I  served  his  father,  whom  he  nought  resembles. 

Eer.  There  be  more  sons  in  like  predicament. 
But  wherein  do  they  differ) 

Manud.  I  speak  not 

Of  features  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habits ; 
Count  Sigisraimd  was  proud, — but  gay  and  free,— 
A  warrior  and  a  reveller ;  he  dwelt  not 
With  books  and  solitude,  nor  made  the  night 
A  gloomy  vigil,  but  a  festal  time, 
Merrier  than  day ;  he  did  not  walk  the  rocks 
And  forests  like  a  wolf,  nor  turn  aside 
From  men  and  their  delights. 

Her,  Beshrew  the  hoar, 

But  those  were  jocund  times  !  I  would  that  such 
Would  visit  the  old  walls  again ;  they  look 
As  if  they  had  forgotten  them. 

Manuel,  These  waUi 

Must  change  their  chieftam  first.     Oh!  I  have  seen 
Some  strange  things  in  them^  Herman. 

Her,  Come,  befirieiidlj; 

Relate  me  some  to  while  away  our  watch : 
I've  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
Which  happen'd  hereabouts,  by  this  some  tower. 

Manure.  That  was  a  night  indeed !  I  do  remembor 
'Twas  twilight,  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 
Another  evening ; — yon  red  cloud,  which  rasts 
On  Eigher's  pinnacle,  so  rested  then, — 
So  like  th«Lt  :t  mignt  be  the  same ;  the  wind 
Was  faint  and  gusty,  and  the  mountain  snows 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  moon ; 
Count  Manfred  was,  as  now,  within  his  tower, — 
How  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  1dm 
The  sole  companion  of  his  wanderings 
And  watchings— her,  whom  of  all  earthly  things 
That  lived,  the  only  thing  he  seem'd  to  Iotq^— 
As  he,  indeed,  by  blood  was  bound  to  do. 

The  Lsidy  Astarte,  his 

Hush  1  who  oomsB  heni 


EnUr  ike  Abboi*. 

Abbot.  Where  is  your  master  ? 

Her,  Yonder^  in  the  to**- 

Abbot.  I  must  speak  with  him. 

Manuel,  Tis  iapoi^Btkl 

He  is  most  private,  and  must  not  be  thus 
Intruded  on. 

Abbot,  Vwrnmymiitl^ 

The  forfeit  of  m^  feult,  if  fault  there  be- 
But  I  must  see  him. 

Her.  Thmihaitwai1iimo>* 

This  9we  tSa^tfAs* 
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ot.  Herman  !  I  oommand  thee^ 

:,  and  apprise  the  Count  of  my  approach. 
.  We  dare  not. 

ot.  Then  it  seems  I  must  be  herald 

own  purpose. 
%%el.  Reverend  father,  stop— 


youi 

ot.  Why  so? 

lueL  But  sfcep  this  w^ 


% 


will  tell  you  further.  {^Exeunt 

80ENB  IV. 

ItUerior  qf  the  Tower. 

Manfred  a2o9i«. 

an  are  ferth,  the  moon  above  the  tops 
snow-shinine  mountains. — ^Beautiful  1 
r  yet  with  Nature,  for  the  night 
)een  to  me  a  more  £Euniliar  &ce 
^hat  of  man ;  and  in  her  starry  shade 
1  and  solitary  loveliness, 
I'd  the  language  of  another  world, 
nnember  me,  that  in  my  youth, 
I  was  wandering, — upon  such  a  night 
1  within  the  Coliseunrs  wall, 
the  chief  relics  of  almighty  Rome ; 
ees  which  grew  alon^  the  broken  arches 
1  dark  in  the  blue  midnight,  and  the  stan 
through  the  rents  of  ruin  ;  from  afar 
atohdog  bay'd  beyond  the  Tiber ;  and 
lear  from  out  the  Csesars'  palace  came 
rVs  long  cry,  and,  interruptedly 
tant  sentinels  the  fitftil  song 
and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 
m>resses  beyond  the  time-worn  breach 
rd  to  skirt  the  horizon,  yet  they  stood 
1  a  bowshot — where  the  Casars  dwelt, 
jrell  the  tuneless  birds  of  night,  amidst 
e  whic^  springs  through  levell'd  battlementSj 
vines  its  roots  with  the  imperial  hearths, 
arps  the  laurel's  place  of  growth  ; — 
e  gladiators'  bloody  CKrous  stands, 
e  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection ! 
CSasar^s  chambers,  and  the  Augustan  halls^ 
on  earth  in  indistinct  decay. — 
urn  didst  shine,  thou  rolling  moon,  upon 
B,  and  cast  a  wide  and  tender  light, 
soflen'd  down  the  hoar  austerity 
ged  desolatton,  and  fill'd  up, 
Bra  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries ; 
g  that  beautiful  which  still  was  so, 
fd±i^  that  wbioh  was  not,  till  the  placo 
2d2 
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Became  religion,  and  tbe  heart  ran  o'er 
With  silent  worship  of  the  great  of  old ! — 
The  dead,  but  sceptred  sovereigns,  who  still  rule 
Our  spirits  from  their  urns. — 

'Twassuchaiiightl 
Tis  strange  that  I  recall  it  at  this  time  ; 
But  I  have  foimd  our  thoughts  take  wildest  flight 
Even  at  the  moment  when  they  should  array 
Themsehes  in  pensive  order. 

Enter  the  Abbot. 
Ahhot,  My  good  lord, 

I  crave  a  second  grace  for  this  approach ; 
But  yet  let  not  my  humble  zeal  oniend 
By  its  abruptness — all  it  hath  of  ill 
Kecoils  on  me ;  its  good  in  the  effect 
May  light  upon  your  head — could  I  say  heart— 
Could  I  touch  ih(U,  with  words  or  prayers,  I  should 
Becall  a  noble  spirit  which  hath  wandered. 
But  is  not  yet  all  lost. 

Man,  Thou  know'st  me  Dot ! 

My  days  are  numbered,  and  my  deeds  recorded : 
Retire,  or  'twill  be  dangerous — ^Away  I 

Abbot,  Thou  dost  not  mean  to  menace  me! 

Man,  Not  I; 

I  simply  tell  thee  peril  is  at  hand^ 
And  would  preserve  thee. 

A  bbot.  What  dost  mean  t 

Man.  Look  there! 

What  dost  thou  see? 

Abbot.  Nothing. 

Man.  Look  there,  I  nyi 

And  steadfastly ; — ^now  tell  me  what  thou  seest. 

Abbot.  That  which  should  shake  me,— but  I  fear  it  Dot"* 
I  see  a  dusk  and  awful  figure  rise. 
Like  an  infernal  god,  from  out  the  earth ; 
His  face  wrapt  in  a  mantle,  and  his  form 
Bobed  as  with  angry  clouds ;  he  stands  between 
Thyself  and  me — ^but  I  do  feai*  him  not. 

Man,  Thou  hast  no  cause — he  shall  not  harm  tbee-^^ 
His  sight  may  shock  thine  old  limbs  into  palsy. 
I  say  to  thee — Retire  ! 

Abbot.  And  I  reply- 

Never — till  I  have  battled  with  this  fiend : — 
What  doth  he  here  ?— 

Man,  Why— ay— what  doth  he  here  ?- 

I  did  not  send  for  him, — ^he  is  unbidden. 

Abbot.  Alas  !  lost  mortal  I  what  with  guests  like  tb0 
Hast  thou  to  do  ?  I  tremble,  for  thy  sake : 
Why  doth  he  gaze  on  thee,  and  thou  on  him  I 
Ah  1  he  unveils  his  aspect :  on  his  brow 
The  thunder-scars  are  graven ;  from  his  eye 
Glares  forth,  the  invmortaJity  of  hell— 
Avaunt  \—         .^    . 
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jnomioe^wliat  is  thy  mission  I 

Come! 
Vhat  art  thou,  miknown  being  ?  answer  1 — speak  I 
he  genius  of  this  mortal. — Come  !  'tis  time, 
m  prepared  for  all  thin^,  but  deny 
^hich  summons  me.     Who  sent  thee  here  ? 
hou'lt  know  anon— come  !  come  ! 

I  have  commanded 
n  essence  greater  far  than  thine, 
with  thv  masters.    Get  thee  hence ! 
ertal !  tnine  hour  is  come — ^Away  !  I  say. 
new,  and  know  my  hour  is  come,  but  not 
p  my  soul  to  such  as  thee : 
die  as  I  have  lived — ^alone. 
ben  I  must  summon  up  my  brethren — Rise  ! 

[Other  Spirits  rise  up, 
raunt ;  ye  evil  ones ! — ^Avaunt  1  I  say, — 
power  where  piety  hath  power, 

large  thee  in  tiie  name 

Old  man  1 
irselves,  our  mission,  and  thine  order ; 
hy  holy  words  on  idle  uses, 
ain :  this  man  is  forfeited. 
[  summon  him — Away  !  away ! 
o  defy  ye, — though  I  feel  my  soul 
om  me,  yet  I  do  defy  ye ; 
ence,  while  I  have  earthly  breath 
my  scorn  upon  ye — earthly  strength 
though  with  spirits ;  what  ye  take 
m  limb  by  limb. 

Reluctant  mortal ! 
laeian  who  would  so  pervade 
civisiblo,  and  make  himself 
equal  ? — Can  it  be  that  thou 
love  with  life  ?  the  very  life 
Q  thee  wretched  1 

Thou  false  fiend,  thou  liest ! 
its  last  hour  ; — that  I  know, 
edeem  a  moment  of  that  hour ; 
abat  against  death,  but  thee 
•rounding  angels  ;  my  past  power 
sed  by  no  compact  with  thy  crew, 
irior  science — ^penance — daring — 
of  watching — strength  of  mind — and  skill 
re  of  our  fathers— when  the  earth 
d  spirits  walking  side  by  side, 
3  no  supremacy  :  I  stand 
rength — I  do  defy — deny — 
and  scorn  ye  1 — 

But  thy  many  crimei 

thee 

What  are  they  to  such  as  t\\e©'\ 
bepuDisb'd  but  by  other  crimes, 
criminHla  f—Hack  to  tJ'V  *?ell  I 
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Thon  hast  no  power  njxm  me,  ikcU  I  feel ; 

Thoa  never  snalt  possess  me,  that  I  know: 

What  I  have  done  is  done :  I  bear  within 

A  torture  which  could  nothing  gain  from  thine: 

The  mind  whidi  is  immortal  makes  itself 

Bequital  for  its  good  or  evil  thoughts— 

Is  its  own  origin  of  ill  and  end — 

And  its  own  place  and  time — its  innate  sense. 

When  stripjp'd  of  this  mortali^,  deriTes 

No  colour  m>m  the  fleeting  things  without ; 

But  is  absorbed  in  sufferance  or  in  joy. 

Bom  from  the  knowledge  of  its  own  desert 

Thou  didst  not  tempt  me,  and  thou  conldst  not  iCBOiptiMi 

I  have  not  been  thy  dupe,  nor  am  thy  prey — 

But  was  my  own  destroyer,  and  will  be 

My  own  hereaiter. — ^Back,  ye  baffled  fiends ! 

The  hand  of  death  is  on  me — ^but  not  yours ! 

[TksDmmuikgn^ 

Abbot  Alas !  how  pale  thou  art — ^thy  lips  ars  white ; 
And  thy  breast  hea7es — and  in  thy  gasping  throat 
The  accents  rattle — Giye  thy  prayers  to  Heavsn— 
Pray — albeit  but  in  thought, — ^but  die  not  thus. 

Man.  'Tis  oveiv- my  dull  eyes  can  fix  thee  not ; 
But  all  things  swim  around  me,  and  the  earth 
Heaves  as  it  were  beneath  me.    Fare  thee  wett* 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Abbot,  Cold — cold— even  to  the  heart- 

But  yet  one  prayer— Alas  I  how  fiures  it  with  thee  f 

Man,  Old  man  I  'tis  not  so  difficult  to  die. 


Abbot,  He's  gone— his  soul  hath  ta'en  his  earthletfu 
Whither  ?    I  dread  to  think— but  he  is  gone^ 


BRIGHT  BE  THE  PLACE  OF  THY  BOUt 

Bright  be  the  place  of  thy  soul  I 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  uiine 
E'er  burst  from  its  mortal  control. 

In  the  orbs  of  the  blessM  to  shine. 

On  earth  thou  wert  all  but  divine, 
As  thy  soul  Bhall  immortally  be ; 

And  our  sorrow  mav  cease  to  repine^ 
When  we  know  that  thy  God  is  withtW** 

IAs\it\3e  \Xi«  t\3cK  of  thy  tomb  I 

Tbete  E\iO\A^  iio\.\»  ^JCkft  ^b3M^<ci«  ^\i|8«^ 
In  iKa^\>  >i>:iaX  t«ix&sx<^  ^>&  ^1  ^dc^sa^ 
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Yoong  flowera  and  an  evergreen  tree 
May  spring  finom  the  spot  of  thy  rest : 

But  nor  cypress  nor  yew  let  us  see ; 
For  why  should  we  mourn  for  the  blost  f 

i9oa 
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Thkt  sajr  that  hope  is  hapi^eai; 
But  Pennine  love  must  pnse  the  past. 
And  Memory  wakes  the  thoughts  that  bluss  * 
They  rose  the  first— they  set  the  last. 

And  all  that  Memory  loves  the  most 
Was  once  our  only  Hope  to  be. 
And  all  that  hope  adored  and  lost 
Uath  melted  into  Memory. 

Alas !  it  is  ddusion  all ; 
The  future  cheats  us  from  a&r, 
Kor  can  we  be  what  we  recall, 
Kor  dare  we  think  on  what  we  are. 
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I 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

At  Fcmn,  in  the  Library,  are  preserved  the  original  MS8.  of  Ituufi 
**  Gicrusalcmme/'  and  of  Guarini's  **  Pastor  Fido/'  with  letters  of  TMo, 
one  from  Titian  to  Ariosto,  and  the  inkstand  and  chair,  the  tomb  and 
hoose,  of  the  latter.  Bat,  as  misfortune  has  a  greater  interest  for  potfe* 
rity,  and  little  or  none  for  the  cotemporary,  the  ceU  where  Tuio  mi 
c(jMflnGd  in  the  hospital  of  St.  Anna  attracts  a  more  fixed  attention  than 
the  residence  or  monnment  of  Ariosto— at  least  it  had  this  eflfectonne. 
Tliere  are  two  inscriptions,  one  on  the  outer  gate,  the  second  orertk 
cell  itself,  invitinf^,  unnecessarily,  the  wonder  and  the  iiMUgnatiaD  of  tbe 
spectator.  Ferrara  is  much  decayed  and  depopulated :  the  eaitk  itil 
exists  entire}  and  I  saw  the  court  where  Parisina  and  Hugo  wm 
beheaded,  according  to  the  annal  of  Gibbon. 


L 

Long  years ! — It  tries  the  thrilling  framo  to  bear 

And  eaglo-spirit  of  a  child  of  Song — 

Long  years  of  outrage,  calumny,  and  wrong ; 

Imputed  madness,  prison'd  solitude. 

And  tl)o  mind's  canker  in  its  savage  mood, 

^Vhcn  the  impatient  thirst  of  light  and  air 

Parches  the  heart ;  and  the  abhorrfed  grate, 

Marring  the  sunbeams  with  its  hideous  shade. 

Works  through  the  throbbing  eyeball  to  the  braJu, 

"With  a  hot  sense  of  heaviness  and  pain  ; 

And  bare,  at  once.  Captivity  dLsplay'd 

Stands  scoffing  through  the  nover-opon*d  gate. 

Which  nothing  through  its  bars  admits,  save  ilay. 

And  tasteless  food,  which  1  huve  eat  alone 

Till  its  unsocial  bitterness  is  gone ; 

-A  nd  I  can  banquet  like  a  beast  of  prey, 

Sullen  and  lonely,  couching  in  the  cave 

\\'lnch  is  my  lair,  and — it  may  bo — my  grave. 

All  this  hath  somewhat  worn  me,  and  may  weur^ 

lint  must  be  borne.     I  stoop  not  to  despair ; 

For  I  have  battled  with  mine  agon}'. 

And  made  mo  wings  wherewith  to  overfly 

The  narrow  circus  of  my  dungeon  wall. 

And  freed  the  Holy  Sepulchre  from  thrall ; 

And  revell'd  among  men  and  things  divine, 

AUvl  pour'd  my  sYMtVt  onot  rsAcstluo, 

In  honour  oi  tVio  sjvcredvjwi  loT^\tv\, 

Tho  Clod  wlio  was  on.  c^x\.\v  ox^^Xa m'V^oa.N^'a, 


VHB  LLUXST  OT  TA880.  400 

br  He  bas  strengtlien'd  me  in  heart  and  limb. 
%at  through  this  sufferance  I  might  be  forgiven, 
hare  employ'd  my  penanoe  to  record 
low  Sekm's  shrine  was  won  and  how  adored. 

n. 
)ofc  tJib  is  o'er— my  i>leasant  task  is  done  :^- 
ij  knf -sintaining  friend  of  many  years  I 
[f  I  do  olot  thy  final  page  with  tears, 
Ibow,  that  my  sorrows  have  wnmg  from  me  none. 
kt  ihoa,  my  yoong  creation  !  my  soul's  child ! 
VUdh  ever  playing  round  me  came  and  smiled, 
\iiA  woo'd  me  from  myself  with  thy  sweet  sight, 
n»a  too  art  gone— and  so  is  mv  delight : 
bd  therefore  do  I  weep  and  inlv  bleed 
Vith  this  last  bruise  upon  a  brolcen  reed, 
rtm  too  art  ended— what  is  left  me  now? 
for  I  have  angmsh  yet  to  bear— and  how  ? 
LfaMnmot  that— but  in  the  innate  force 
y^  my  own  spirit  shall  be  fbund  resource. 
|ha?a  not  simk,  for  I  had  no  remorse, 
Jor  caose  for  such :  they  call'd  me  mad— and  why  T 
Ju  Leonora !  wilt  not  thou  reply  ? 
[was  bdeed  delirious  in  my  heart 
ro  lift  my  love  so  lofty  as  thou  art ; 
pot  stQl  my  frenzy  was  not  of  the  mind ; 
^knew  my  fault,  and  feel  my  punishment 
^  less  because  I  suffer  it  unbent. 
y»at  thou  wert  beautiful,  and  I  not  blind, 
^th  been  the  sin  which  shuts  me  from  mankind  ; 
jut  let  them  go,  or  torture  as  they  will, 
^y  heart  can  multiply  thine  image  still ; 
successful  love  may  sate  itself  away, 
•he  wretched  are  the  fiiithful ;  'tis  their  fiite 
0  have  all  feeling  save  the  one  decay, 
^Dd  every  passion  into  one  dilate, 
[8  rapid  rivers  into  ocean  pour ; 
>ut  ours  is  fathomless,  and  hath  no  shore. 

m. 
■J^o^e  me,  hark  I  the  long  and  maniac  cry 
*  minds  and  bodies  in  captivity  ; 
fid  hark  !  the  lash  and  the  increasing  howl, 
fid  the  half-inarticulate  blasphemy  ! 
fiow  be  some  here  with  worse  than  frenzy  foul, 
^ifie  who  do  still  goad  on  the  o'er-labour'd  mind, 
fid  dim  the  little  light  that's  loft  behind 
ith  needless  torture,  as  their  tyrant  will 
,.^ound  up  to  the  lust  of  doing  ill : 
|th  these  and  with  their  victims  am  I  class'd, 
fjd  sounds  and  sights  like  these  long  years  have  paa&^di 
'^d  sounds  and  sigh  ta  like  these  my  life  may  closo ; 
Jet/t  be^for  then  I  shall  repose. 
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nr. 

I  have  been  patient,  let  me  be  so  yet ; 

I  bad  forgotten  half  I  would  forget ; 

But  it  revives — Oh  !  would  it  wen  my  lot 

To  be  forgetful  as  I  am  forgot ! — 

Feel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  bade  me  dwell 

In  this  vast  lazar-house  of  many  woes  f 

Where  laughter  is  not  mirth,  nor  thought  the  muu!. 

Nor  words  a  laomiage,  nor  eVn  men  mankind ; 

Where  cries  repty  to  curses,  shrieks  to  blows. 

And  each  is  tortured  in  his  separate  hell — 

For  we  are  crowded  in  our  sohtudes — 

Many,  but  each  divided  by  the  wall. 

Which  echoes  Madness  in  her  babblin?  moods  ^— 

While  all  can  hoar,  none  heed  his  neighbour's  call* 

None  !  save  that  One,  the  veriest  wretch  ot  tJl, 

Who  was  not  made  to  be  the  mate  of  these*, 

Nor  bound  between  Distraction  and  Disease. 

Feel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  placed  me  hero? 

Who  have  debased  me  in  the  minds  of  men. 

Debarring  me  the  usage  of  my  own. 

Blighting  my  life  in  best  of  its  career. 

Branding  my  thoughts  as  tlmigs  to  shun  and  jEoart 

Would  i  not  pay  them  back  tl^se  panss  again. 

And  teach  them  inward  Sorrow's  stifled  groan  i 

The  struggle  to  be  oalm,  and  cold  distreas^ 

Which  undermines  our  Stoical  suoceas? 

No  ! — still  too  proud  to  be  vin^otive — ^I 

Have  pardon'd  princes*  insults,  and  would  difi 

Tes,  Sister  of  my  Sovereign !  for  thy  sake 

I  weed  all  bitterness  from  out  my  breast. 

It  hath  no  business  where  thou  art  a  guest; 

Thy  brother  hates— but  I  can  not  detest ; 

Thou  pitiest  not— but  I  can  not  finwJra. 

▼. 

Look  on  a  love  which  knows  not  to  despaiTf 
But  all  unquenoh'd  is  still  my  better  pue% 
Dwelling  deep  in  my  shut  and  silent  heait. 
As  dwells  the  gathered  lightning  in  its  cloud, 
Encompass'd  with  its  danc  and  rolling  shroud, 
Till  struck, — ^forth  flies  the  all  ethereal  dart  I 
And  thus  at  the  collision  of  thy  name 
The  vivid  thought  still  flashes  through  my 
And  for  a  moment  all  things  as  they  were 
Flit  by  me ; — they  are  gone — I  am  the  san 
And  yet  my  love  without  ambition  grew ; 
I  knew  thy  state,  my  station,  and  I  knew 
A  Princess  was  no  love-mate  for  a  bard ; 
I  told  it  not,  I  breathed  it  not,  it  was 
Sufficient  to  itself,  its  own  reward  ; 
And  if  my  eyes  TevoB^L  ^  \V.,  s^i«<| ,  «Jbaa  I 
Were  pxmiab^d.'b^  V2ki<d  »\iesa\ax«Ba  <&  Vkficun 
And  yet  I  ^^  ixot  ^eotoao^  \ft  rwga^* 
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Thon  wert  to  me  a  ciystal-girded  shrino 
Worshipp'd  at  holy  distance  and  around 
Hallow'd  and  meekly  kiss'd  the  saintly  ground  ; 
Not  for  thou  wert  a  princess,  but  that  Lovo 
Had  robed  thee  with  a  glory,  and  arra/d 
Thy  lineaments  in  a  beauty  that  dismayed — 
Oh  !  not  dismay'd — ^but  awed,  like  One  above ! 
And  in  that  sweet  severity  there  was 
A  something  which  all  softness  did  surpass — 
I  know  not  how — ^thy  genius  master'd  mine — 
My  star  stood  still  before  thee  : — if  it  were 
Presumptuous  thus  to  love  without  design. 
That  sa^  Vitality  hath  cost  me  dear ; 
But  thou  art  dearest  still,  and  I  should  be 
Fit  for  this  cell,  which  wrongs  me — ^but  for  ikee. 
The  very  love  which  loCk'd  me  to  my  chain 
Hath  lighten'd  half  its  weight ;  and  for  the  rest. 
Though  heavy,  lent  me  vigour  to  sustain. 
And  look  to  uiee  with  unmvided  breast, 
And  foil  the  ingenuity  of  Pain. 

VI. 
It  is  no  marvel— from  my  very  birth 
My  soul  was  drunk  with  love, — ^which  did  pervade 
And  mingle  with  whate'er  I  saw  on  earth ; 
Of  objects  all  inanimate  I  made 
Idols,  and  out  of  wild  and  lonely  flowers, 
And  rocks,  whereby  they  grew,  a  paradise, 
Where  I  did  layme  down  within  the  shade 
Of  waving  trees,  and  dream*d  \mcountod  hours, 
Though  I  was  chid  for  wandering ;  and  the  Wise 
Shook  their  white  agbd  heads  o'er  me,  and  said 
Of  such  materials  wretched  men  were  made, 
And  such  a  truant  boy  would  end  in  woe. 
And  that  the  only  lesson  was  a  blow ; 
And  then  they  smote  me,  and  I  did  not  weep, 
But  cursed  them  in  my  heart,  and  to  my  haunt 
Betum'd  and  wept  alone,  and  dream'd  again 
The  visions  which  arise  without  a  sleep. 
And  with  my  years  my  soul  began  to  pant 
With  feelings  of  strange  tumult  and  soft  pain ; 
And  the  whole  heart  exhaled  into  One  Want, 
But  undefined  and  wandering,  till  the  day 
I  found  the  thing  I  sought — and  that  was  thee ; 
And  then  I  lost  my  being  all  to  be 
Aboorb'd  in  thine— the  world  was  past  away-~ 
Th4m  didst  annihilate  the  earth  to  me  1 

VII. 
I  loved  an  Solitude,  but  little  thought 
To  spend  I  know  not  what  of  life,  remote 
From  all  communion  with  existence,  save 
The  maniac  and  Mb  tyrant ;— had  I  been 
TbeirfyUow,  many  years  ere  this  had  seea 
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My  mind  like  th^xs  comxpted  to  its  grave, 
But  who  hath  seen  mo  wnthe,  or  heard  me  rave ! 
Perchance  in  such  a  cell  we  suffer  more 
Than  the  wreck'd  sailor  on  his  desert  shore : 
The  world  is  all  before  him — mxTie  is  here. 
Scarce  twice  the  space  they  must  accord  my  bier. 
What  though  he  perish,  he  may  lift  his  eye 
And  wiUi  a  dying  glance  upbraid  the  sky— 
I  will  not  raise  my  own  in  such  reproof. 
Although  'tis  clouded  by  my  dungeon  root 

vm, 
Tet  do  I  feel  at  times  my  mind  decline. 
But  with  a  sense  of  its  decay : — I  see 
Unwonted  lights  along  my  prison  shine. 
And  a  strange  demon,  who  is  vexing  me 
With  pilfering  pranks  and  petty  pains,  below 
The  feeling  of  the  healthful  and  the  free ; 
But  much  to  One,  who  long  hath  suffer'd  ao, 
Sickness  of  heart,  and  narrowness  of  pku». 
And  all  that  may  be  borne,  or  can  debase. 
I  thought  mine  enemies  had  been  but  Man, 
But  spirits  may  be  leagued  with  them— all  Earth 
Abandons — ^Heaven  forgets  me  ; — ^in  the  dearth 
Of  such  defence  the  Powers  of  Evil  can, 
It  may  be,  tempt  me  further, — and  prevail 
Against  the  outworn  creature  they  assail. 
Why  in  this  furnace  is  my  spirit  proved 
Like  steel  in  tempering  fire? — ^because  I  loved t 
Because  I  loved  what  not  to  love,  and  see. 
Was  more  or  less  than  mortal,  and  than  me. 

IZ. 
I  once  was  quick  in  feeling— that  is  o'er  ;— 
My  scars  are  callous,  or  I  should  have  dash'd 
My  brain  against  these  bars,  as  the  sun  flash'd 
In  mockery  through  them ; — ^If  I  bear  and  bore 
The  much  I  have  recounted,  and  the  more 
Which  hath  no  words, — ^'tis  that  I  would  not  die 
And  sanction  with  self-slai]^hter  the  dull  lie 
Which  snared  me  here,  and  with  the  brand  of  Bhaia* 
Stamn  Madness  deep  into  my  memory. 
And  woo  Compassion  to  a  blighted  name. 
Sealing  the  sentence  which  my  foe^  proclaim. 
1^0 — ^it  shall  be  immortal  I — and  I  mako 
A  future  temple  of  my  present  cell. 
Which  nations  yet  shall  visit  for  my  sake. 
While  thou,  Ferrara  1  when  no  longer  dwell 
Tiie  ducal  chie&  v^thin  thee,  shtUl  fall  down, 
A  ud  crumbling  piecemeal  view  thy  hearthless  baSi;; 
A  poet's  wreaui  shall  be  thine  only  crown, 
A  poet's  dungeon  t\i7  moa^iax  renown, 
Whilo  strangers  "wanOiet  o'ec  VJo^  >xxi:^n«^<c!il'«^SSal 
And  thou,  CaonoTa  \— AiScvovL— -^V^a  ^«ti^  ^sSaassA^ 
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rhttfe  sooh  AS  I  ooald  lore— who  blush'd  to  hear 
Po  lesi  than  monarohs  that  thou  couldst  be  doar, 
h>  1  tell  thy  brother^  that  my  heart,  untamed 
Sy  grio^  J9taB,  weannew—and  it  may  be 
i  taint  of  that  he  would  hnpute  to  me — 
from  long  infection  of  a  den  like  this, 
Inhere  the  mlAd  rots  congenial  with  Uie  abyss, 
idores  thee  still ; — end  add —that  when  the  towers 
lind  battlements  which  guard  his  joyous  hours 
>f  bcmquet,  danoB,  and  revel  are  forgot, 
>r  loft  untended  in  a  dull  repose, 
rhis — ^thia— shall  be  a  oonseorated  spot  1 
But  thou— when  all  thac  Birth  and  Beauty  throws 
Of  maffio  round  thee  is  extinct — shalt  have 
One  hfdf  the  laurel  which  o'ershades  my  grave. 
Ko  power  in  death  can  tear  our  names  apart, 
As  none  in  li£9  could  rend  thee  from  my  nev^ 
Te^  Leonora  1  it  shall  be  our  &te 
To  be  entwined  for  evex^but  too  ]t:U)  1 


CAIN: 

A    MYSTERY, 


•'  Vow  the  SorpMii  was  mora  raMa  than  uxbHM*  qC  f 
hhd  uMde."— G««.  «li.  tU.  m.  1. 


TO 

SIE  WALTEE  SCOTT,  Babt^ 

THIS  MYSTERY  OF  CAIN   IS  INSCRIBBD, 

BT  HIS   OBLIOEO  TRIBNO   AUTO   TAITHrUL  SKBTlllT, 

THE  AUTHOL 


PREFACE. 

TiiK  following  scenes  are  entitled  "A  Mystery,»»  in  conformity  with  tt* 
ancient  title  annexed  to  dramas  upon  similar  suttJects,  which  wot 
styled  **  Mysteries,  or  Moralities.**  Tlie  author  tias  by  no  means  tiW 
the  same  liberties  with  his  subject  which  were  common  formerlr,  aswi 
be  seen  by  any  reader  carious  enough  to  refer  to  those  very  pmfine  p(t»' 
ductions,  whether  in  English,  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish.  The  antlw 
has  endeavoured  to  preserve  the  language  adapt^  to  his  charactmi  ■■■ 
where  it  is  (and  this  is  but  rarely)  taken  from  actual  5cn>/i»r*',  h*b« 
made  as  little  alteration,  even  of  words,  as  the  rhythm  would  p«o<. 
The  reader  will  recollect  that  the  booR  of  Genesis  does  not  state  tfeit  En 


was  tempted  by  a  demon,  but  by  *'the  Serpent}"  and  that  oolfjbeem 
he  was  "the  most  subtil  of  aU  the  beasts  of  the  Add."  whitc«« 
interpretation  the  Rabbins  and  the  Fathers  may  hare  pat  npon  thii.  ■ 
take  the  words  as  1  find  them,  and  reply,  with  Bishop  Watfon  npM 
similar  occasions,  when  the  Fathers  were  quoted  to  him,  as  Miidentor  ■ 
the  schools  of  Cambridge,  *'  Behold  the  Book  !** — ^holding  up  the  ScriiW 
It  is  to  be  recollected  that  my  present  subject  has  nothing  to  do  with  ttf 
New  Testament,  to  which  no  reference  can  be  here  made  vithM 
anachronism.  With  the  poems  upon  similar  topics  I  have  not  ^ 
rccentiy  familiar.    Since  I  was  twenty,  I  have  never  read  Milton t  h<i 


had  read  him  so  frequently  before,  that  this  may  make  Uitle  ^..^.^ 
Gesner*s  **  Death  of  Abel'*  I  have  never  read  since  I  was  eight  ycin" 
age  at  Aberdeen.  The  general  impression  of  my  recollection  b  ddipA 
but  of  the  contents  I  remember  only  that  Cain's  wife  was  called  Mih* 
and  Abel's  Thirza:  in  the  following  pages  I  have  called  them  **  Add 
and  "Ziliah,**  the  earliest  female  names  which  occor  in  Genedit  M 
were  those  of  Lamech's  wives :  those  of  Cain  and  Abd  are  not  cdlsdif 
their  names.  Whether,  then,  a  coincidence  of  anl^fect  maj  have  eM^ 
the  same  in  expreBsian,  \  Yxiow  nothing,  and  care  as  little. 
The  reader  "wVIi  pVeaae  to  \Max  Va  xB^TAV^iJtMk.  fnw  eliooie  to 
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tlMnli  BO  lUatioii  to  a  Aitore  state  in  any  of  the  books  of  Moses, 
indeed  In  tbe  Old  Testament.  For  a  reason  for  this  extraordinaiy 
iriflD.  he  may  coosnlt  Warborton's  "Divine  Legation;"  whether 
tutairj  or  n^  no  better  has  yet  been  assig^ncd.  I  have,  therefore, 
loaed  ft  new  to  Cain,  without,  I  hope,  any  perversion  of  IToIy  Writ, 
ith  regard  to  the  langoage  of  lAicifer,  it  was  difficult  for  mo  to  make 
talk  like  a  dergyman  npon  the  same  snl^Jects ;  bat  I  have  done  wlmt 
old  to  restn^  Um  withbi  the  bounds  of  spiritual  politeness. 
lie  disclahna  haying  tempted  Eve  in  the  sliape  of  the  Serpent,  it  is 
because  the  book  of  Genesis  has  not  the  most  dis^-tuit  allasion  to 
bins  of  the  kind,  but  merely  to  the  Serpent  ^u  flis  scrpenthie 
eltgr. 

i/««— The  reader  wiU  percetre  that  the  author  has  partly  adopted  in 
poem  the  notion  of  Cavier,  that  the  world  had  been  destroyed  sereral 
1  before  the  oreatian  6f  man.  This  specnlation,  derived  lyom  the 
rent  stxate  and  the  bones  of  enormous  and  unknown  animals  found 
cni»  la  not  contraiy  to  the  Mosaic  account,  but  rather  confirms  it ; 
o  hnman  bones  have  yet  been  discovered  in  those  strata,  althoneh 
e  of  majoj  known  animals  are  found  near  the  remains  of  the 
Mnm.  The  assertion  of  Lucifer,  that  the  pre- Adamite  world  wan  also 
lied  by  rational  beings  much  more  hitelUgent  than  roan,  and  pro. 
knably  pqwerlhl  to  the  mammoth,  &c.  &c.,  is,  of  course,  a  poetical 
»  to  help  him  to  make  out  his  case. 

Night  to  add,  that  there  is  a  "  tramelogedia*'  of  Alfieri,  called  "  Abele.** 
lave  never  read  that,  nor  any  other  of  the  posthumous  works  of  the 
BT  escept  hSa  Life. 


CAIN: 

A    MYSTERY. 

Sramatuf  persons?* 


MEN. 

Adam. 
Cain. 
Absl. 

SPIRITS. 
Anokl  of  thb  Lord. 

LUCIPBR. 

WOMEN. 

EVB. 

Adah. 

ZlLLAB. 

ACT  I.— SCENE  I. 
^e  Land  without  Paradise. — Time,  Sunrise. 

Adam,  Evb,  Cain,  Abel,  Adah,  Zillah, 
offering  a  Sacrifice. 

Adam.  God,  the  Eternal  1  Infinite  !  Allwise  l^* 
"Who  out  of  darkness  on  the  deep  didst  make 
Idffht  on  the  waters  with  a  word — all  hail  1 
Jehovah,  with  retoming  light,  all  hail  1 

£ve,  Qod  1  who  didst  name  tbe  day,  and  separate 
Morning  from  night,  till  then  divided  never — 
Who  didst  divide  the  wave  from  wave,  and  call 
Put  of  Thy  work  tbe  ilrmament— all  hail  \ 
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AM.  God  1  who  didst  call  the  elements  into 
Earth— ocean — air— and  fire,  and  with  the  day 
And  ni^ht,  and  worlds,  which  these  illuminate, 
Or  shadow,  madest  beings  to  enjoy  them, 
And  love  both  them  and -Thee  1 — all  hail  I  all  hail! 

A  dah.  God,  the  Eternal !  Parent  of  all  things  ! 
Who  didst  create  these  best  and  beauteous  bemgi^ 
To  be  beloved,  more  than  all,  save  Thee — 
ijet  me  love  Thee  and  them : — ^All  hail !  all  hail ! 

Zilldh.  Oh,  God  1  who  loving,  making,  blessiiig  •!!» 
Tot  didst  permit  the  Serpent  to  creep  in. 
And  drive  my  father  forth  from  Paradise, 
Keep  us  from,  further  evil : — Hail !  all  hail  1 

Adam.  Son  Cain,  my  first-bom,  wherefore  art  thoa  d 

Cain.  Why  should  I  speak? 

Adavn.  To  pray. 

Cain.  Have  ye  net  pray'd? 

Adam.  We  have,  most  fervently. 

Cain.  And  loudly :  I 

Have  heard  you. 

Adam,  So  will  God,  I  trust 

Ahel.  Ament 

Adam,  But  thou,  my  eldest  bom,  art  silent  stilL 

Cain.  'Tis  better  I  should  be  so. 

Adam,  Wherefore  lof 

Cain.  I  have  nought  to  ask. 

Adam,  Nor  aught  to  thank  for? 

Cain.  No. 

Adam^  Dost  thou  not  live  ? 

Cain,  Must  I  not  die  ? 

Eve,  Alas ! 

The  fruit  of  our  forbidden  tree  begins 
To  fell. 

Adam,        And  we  must  gather  it  again. 
Oh,  God  I  why  didst  Thou  plant  the  tree  of  knoirfeto » 

Cain.  And  wherefore  pluck'd  ye  not  the  tree  of  Hfe  ^ 
Te  might  have  then  defied  Him. 

Adam.  Oh !  my  son. 

Blaspheme  not :  these  are  serpents'  words. 

Cain.  Why  not  f 

The  snake  spoke  truth;  it  vol  the  tree  of  knowledge ; 
It  was  the  tree  of  life  :  knowledge  is  good, 
And  life  is  good  ;  and  how  can  both  be  e^? 

Eve.  My  boy  1  thou  speakest  as  I  spoke,  in  sin, 
Before  thy  birth  :  let  me  not  see  renew'd 
My  misery  in  thine.     I  have  repented. 
Let  me  not  see  my  of&pring  fell  into 
The  snares  beyond  the  walls  of  Pktradiae, 
Which  e'en  in  Paradise  destroVd  his  parents. 
Content  thee  with  what  is.    Had  we  beoi  bo. 
Thou  now  hadst  been  contented.— Oh,  my  bod  1 

Adam.  Our  orisons  completed,  let  us  henoe^ 
Each  to  liuB  task  oi  UA\.-— Tko\.^«Qi:^,  though 

*ful :  t\ie  eaxt\i  \a  7o\m%,  ^sA  Yi<^^M&>csB<SE| 
fruita  Vvth  Ym\e  \a\»\\r. 
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Eve.  Cain,  my  son, 

Behold  thy  father  cheerful  and  resign*d. 
And  do  as  he  doth. 

[Exutnt  Adam  aiid  Eve. 

ZillaK  Wilt  thou  not,  my  brother  ? 

Ahel.  Why  wilt  thou  wear  this  gloom  upon  thy  brow. 
Which  can  avail  thee  nothing,  save  to  rouse 
The  Eternal  anger  ? 

Adah.  My  beloved  Cain, 

Wilt  thou  frown  even  on  me  ? 

Cain.  No,  Adah  I  no  ; 

I  &in  would  be  alone  a  little  while. 
Abel,  I*m  siok  at  heart ;  but  it  will  pass. 
Precede  me,  brother — I  will  follow  shortly. 
And  yoa,  too,  sisters,  tariy  not  behind  ; 
Your  |?entleness  must  not  be  harshly  met : 
ril  follow  you  anon. 

Adah.  If  not,  I  will 

Betum  to  seek  yoa  here. 

Abd.  The  peace  of  God 

Be  on  your  spirit,  brother ! 

[Exeunt  Abel,  Zillah,  and  Adah. 

Cain  (tolus).  And  this  is 

Life ! — ^Toil !  and  wherefore  should  I  toil  ? —  because 
My  father  could  not  keep  his  place  in  Eden. 
What  had  /  done  in  this  ? — I  was  unborn  : 
I  sought  not  to  be  bom ;  nor  love  the  state 
To  which  that  birth  has  brought  me.     Why  did  ho 
Yield  to  the  serpent  and  the  woman  ?  or. 
Yielding,  why  suffer?    What  was  there  in  this  ? 
The  tree  was  planted,  and  why  not  for  him  I 
If  not,  why  place  him  near  it,  where  it  grew. 
The  fairest  in  the  centre  ?    They  have  but 
One  answer  to  all  questions,  *'  'Twas  His  will. 
And  Ee  is  good."    How  know  I  that  ?    Because 
Be  is  all-powerful,  must  all-good,  too,  follow  ? 
liudge  but  by  the  fruits — and  they  are  bitter — 
Which  I  must  feed  on  for  a  fault  not  mine. 
Whom  have  we  here  ? — A  shape  like  to  the  angels, 
Yet  of  a  sterner  and  a  sadder  aspect 
Of  spiritual  essence :  why  do  I  quake? 
Why  should  I  fear  him  more  than  other  spirits, 
Whom  I  see  daily  wave  their  fiery  swords 
Before  the  gates  round  which  I  linger  oft. 
In  twilight's  hour,  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  those 
Ckurdens  which  are  mv  just  inheritance, 
Ere  the  night  closes  o  er  the  inhibited  walla 
And  the  immortal  trees  which  ovei'top 
The  cherubim-defended  battlements  f 
If  I  shrink  not  from  these,  the  fire-arm'd  angels. 
Why  should  I  quail  from  him  who  now  approaches  f 
Tet  he  seems  mightier  far  than  them,  nor  less 
Beauteous,  and  yet  not  all  as  beautiful 
As  he  hath  been,  and  might  be :  sorrow  e 
2m 
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Half  of  his  immortality.    And  is  it 

So  ?  and  can  aught  grieve  save  humanity  t 

He  cometh. 

£fUer  LuciFEB. 

Lucifer.  Mortal  I 

Cain,  Spirit,  who  art  thou  i 

Lucifer,  Master  of  spirits. 

Cain.  And  being  so,  canst  thm 

Leave  them,  and  walk  with  dust  I 

Lucifer.  I  know  the  thoughti 

Of  dust,  and  feel  for  it,  and  with  you. 

Cain.  Howl 

You  know  my  thoughts  \ 

Lucifer.  They  are  thoughts  of  all 

Woi-thy  of  thought^ — *iiiB  your  immortal  part 
Which  speaks  withm  you* 

Cain.  What  immortal  part  t 

This  has  not  been  reveal'd :  the  tree  of  tile 
Was  withheld  fix)m  us  by  my  father's  folly, 
While  that  of  knowledge,  by  my  mother's  hasts^ 
Was  pluck'd  too  soon  ;  and  all  the  fruit  is  death  t 

Lucifer.  They  have  deceived  thee ;  thou  shaH  live. 

Cain.  I  Bt^ 

But  live  to  die :  and,  living,  see  nothing 
To  make  death  hate^l,  save  an  innate  dlDgiogt 
A  loathsome,  and  yet  all  iuvinoible 
Instinct  of  life,  which  I  abhor,  as  I 
Despise  myself,  vet  cannot  overcome-^ 
And  so  I  live.     Would  I  had  never  lived  I 

Zuq/er.  Thou  livesl^  and  must  live  for  ever;  thiokml 
The  earth,  which  is  thme  outward  ooVring,  ii 
Existence — it  will  oease,  and  thou  wilt  be 
No  less  than  thou  art  now, 

Cain.  No  lemi  and  why 

No  more  ? 

Luciftr.  It  may  be  thou  Shalt  be  as  we. 

Cain.  And  ye  Y 

Lucifer.  Are  everlasting. 

Cain.  An  ye  happy? 

Lucifer.  We  are  mighty. 

Cain.  Are  ye  happy!  .    , 

Lucifer.  No:  irttbmt 

Cain.  How  should  I  be  so  ?    Look  on  me  1 

Lucifer.  PoordU 

And  thou  pretendest  to  be  wretched  1    Thoa  1  ^^ 

.  Cain.  1  am : — and  thou,  with  all  thy  mis^iHiattrt  >■* 

Lucp'er.  One  who  aspired  to  be  what  madatbM^  tBd 
Would  not  have  made  thee  what  tluwi  tgt, 

Cain.  Ahl 

Thou  look^st  almoct  a  god;  and— — 

Jjucifer.  I  tm  noM : 

And  bavins  fSaJVd  to  \m  ota,  'wtKi\^>M'QiM^^ 
8ave  what!  am*    He  wmc^^  ^  %  Vfe'^iia.iflfto^ 


UAIN.  il^ 

Cain.  Wbot 

Lueifer.  Thy  sirens  Mak^^  and  the  earth's. 

Cain.  And  heayen's^ 

And  all  that  hi  them  is.    Bo  I  have  heard 
His  seraphs  dng ;  and  so  my  father  saith. 

Lueifer.  They  say— what  they  must  sing  and  say,  on  i)iiir 
Of  being  that  which  I  am — and  thou  art — 
Of  spirits  and  of  men. 

Cain.  And  what  is  that ! 

Lucifer.  Souls  who  dare  use  their  immortality — 
Souls  who  dare  look  the  Omnipotent  tyrant  in 
His  everlasting  fece^  and  tell  Him,  that 
His  evil  is  not  geod  !    If  He  has  made, 
As  He  saith— which  I  know  not,  nor  belieye— 
But,  if  He  made  us — ^He  cannot  unmake : 
We  are  immortal ! — ^nay.  He'd  have  us  so, 
Tliat  He  may  torture :— ^let  Him !    He  is  great — 
But,  in  His  greatness,  is  no  happier  than 
We  in  onr  Gonflict !    Goodness  would  not  make 
Evil ;  and  what  else  hath  He  made  I    But  let  Him 
Sit  on  His  vast  and  solitary  throne. 
Creating  worlds,  to  make  eternity 
Less  burthensome  to  His  immense  existence 
And  unparticipated  solitude ! 
Let  Him  crowd  orb  on  orb :  He  is  alone 
Indefinite,  indissoluble  tyrant ! 
Could  He  but  crush  Himself,  'twere  the  best  boon 
He  ever  granted  :  but,  let  Him  reign  on. 
And  multiply  Himself  in  misery ! 
Spiiits  and  men,  at  least  we  sympathize — 
And,  suffering  in  concert,  make  our  pangs, 
Innumerable,  more  endurable, 
Bv  the  imboimded  sympathy  of  all— 
With  all  !     But  He  /  so  wretched  in  His  height. 
So  restless  in  His  wretchedness,  must  still 
Create,  and  re-create 

Cain.  Thou  speak'st  to  me  of  things  which  long  have  e^unj 
In  visions  through  my  thought :  I  never  could 
Keconcile  what  I  saw  with  what  I  heard. 
My  father  and  my  mother  talk  to  me 
Of  serpents,  and  of  finiits  and  trees :  I  see 
The  gates  of  what  they  call  their  Paradise 
Guarded  by  fiery-sworded  cherubim, 
"Which  shut  them  out,  and  me  :  I  feel  the  weight 
Of  daily  toil  and  constant  thought :  I  look 
Around  a  world  where  I  seem  nothing,  with 
Thoughts  which  arise  within  me,  as  if  they 
Could  master  all  things : — but  I  thought  sdono 
This  misery  was  mine. — My  father  is 
Tamed  down  :  my  mother  has  forgot  the  mind 
VThich  made  her  thirst  for  knowledge  at  the  risk 
Of  an  eternal  curse ;  my  brother  is 
A  watching  sbepberd  boy,  who  offers  up 
iTiif  GrstliDgs  of  the  dock  to  Him  who  bids 
2  E  2 
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T1;C  oftvtli  yield  nothing  to  us  without  sweat ; 
My  sister  Zillali  sinffs  an  earlier  hymn 
Tl.an  the  birds'  matins  ;  and  my  Adah,  my 
Own  and  beloved,  she,  too,  understands  not 
The  mind  which  ovei-whelms  me  :  never  till 
N<jw  met  1  aught  to  sympathize  with  mo. 
''j'is  wdl — I  rather  would  consort  with  spirits. 

Lnclfi r.  And  hadst  thou  not  been  fit  by  thino  own  Bod 
Fi>r  s\ich  companionship,  I  would  not  now 
Have  stood  before  thee  as  I  am  :  a  serpent 
Had  been  enough  to  charm  ye,  as  before. 

Cain.  Ah!  didst  ^^ott  tempt  my  mother  t 

Lucifer.  I  tempt  none, 
Sravo  with  the  truth ;  was  not  the  tree,  the  treo 
Ot  kr.o'.vlcdge?  and  was  not  the  tree  of  life 
Still  t ruitfiil  ?    Did  /  bid  her  pluck  them  not  ? 
Did  /  plant  things  prohibited  within 
The  reach  of  beings  innocent,  and  curious 
l>y  their  own  innocence  ?    I  would  have  made  ye 
Gods  ;  and  even  He  who  thrust  ye  forth,  so  thrust  ya' 
]iecauso  '*  yo  should  not  eat  the  fruits  of  life, 
And  become  gods  as  we.**    Were  those  His  words f 

Cain.  They  were^  as  I  have  heard  firom  those  who  Icsrd 
them. 
In  thunder. 

Lucifer.  Then  who  was  the  demon  I    Ho 

Who  would  not  let  ye  live,  or  he  who  would 
Have  mado  ye  live  for  ever  in  the  joy 
And  power  of  knowledge  ? 

Cam.  Would  they  had  snatch'd  bc»th 

Tho  fruits,  or  neither  1 

Lucifer.  One  is  yours  already ; 

The  other  may  be  still. 

Cain.  How  so  ? 

Lucifer.  Bv  being 

Yourselves,  in  your  resistance.    Nothing  can 
Quench  the  mind,  if  the  mind  will  be  itself 
And  centre  of  surrounding  things — 'tis  niade 
To  sway. 

Cain.  But  didst  thou  tempt  my  parents  ? 

Lucifer.  I?  ^ 

Poor  clay !  what  should  I  tempt  them  for,  or  how? 

Cain.  They  say  tho  sei-pent  was  a  spirit 

Lucifer.  Who 

Saith  that  ?    It  is  not  written  so  on  high : 
Tho  proud  One  will  not  so  fkr  falsify, 
Thoiifrh  man's  vast  fears  and  little  vanity 
Would  make  him  ct\st  upon  the  spiritual  nature 
His  own  low  failing.    The  snake  teas  the  snake- 
No  moro  :  and  yet  not  less  than  those  he  temptadf 
In  nature  being  earth  aho—more  in  wisdoin. 
Since  ho  co\\V\  oxercom^  VXxeai,  «jid  foreknew 
Tho  knowlcd'^o  ^a.\o\  ^.o  Wiovc  wocrco^  Y»^*. 
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CatH.  Bat  the  thing  had  a  demon  ? 

Lucifer.  He  but  woke  one 
In  those  he  spake  to  with  his  forky  tongae. 
I  tell  thee  that  the  serpent  was  no  more 
Than  a  mere  serpent:  ask  the  cherubim 
Who  guard  the  tempting  tree.    When  thousand  ages 
Have  roll'd  o'er  your  d^  ashes,  and  your  seed's, 
The  seed  of  the  then  world  may  thus  array 
Th^  earliest  fault  in  fable,  and  attribute 
To  me  a  shape  I  scorn,  as  I  scorn  all 
That  bows  to  Him,  who  made  things  but  to  bend 
Before  His  sullen,  sole  eternity ; 
But  we,  who  see  the  truth,  must  speak  it.    Thy 
Fond  iMurents  listen'd  to  a  creeping  thing. 
And  fell.     For  what  should  spirits  tempt  them  ?    What 
Was  there  to  envy  in  the  narrow  bounds 
Of  Paradise,  that  spirits  who  pervade 

Space but  I  spoak  to  thee  of  what  thou  know'st  not, 

WiUi  all  thy  tree  of  knowledge. 

Com.  But  thou  canst  not 

Speak  aught  of  knowledge  which  I  would  not  know. 
And  do  not  thirst  to  know,  and  bear  a  mind 
To  know. 

iMCtfer.  And  heart  to  look  on  ? 

Cain,  Be  it  proved. 

Lucifer,  Barest  thou  to  look  on  Death? 

Cain,  He  has  not  yet 

Been  seen. 

Lucifer,  But  must  be  undergone. 

Cain.  My  father 

Says  he  is  something  dreadful,  and  my  mother 
Weeps  when  he  is  named ;  and  Abel  lifts  his  eyes 
To  heaven,  and  Zillah  casts  hers  to  the  earth. 
And  sighs  a  prayer ;  and  Adah  looks  on  me. 
And  speaks  not. 

Lucifer.  And  thou  ? 

Cain.  Thoughts  unspeakable 

Crowd  in  my  breast  to  burning,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  almighty  Death,  who  is,  it  seems. 
Inevitable.     Could  I  wrestle  with  him  ? 
I  wrestled  with  the  lion,  when  a  boy. 
In  play,  till  he  ran  roaring  from  my  gripe. 

Lucifer.  It  has  no  shape  ;  but  will  absorb  all  things 
That  bear  the  form  of  earth-bom  being. 

Cain.  Ah  1 

I  thought  it  was  a  being :  who  could  do 
Such  evil  things  to  beings  save  a  being  ? 

Lucijer.  A^  the  Destroyer. 

Cain.  Who? 

Lucijer.  The  Maker— call  Hii/i 

Which  name  thou  wilt :  He  makes  but  to  destroy. 

Cain.  I  knew  not  that,  yet  thought  it,  siuco  I  heard 
Of  death  ;  although  I  linovr  not  what  it  is, 
Yei  ik  seems  horrible.    I  have  Jook'd  out 
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In  tbo  Tast  desolate  night  in  eearoh  of  him ; 
And  when  I  saw  gigantic  shadows  in 
The  umbrace  of  the  walls  of  Eden,  ohequfir^d 
]3y  the  far-cashing  of  the  cherubs*  sworasiy 
1  watchM  for  what  I  thought  his  conmig  ;  for 
With  fear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 
What  *twas  which  shook  us  all— but  nothing 
And  then  I  tum'd  mv  weary  eyes  from  off 
Our  native  and  forbidden  Paradise, 
Up  to  the  lights  above  us,  in  the  asure, 
Which  are  so  beautiful :  shall  they,  too,  die? 

Jjucifer.  Perhaps— but  long  outlive  both  thine  tod  tiM 

Cain.  I'm  glad  of  that :  I  would  not  have  tban  dis— 
Thoy  are  so  lovely.    What  is  death?    I  fisar, 
I  feel,  it  is  a  dreadful  thing ;  but  what, 
I  cannot  compass :  'tis  denounced  against  us, 
Both  them  who  sinn'd  and  sinn'd  not»  as  an  ill^ 
What  ill? 

Lucifer.  To  be  resolved  into  the  earth* 

Cain.  But  shall  I  know  it  ? 

Lucifer.  As  I  know  not  death, 

I  cannot  answer. 

Cain.  Were  I  quiet  earth. 

That  were  no  evil :  would  I  ne'er  had  beea 
Aught  else  but  dust  1 

Lucifer.  That  is  a  grovelKng  wirfi, 

Less  than  thy  ihther's ;  for  he  wish'd  to  know. 

Cain.  But  not  to  live,  or  wherefore  pluok'd  he  not 
The  life  tree? 

Lucifer,  He  was  hinder'd. 

Cain.  BeadlYemrl 

Not  to  snatch  first  that  fruit : — ^but  ere  he  plnord 
The  knowledge,  he  was  ignorant  of  death* 
Alas  1  I  scarcely  now  know  what  it  is. 
And  yet  I  fear  it— fear  I  know  not  what  I 

Lucifer.  And  I,  who  know  all  thingsi,  fear  nothing:  tee 
What  is  true  knowledge. 

Cain.  Wilt  thou  teaeh  me  aH? 

Ludiftr,  Ay,  upon  one  condition. 

Cain.  Name  it. 

Lucifer.  Thtfc 

Thou  dost  fall  down  and  worship  me— thy  Lofd. 

Cain.  Thou  art  not  the  Lord  my  fitthsr  ironhipii 

Lucifer.  S^* 

Cain.  His  equal? 

Lucifer.  No  : — I  have  nought  in  oommon  withHIffll 
Nor  would :  I  would  be  aught  above — ^beneatlt^ 
Aught  save  a  sharer  or  a  servant  of 
His  power.     I  dwell  apart ;  but  I  am  great  :— 
Many  there  are  who  worship  me,  and  more 
Who  shall — be  thou  amongst  the  first. 

Cain.  I  never 

As  vet  have  \x)W*d  \m\/o  tot  ^VJasst'ti  Q<id^ 
Although  my  brotiheT  A>oQVoi\.Vai'^cit«!k 
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That  I  would  join  with  him  in  sacrifice : — 
Why  should  I  bow  to  thee  ? 

ikbcifer.  Hast  thou  ne'er  bow'd 

To  Him  I 

Cain.  Have  I  not  said  it  T— need  I  say  it  ? 
Could  not  \^  mighty  knowledge  teach  thee  that? 

Jjucifer.  He  who  hows  not  to  Him  has  boVd  to  me ! 

Vain,  But  I  will  bend  to  neither. 

iMcifer,  Ne'er  the  lens. 

Thou  art  my  worshipper :  not  worshipping 
Him  makes  thee  mine  the  same. 

Cain,  And  what  is  that  t 

Lucifer,  Thou'lt  know  here — and  hereafter. 

Cain,  Let  ma  but 

Be  tai^ht  the  mystery  of  my  being. 

Luetfer,  Follow 

Where  I  will  lead  thee. 

Cain,                           But  I  must  retire 
To  till  the  earth— for  I  had  promised 

Lucifer.  What  ? 

Caiit.  To  cuU  some  first-fruits. 

Lucifer,  Why! 

Cain.  To  o£fer  up 

With  Abel  on  an  altar. 

Lucifer,  Saidsi  thou  not 

Thou  ne'er  hadst  bent  to  Him  who  made  thee! 

Cain,  Yes— 

But  Abel's  earnest  prayer  has  wrought  upon  me  ; 
The  offeringis  more  his  than  mine— and  Adah— 

Lucifer,  Why  dost  thou  hesitate  ? 

Cain,  She  is  mv  sister, 

Bom  on  the  same  day,  of  the  same  womb :  and 
She  wrung  from  me,  with  tears,  this  promise ; 
Rather  than  see  her  weep,  I  would,  methinks, 
Bear  all— and  worship  aught. 

Lucifer.  Then  follow  me ! 

Cain,  I  win. 

EnUr  Adah. 

Adah.  My  brother,  I  have  come  for  thee ; 
It  is  our  hour  of  rest  and  joy — and  we 
]Iave  less  without  thee.    Thou  hast  laboured  not 
This  mom ;  but  I  have  done  thy  task :  the  fruits 
Are  ripe,  and  glowing  as  the  light  whioh  ripens : 
Come  away. 

Cain,  Seest  thou  not  1 

Adah,  I  see  an  angel; 

We  have  seen  many :  will  he  share  our  hour 
01  rest  ? — ^he  is  welcome. 

Cain,  But  he  is  not  Uke 

The  angels  we  have  seen. 

Adah,  Are  there,  then,  others  ? 

But  he  is  welcome,  as  they  were :  they  deign'd 
To  be  our  guests— will  he  I 
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Cain  {to  Lucifer),  Wilt  thoul 

Lucifer,  I  »* 

Tlico  to  bo  mine. 

Cain,  I  must  away  with  bim. 

Ad^.  And  leave  us  ? 
Cain.  Ay. 

Adah,  Aadmet 

Cain.  Beloved  Adah  1 

Adah,  Lot  me  go  with  thee. 
Lucifer,  No,  she  mnst  not. 

Adafi,  Who 

Art  thou  that  steppest  between  heart  and  heart  ? 
Cain,  He  is  a  god. 

A  dak.  How  know'st  thou  ? 

Cain,  He  speaks  hka 

A  god. 
Adah,  So  did  the  serpent,  and  it  lied. 
Lucifer.  Thou  errest,  Adah  1— was  not  the  tree  that 
Of  knowledge  ? 
Adah,  Ay— to  our  eternal  sorrow. 

Lucifer,  And  yet  that  grief  is  knowledge— so  he  lied  w»: 
And  if  he  did  betray  you,  'twas  with  truth ; 
And  truth  in  its  own  essence  cannot  be 
But  good. 

A  dah.  But  all  we  know  of  it  has  gathered 
Evil  on  ill :  expulsion  from  our  home, 
And  dread,  and  toil,  and  sweat,  and  heaviness ; 
llomorse  of  that  which  was — and  hope  of  that 
Which  Cometh  not.     Cain  1  walk  not  with  this  spirit 
Bear  with  what  we  have  borne,  and  love  me— I 
Lovo  thee. 
Lucifer.  More  than  thy  mother,  and  thy  sire ! 
Adah.  I  do.    Is  that  a  sin,  too  ? 
Lucifer'.  No,  not  yet : 

It  one  day  will  be  in  your  children. 

Adah.  What! 

Must  not  my  daughter  love  her  brother  Enoch  ! 
Lucifer,  Not  as  thou  lovest  Cain. 
Adah,  Oh,  my  God! 

Shall  they  not  love  and  bring  forth  things  that  Ioto 
Out  of  their  love  ?  have  they  not  drawn  their  milk 
Out  of  this  bosom  ?  was  not  he,  their  father. 
Born  of  the  same  sole  womb,  in  the  same  hour 
With  me  ?  did  we  not  love  each  other  i  and 
In  multiplying  our  being  multiply 
Things  which  will  love  each  other  as  we  love 
Them  ? — And  as  I  love  thee,  my  Cain !  go  not 
Forth  with  this  spirit ;  he  is  not  of  em's. 

Lucifer.  The  sm  I  speak  of  is  not  of  m^  makiDg, 
And  cannot  be  a  sin  in  you — whate'er 
It  seem  in  those  who  will  replace  ye  in 
Mortality. 

A  dah,  "Wliat  Va  \XiO  sea.  ''wVvSCk.Sa  T»Ki\ 

Sin  in  itself  1     Can  cV!cc\im«XMia^  lajeikft  «a^ 
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too  I — if  it  doth,  we  aro  the  slaves 

rifer.  Higher  things  than  ye  are  slaves :  and  higher 
them  or  ye  would  be  so,  did  they  not 
•  an  independency  of  torture 
e  smooth  agonies  of  adulatioii, 
mus  and  harpiugs,  and  self-seeking  prayers, 
at  which  is  omnipotent,  because 
omnipotent,  and  not  from  love, 
srror  and  self-hope. 
ah.  Omnipotence 

be  all  goodness. 

nfer.  "Was  it  so  in  Eden  ? 

m.  Rend !  tempt  me  not  with  beauty ;  thou  art  fhircr 
was  the  serpent,  and  as  false. 
nfer.  As  true. 

Ive,  your  mother :  bears  she  not  the  knowledge 
od  and  evil  1 

lA.  Oh,  my  mother  !  thou 

pluck'd  a  fiiiit  more  fatal  to  thine  oflfspring 
to  thyself ;  thou  at  the  least  hast  pass'd 
'outh  in  Paradise,  in  innocent 
lappy  intercourse  with  happy  spirits : 
re,  thy  children,  ignorant  of  Eden, 
irt  alK)ut  by  demons,  who  assume 
'ords  of  God,  and  tempt  us  with  our  own 
bisfied  and  curious  thoughts — as  thou 
work'd  on  by  the  snake,  in  thy  most  flush'd 
leedless,  harmless  wantonness  of  bliss. 
lot  answer  this  immortal  thing 
h  stands  before  me ;  I  cannot  abhor  him  ; 
:  upon  him  with  a  pleasing  fear, 
{et  1  fly  not  from  him  :  in  his  eye 
)  is  a  fastening  attraction  which 
my  fluttering  eyes  on  his  ;  my  heart 
quick ;  he  awes  me,  and  yet  draws  me  near, 
jr,  and  nearer : — Cain — Cain — save  me  from  him  ! 
in.  What  dreads  my  Adah  ?    This  is  no  ill  spirit. 
ah.  He  is  not  God— nor  God's :  I  have  beheld 
herubs  and  the  seraphs  ;  he  looks  not 
them. 

in.  But  there  are  spirits  loftier  still — 

Li'changels. 

cifer.  Aad  still  loftier  than  the  archangels. 

cui.  Ay — ^but  not  blessed. 
cifer.  If  the  blessedness 

sts  in  slavery — no. 

a/i.  I  have  heard  it  said, 

-Graphs  love  most — cherubim  know  most — 
this  should  be  a  cherub — since  ho  loves  not. 
cifer.  And  if  the  higher  knowledge  quenches  love^ 
i  must  he  be  you  cannot  love  w]ien  known  ? 
the  all-knowiDg  cherubim  Jove  least, 
jmphs'  love  can  be  but  ignorance  ; 
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That  they  are  not  compatible,  the  doom 
Of  thy  fond  parents,  for  their  daring,  proves. 
Choose  betwixt  love  and  knowledge— smoe  there  is 
No  other  choice :  your  sire  hath,  cnosen  ahneady ; 
HLs  worship  is  but  fear. 

Addh,  Oh,  Gain )  dhooce  lore. 

Cain.  For  thee,  my  Adah,  I  dioose  not— it  wm 
Bom  with  me — but  I  love  nought  else. 

Adah,  Our  parents! 

Cain.  Did  they  love  us  when  they  matoh'd  irom  the  tiR 
That  which  hath  driven  us  all  from  Paradise  I 

A  dak.  We  were  not  bom  then — and  if  we  had  boei| 
Should  we  not  love  them  and  our  children.  Coin  ? 

Cain.  My  little  Enoch  !  and  his  lisping  sister ! 
Could  I  but  deem  them  happy,  I  woiud  half 

Forget but  it  can  never  be  forgotten 

Through  thrice  a  thousand  generations  1  never 

Shall  men  love  the  remembrance  of  the  man 

Who  sow'd  the  seed  of  evil  and  mankind 

In  the  same  hour  1   They  pluok*d  the  tree  of  seieoM 

And  sin — and,  not  content  with  their  own  tiamm, 

Begot  me — thee — and  all  the  few  that  are, 

And  all  the  unnumber'd  and  innumerable 

Multitudes,  millions,  myriads,  which  may  \j% 

To  inherit  agonies  accumulated 

By  ages  !— and  /  must  be  sire  of  such  things  I 

'J'hy  beauty  and  thy  love — ^my  love  and  joy. 

The  rapturous  moment  and  tho  placid  hour. 

All  we  love  in  oiur  children  and  each  other. 

But  lead  them  and  ourselves  through  many  yean 

Of  sin  and  pain— or  few,  but  still  of  sorrow, 

IntercheckM  with  an  instant  of  brief  pleasure, 

To  Death— the  unknown !    Methinks  the  tree  of  knoirl»i^ 

Hath  not  fulfilled  its  promise : — if  they  sinn'd. 

At  least  they  ought  to  have  known  all  things  tiwi  an 

Of  knowledge — and  the  mystery  of  death. 

What  do  they  know  ? — that  they  are  miserable. 

What  need  of  snakes  and  fruits  to  teach  us  thatf 

A  doll.  I  am  not  wretched,  Cain,  and  if  thoa 

Wert  happy 

Cain,  Be  thou  happy,  then,  alooe^ 

I  will  have  nought  to  do  with  happineiii 
Which  humbles  me  and  mine. 

A  dah.  Alone  I  oould  uA, 

Nor  would  be  happy :  but  with  those  around  nB, 
I  think  I  could  be  so,  dospite  of  death. 
Which,  as  I  know  it  not,  I  dread  not,  though 
It  seems  an  awful  shadow — if  I  may 
Judge  from  what  I  have  heard. 

Lucifer.  And  thou  oouldst  not 

Alone f  thou  say'st,  be  happy  ? 

Adah.  Alone !  Oh,  my  Goi I 

Who  could  be  "happy  wv^  «\ni«,  w  VQ^wAX 
To  me  my  solitudo  seems  Bai\  xjccXcna 
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:  how  Boon  I  shall  see  my  brother, 
ind  our  children,  and  our  parents. 
it  thy  Qod  is  alone ;  and  is  He  hai^y  ? 
pod! 

He  is  not  so ;  He  hath 
id  the  mortals  to  make  he^py, 
Dmes  so  in  diflfiising  joy  ! 
I  ioy  be,  but  the  spreading  joy  ? 
sk  of  your  sire;,  the  enle  fresh  iWmi 

Bden; 
•bom  son  :  ask  your  own  heart ; 
imL 

Alas !  no  I  and  you-« 
saTen! 

If  I  am  not,  inquire 
this  all-spreadinff  happiness 
irodaim)  of  the  dl-^eat  and  good 
and  living  things :  it  is 
id  He  keeps  it.     We  must  bear, 
us  resist,  and  both  in  vain, 
ay ;  but  it  is  worth  the  trial, 
oay  not  be  without :  there  is 
tbe  spirit,  which  directs 
I  the  dim  blue  air  the  eye 
;  mortals,  lights  at  once  upon 
sh  watches,  welcoming  the  mom. 
i  a  beautiful  star ;  I  love  it  for 

Qd  why  not  adore  ? 

Our  father 
ivisible  only. 

But  the  symbols 
3le  are  the  loyeliest 
ible  ;  and  von  bright  star 
he  host  of  heaven. 

Our  father 
has  beheld  the  Ood  himself 
m  and  our  mother. 

Hast  ihou  seen  Him ! 
i— in  His  works. 

But  in  His  being  ? 

No- 
ither,  who  is  Gtod's  own  image ; 
jels,  who  are  like  to  Ihee — 
,  yet  less  beautiful  and  powerful 
as  the  silent  simny  noon, 
^  look  upon  us ;  but  tliou  seem*st 
real  night,  where  long  white  clouds 
}ep  Durple,  and  unnuraber'd  stars 
vonderftil  mysterious  vault 
that  look  as  if  they  would  be  suns  ; 
unnumber'd,  and  endearing, 
,  and  yet  drawing  ua  to  them, 
jyes  with  te&i-B,  and  so  dost  thou, 
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Thou  seom'st  unhappy .  do  not  make  us  so, 
And  I  will  weep  for  thee. 

Lucifer.  Alas  !  those  tears ! 

Coulclst  thou  but  know  what  oceans  will  be  shed—— 

Adah,  By  me? 

Lucifer.  By  all. 

Adali.  What  all? 

Lucifer.  Tho  million  loiDions- 

Tho  myriad  myriads— the  all-peopled  earth— 
Tho  unpeopled  earth — and  the  o*er-peopled  hell, 
Of  which  thy  bosom  is  the  germ. 

Adah.  0  Caml 

This  spirit  curseth  us. 

Cain.  Let  him  say  en ; 

Him  will  I  follow, 

Adah.  Whither? 

Lucifer.  To  a  place 

Whence  ho  shall  come  back  to  thee  in  an  hour; 
But  in  that  hour  see  things  of  many  days. 

Adah.  How  can  that  be? 

Lucifer,  Did  not  your  Maker  make 

Out  of  old  worlds  this  new  one  in  few  days  ? 
And  cannot  I,  who  aided  in  this  work, 
Show  in  an  hour  what  He  hath  made  in  many, 
Or  hath  destroy'd  in  few  ? 

Cain.  Lead  on. 

Adah.  Win  ho, 

In  sooth,  return  within  an  hour  ? 

Lucifei'.  He  shalL 

With  us  acts  are  exempt  from  time,  and  we 
Can  crowd  eternity  into  an  hour. 
Or  stretch  an  hour  into  eternity : 
We  breathe  not  by  a  mortal  measurement — 
But  that's  a  mystery.    Cain,  come  on  witii  mo. 

AdaJi.  Will  he  return? 

Lucifer.  Ay,  woman !  he  alone 

Of  mortals  from  that  place  (the  first  and  last 
Who  shall  return,  save  One), — shall  come  back  to  tbet^ 
To  make  that  silent  and  expectant  world 
As  populous  as  this:  at  present  there 
Arc  few  inhabitants. 

Adah.  Where  dwellcst  thou?         ^,. 

Lucifer.  Throughout  all  space.     Where  should  I  u^' 
Whore  are 
Thy  God  or  Gods — thero  am  I :  all  things  are 
Divided  with  mo  ;  life  and  death — and  time — 
literuity — and  heaven  and  earth — and  that 
Vriiich  is  not  heaven  nor  eai-th,  but  peopled  with 
Tlioso  who  once  peopled  or  shall  people  both— 
I'hcse  are  my  realms !     So  that  I  do  divide 
Jlis,  and  possess  a  kingdom  which  is  not 
Jlis.  If  I  were  not  tha^t  which  I  have  said, 
Could  I  Rtaud  \iere\    "HAa  wx^'^  «x^  -siSS^tfiaBL 
Your  visiou. 
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Adah,         So  they  were  when  the  fair  serpen  I 
Spoke  with  our  mother  first. 

Lucifer,  Cain  !  thou*hast  heard. 

If  thou  dost  long  for  knowledge,  I  can  satiate 
Tliat  thirst ;  nor  ask  thee  to  partake  of  fruits 
Which  shall  deprive  thee  of  a  single  good 
The  Conqueror  has  left  thee.     Follow  me. 

Cain,  Spirit,  I  have  said  it. 

[Exeunt  Lucifer  and  Cain 

Adah  (follows,  exclaiming).  Cain  1  my  brother  1  Coin ! 


ACT  II. 

SCENE    I. 

The  Ahyss  of  Space, 

Cain,  I  tread  on  air,  and  sink  not ;  yet  I  fear 
To  sink. 

iMcif&r.  Have  faith  in  me,  and  thou  shalt  be 
Borne  on  the  air,  of  which  I  am  the  prince. 

Cain,  Can  I  do  so  without  impiety  ? 

Lucifer,  Believe — and  sink  not!  doubt— and  perish  I  thus 
Would  run  the  edict  of  the  other  God, 
Who  names  me  demon  to  His  angels ;  they 
Echo  the  sound  to  miserable  things. 
Which,  knowing  nought  beyond  their  shallow  senses, 
Worship  the  word  which  strikes  their  ear,  and  deem 
Evil  or  good  what  is  proclaim'd  to  them 
In  their  abasement.     I  will  have  none  such  : 
Worship,  or  worship  not,  thou  shalt  behold 
The  worlds  beyond  thy  httle  world,  nor  be 
Amerced  for  doubts  beyond  thy  little  life, 
With  torture  of  my  dooming.    There  will  come 
An  hour,  when,  toss'd  upon  some  water-drops, 
A  man  shall  say  to  a  man,  "  Believe  in  me. 
And  walk  the  waters  ; "  and  the  man  shall  walk 
The  billows  and  be  safe.    /  will  not  say. 
Believe  in  me,  as  a  conditional  creed 
To  save  thee  ;  but  fly  with  me  o'er  the  gulf 
Of  space  an  equal  flight,  and  I  will  show 
What  thou  dar'st  not  deny, — ^the  history 
Of  past,  and  present,  and  of  future  worlds. 

(iain.  Oh,  god,  or  demon,  or  whate'er  thou  art, 
Is  j-on  our  earth  f 

Lucifer,  Dost  thou  not  recognize 

The  dust  which  fbrm*d  your  father  ? 

Cain.  Can  it  bo  ? 

Yon  small  blue  circle,  swinging  in  far  ether. 
With  an  inferior  circlet  near  it  still, 
Which  looks  like  that  which  lit  oxm  earthly  night  f 
Is  this  our  Paradise  ?    Where  are  its  walls. 
And  they  who  guard  them  ? 
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Lucifer,  Point  me  out  the  dte 

Of  Paradise. 

Cain.  How  should  I  ?    As  we  moTo 

Like  sunbeams  onward,  it  grows  small  and  smaller, 
And  as  it  waxes  little,  and  then  less, 
Gatheru  a  halo  round  it,  like  the  light 
Which  shone  the  roundest  of  the  stars,  whon  I 
Boheld  them  from  the  skirts  of  Paradise : 
Methinks  they  both,  as  we  recede  from  themi 
Appear  to  join  the  innumerable  stars 
Which  are  around  us  ;  and,  as  we  move  on^ 
Increase  their  myriads. 

Lucifer.  And  if  there  should  bo 

Worlds  greater  than  thine  own,  inhabited 
By  greater  things,  and  they  themselves  &r  more 
In  number  than  the  dust  of  thy  dull  earth. 
Though  multiplied  to  animated  atoms. 
All  liring,  and  all  doom'd  to  death,  and  wretched, 
What  wouldst  thou  think  ? 

Cain,  I  should  be  proud  of  thoagU 

Which  knew  such  things. 

Lucifer,                          But  if  that  high  thought  wen 
Link'd  to  a  servile  m&ss  of  matter,  and. 
Knowing  such  things,  aspiring  to  such  thmgiL 
And  science  still  beyond  them,  were  ohain'a  down 
To  the  most  ^ross  and  potty  paltry  wante^ 
All  foul  and  nilsome,  and  tho  very  best 
Of  Uiine  enjoyments  a  sweet  degradation, 
A  most  enervating  and  filthy  cheat 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 
Fresh  souls  and  bodies,  all  forodoom'd  to  be 
As  frail,  and  few  so  happy 

Cain,  Spirit  I  I 

Know  nought  of  death,  save  as  a  dreaoM  thing 
Of  which  I  have  hoard  my  parents  speak,  as  of 
A  hideous  heritage  I  owe  to  them 
No  less  than  lifo  ;  a  heritage  not  happ^r. 
If  I  may  judge,  till  now.     But,  spirit!  it 
It  be  as  thou  hast  said  (and  I  within 
Fsel  the  prophetic  torture  of  its  truth). 
Here  let  me  die :  for  to  give  birth  to  those 
Who  can  but  suffer  many  years,  and  die, 
Methinks  is  merely  propagating  death. 
And  multiplying  murder. 

Lucifer.  Thou  canst  not 

AIL  die — there  is  what  must  survive. 

Cain.  The  Other 

Spake  not  of  this  unto  my  father,  when 
He  shut  him  forth  from  Paradise,  with  death 
Written  upon  his  forehead.     But  at  least 
Lot  what  is  mortal  of  me  pei-ish,  that 
I  may  be  in  the  rest  aa  Mig|&\a  «oc<i. 

Lucifer.  1  am  angoWo  •.  N^o\3\<^\.>iJMAv.\»^a\«s»N 

Cain,  I  know  not  wWt  t\io>aL  w\.  \  \  ««»  Vfe.-^  v**** 
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And  Bee  thou  show'st  me  things  boyond  my  power, 
Beyond  all  power  of  my  bom  feculties. 
Although  inferior  still  to  my  desires 
And  my  conceptions. 

Lvkci^er,  What  are  they  which  dwell 

So  humbly  in  their  pride,  as  to  sojourn 
With  worms  in  clay  t 

Cain,  And  what  art  thou  who  dweliest 

So  haughtily  in  spirit,  and  canst  range 
Nature  and'immortality — and  yet 
Seem'st  sorrowful  ? 

Lucifer*  I  seem  that  which  I  am  5 

And  therefore  do  I  ask  of  thee,  if  thou 
Wouldst  be  inmiortal  ? 

Cain,  Thou  hast  said,  I  must  be 

Immortal  in  despite  of  me.    I  know  not 
This  until  lately — ^but  since  it  must  be. 
Let  me,  or  happy  or  unhappy,  learn 
To  anticipate  my  immortidity. 

Lucifer,  Thou  didst  before  I  came  upon  thee. 

Cain,  How  ! 

Ludfw,  By  suffering. 

Cain,  And  must  torture  be  immortal  ? 

Lucifer,  We  and  thy  sons  will  try.     But  now,  behold  I 
Is  it  not  glorious  ? 

Cain.  Oh,  thou  beautiful 

And  unimaginable  ether  !  and 
Ye  multiplying  masses  of  increased 
And  still  increasing  lights  !  what  are  ye  ?  what 
Is  this  blue  wilderness  of  interminable 
Air,  where  ye  roll  along,  as  I  have  seen 
The  leayes  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden  ? 
Is  ycmr  course  measured  for  ye  ?    Or  do  yo 
Sweep  on  in  your  unbounded  revelry 
Throng  an  a&'rial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion — at  which  my  soul  aches  to  think — 
Intoxicated  with  eternity  ! 
Oh  God  !  Oh  Grods  !  or  whatsoe'er  ye  are  ! 
How  beautiful  ye  are  1  how  beautiful 
Your  works,  or  accidents,  or  whatsoe'er 
Thev  may  ^ie  !     Let  me  die,  as  atoms  die 
(If  that  they  die),  or  know  ye  in  your  might 
And  knowledge !    My  thoughts  are  not  in  this  hour 
Unworthy  wluit  I  see,  though  my  dust  is : 
Spirit !  let  me  expire,  or  see  them  nearer. 

Lucifer,    Art  thou  not  nearer?   look  back  to  thine 
earth! 

Cain.  Where  is  it !    I  see  nothing  save  a  mass 
Of  most  innumerable  hghts. 

Lucifer,  Look  there ! 

Cain,  I  cannot  see  it. 

Lucifer,  Yet  it  sparkles  still. 

Cain.  That !— yonder  I 

Lucifer,  Yea. 
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Cat » .  And  wilt  thoa  teD  me  » f 

Why,  I  have  seen  ihe  fire-flies  and  fire-worms 
Sprinkle  the  dusky  groves  and  the  green  banks 
In  the  dim  twilight,  brighter  than  yon  world 
Wliich  bears  them. 

Lucifer,  Thou  hast  seen  both  worms  and  worlds; 
Rich  bright  and  sparkling — what  dost  think  of  them? 

Cain.  That  they  are  beautiful  in  their  own  sphere, 
And  that  the  night,  which  makes  both  beautiral, 
Tho  little  shining  fire-fly  in  its  flight. 
And  tho  immortal  star  m  its  great  course^ 
Must  both  bo  guided. 

Lucijer.  But  by  whom  or  what  f 

Cain.  Show  me. 

Lucifer,  Dar'st  thou  behold  ? 

C'aift.  How  know  I  what 

I  dare  behold  ?    As  yet,  thou  hast  shown  nought 
I  daro  not  gaze  on  fiirther. 

Lucifer.  On,  then,  with  me. 

Wouldst  thou  behold  things  mortal  or  immortal! 

Cain.  Why,  what  are  things  ? 

Lucifer.  Both  partly :  bat  what  dot 

Sitnoxt  thy  heart? 

Cain.  The  things  I  see. 

Lucifer.  But  what 

Sate  nearest  it  I 

Cain.  The  things  I  have  not  seen. 

Nor  over  shall — the  mysteries  of  death. 

lAicifer.  What,  if  I  show  to  thee  things  which  haw  die^ 
As  I  have  shown  thee  much  which  cannot  die  I 

Cain.  Do  so. 

Lucifer.  Away,  then  I  on  our  mighty  wings. 

Cain,    Oh !    how  we  cleave  the  blue  I     The  stan  w 
fi^m  us  ! 
The  earth  ! — where  is  my  earth  ?    Let  me  look  <m  i^ 
For  I  was  made  of  it. 

Lucifer.  *Tis  now  beyond  thee^ 

Less,  in  the  universe,  than  thou  in  it ; 
Yet  deem  not  that  thou  canst  escape  it :  thoa 
Shalt  soon  return  to  earth,  and  all  its  dust : 
'Tis  part  of  thy  eternity,  and  mine. 

Cain,  ^Vhere  dost  thou  load  mo  ?  '  - 

Lucifer »  To  wliat  was  hefow  wee 

Tho  pliantasm  of  the  world ;  of  which  thy  world 
Is  but  tho  wreck. 

Cain.  What  I  is  it  not  then  new ! 

Lucifer,  No  more  than  life  is  ;  and  that  was  ere  thoa 
Or  /were,  or  the  things  which  seem  to  us 
Greater  than  either :  many  thinf^  will  have 
No  end  :  and  some,  which  would  j^retcnd  to  haf6 
Had  no  \)cginning,  have  had  one  as  mean 
As  thou ;  and  mightier  things  have  been  oxtinoi 
To  make  way  for  rcwicJh.  Tcveoaot  V2t\».Ti^<^  «cbl 
Bunulflo  J  for  momenta  onXy  ^.xi^VXx^  xynnk 
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fi«ve  been  and  must  be  all  unehangeaUe. 
But  changes  make  not  deaths  except  to  clay ; 
But  thou  art  clay, — and  canst  but  comprehend 
That  which  was  clay,  and  such  thou  shalt  behold. 

Cain,  Clay,  spirit !  what  thou  wilt,  I  can  sui-vey. 

iMcifer,  Away,  then  1 

Cain,  But  the  lighta  £eide  from  me 

fast, 
And  some  till  now  grew  larger  as  we  approach'd. 
And  wore  the  look  of  worlds. 

iMcjfer.  And  such  they  are. 

Cain.  And  Edens  in  them  ? 

Lucifer,  It  may  be. 

Cain,  And  men  ? 

Lwnfer,  Yea,  or  things  higher. 

Cain.  Ay  ?  and  serpents  too  ? 

Luc\fer,  Wouldst  thou  have  men  without  them?  must  nr 
reptiles 

Breathe  save  the  erect  ones  ? 

Cain.  How  the  lights  recede ; 

Where  fly  we  ? 

Lucifer.  To  the  world  of  phantoms,  which 
Are  b^gs  past,  and  shadows  still  to  come. 

Cain.  But  it  grows  dark  and  dark — the  stars  arc  gone  \ 

Lucifer.  And  yet  thou  seest. 

Cain.  'Tis  a  fearful  light  I 

No  sun,  no  moon,  no  lights  innumerable. 
The  very  blue  of  the  empurpled  night 
Fades  to  a  dreary  twilight,  yet  I  see 
Huge  dusky  masses  :  but  unlike  the  worlds 
We  were  approaching,  which,  begirt  with  light, 
Seem'd  full  of  life  oven  when  their  atmosphere 
Of  light  gave  way,  and  show'd  them  taking  shapes 
Unequal,  of  deep  valleys  and  vast  mountains  ; 
And  some  emitting  sparks,  and  some  displaying 
Enormous  Uquid  plains,  and  some  begirt 
With  luminous  belts,  and  floating  moons,  which  took, 
lake  them,  the  features  of  fair  earth  : — instead. 
All  here  seems  dai'k  and  dreadful. 

Lucifer.  But  distinct. 

Thou  seekest  to  behold  death,  and  dead  things  ? 

Cain.  I  seek  it  not :  but  as  I  know  there  are 
Such,  and  that  my  sire's  sin  makes  him  and  me. 
And  all  that  we  inherit,  liable 
To  such,  I  would  behold  at  once,  what  I 
Must  one  day  see  perforce. 

Lucifer,  Behold  1 

Cain.  'Tis  darkness 

Lucifer,  And  so  it  shall  be  ever ;  but  wo  will 
Unfold  its  gates  1 

Cain.  Enormous  vapours  roll 

Apart— whaf  8  this  ?  i 

Luc^er,  Enter! 

Cain,  Can  I  return  t 

2  7 
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LvLc^er,    lleturn  1   be  lure :   how  dae   Bhoiild  daift 
peopled? 
Its  present  realm  is  thin  to  what  it  will  be, 
^liruiigh  Uiee  and  thine. 

Cain.  The  clouds  still  open  wide 

Aud  wi<ler,  and  make  widening  droles  rouna  us. 

Lveifer.  Advance  i 

Cain.  And  thou ! 

Luci/er,  Fear  not— without  att 

Couldst  not  have  gone  beyond  thy  world.    On  I  cm  1 

[They  disappear  thnm/^ikidM 

SCENE  n. 

Hades, 

Elder  LnoiFER  and  Cadt. 

Cain,  How  silent  and  how  vast  are  those  dim  woridil 
For  they  seem  more  than  one,  and  yet  more  peoplad 
Than  the  huge  brilliant  luminous  orbs  whidh  svmig 
So  thickly  in  the  upper  air,  that  I 
Had  deom'd  them  rather  the  bright  populace 
Of  some  all  imimaginable  heaven 
Tlian  things  to  bo  inhabited  themselves. 
But  that  on  drawing  near  them  I  beheld 
Their  swelling  into  palpable  immensity 
Of  matter,  which  seem  d  made  for  life  to  dwell  oo, 
llather  than  life  itself.     But  here,  all  is 
So  shadowy  and  so  full  of  twilight,  that 
It  speaks  of  a  day  past. 

Lucifer,  It  is  the  realm 

Of  death.— Wouldst  have  it  present  ? 

Cain.  'Till  I  know 

That  which  it  really  is,  I  oannot  answer. 
But  if  it  be  as  I  have  heard  my  father 
Deal  out  in  his  long  homilies,  'tis  a  things 
Oh  God  !  I  dare  not  think  on't  I    Cursed  be 
He  who  invented  life  that  leads  to  death  t 
Or  the  dull  mass  of  life,  that,  being  life, 
Gould  not  retain,  but  needs  must  foifeit  it- 
Even  for  the  innocent  I 

Lucifer,  Dost  thou  curse  thT  fsSm  i 

Cain,  Cursed  he  not  mo  in  giving  me  my  Sixth  f 
Cursed  he  not  me  before  my  birth, In  daring 
To  pluck  the  fruit  forbidden  ? 

Lucifer,  Thou  8ay*Bt  well : 

The  curse  is  mutual  'twixt  thy  sire  and  thee— 
But  for  thy  sons  and  brother  1 

Cain,  Let  them  shaie  tt 

With  me,  their  sire  and  brother  t    What  else  is 
Bequeath*  d  to  me  ^    1  \edN«  them  my  inheritanoi^ 
Oh,  ye  intermmaVAe  ^ooixi^  -raeiSauk 
Of  swimming  sbadow^  wu^  eckOTavwa  ^S&as^w^ 
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Some  fully  shown^  some  indistincfcy  aud  all 
Mighty  and  melancholy — what  are  ye  I 
live  ye,  or  have  ye  lived ! 

Lucifer,  Somewhat  of  botli. 

Cain.  Then  what  is  death  ! 

lAtctftr,  What  ?    Hath  not  He  who  made  ye 
Said  'tis  another  life  ? 

Cat».  Till  now  He  hath 

Said  nothing,  save  that  all  shall  die. 

Lwciftr,  PeihaiNi 

He  one  dav  will  unfold  that  further  seoret. 
Cat».  Happy  the  day  1 

Lucifer.  Yes;  happy!  when  unfolded 

Through  aponies  unspeakable,  and  clogg'd 
With  i^mes  eternal,  to  innimierable 
Tet  unoom  myriads  of  unconscious  atoms, 
^  All  to  be  animated  for  this  only  I 

Cain,  What  are  these  mighty  phantoms  whioh  1  see 
Floating  around  me  ? — ^They  wear  not  the  form 
Of  the  intdligences  I  have  seen 
Bound  our  r^retted  and  unentered  Eden, 
Nor  wear  the  form  of  man  as  I  have  view'd  it 
In  Adam's,  and  in  AbeVs,  and  in  mine, 
Nor  in  my  sister-bride's,  nor  in  my  children's : 
And  yet  they  have  an  aspect,  whioh,  though  not 
Of  men  nor  angels,  looks  like  something,  which 
If  not  the  last^  rose  higher  than  the  first, 
Haughty,  and  high,  and  beautiful,  and  ftiU 
Of  seemmg  strength,  but  of  inexplicable 
Shape  ;  for  I  never  saw  such.    They  bear  not 
The  wing  of  seraph,  nor  the  &ce  of  man. 
Nor  form  of  mightiest  brute,  nor  aught  that  is 
Now  breathing ;  mighty  yet  and  beautiful 
As  the  most  beautiful  and  mighty  whioh 
live,  and  yet  so  unlike  them,  that  I  scarce 
Can  call  them  living. 

Lucifer,  Yet  they  lived. 

Cain,  Where? 

Lucifer,  Where 

Thou  livest. 

Cain.  When  ? 

Lucifer,  On  what  thou  callest  earth 

They  did  inhabit, 

Cain,  Adam  is  the  first. 

Lucifer,  Of  thine,  I  grant  thee — ^but  too  mean  to  be 
The  last  of  these. 

Cain.  And  what  are  they  ? 

Lucifer,  That  which « 

Thou  shalt  be. 

Cain.  But  what  vtert  they  f 

Lucifer.  I^^iiig;  high. 

Intelligent,  good,  great,  and  glorious  things. 
As  much  superior  unto  all  thy  sire, 
Adam,  ooiila  e'er  have  been  in  Eden,  as         A  , 
3  1-2  - 
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The  Bixty-tbousandth  generation  shall  be, 

In  ito  dull  damp  degeneracy,  to 

Thee  and  thy  son  ;  and  how  weak  they  are,  judge 

By  thy  own  flesh. 

Cai».  Ab  me  !  and  did  they  penahl 

Lucifer.  Yes,  firom  their  earth,  as  thou  wilt  Me  ficom  to 

Cain,  But  was  m»n€  theirs  ! 

Lucifer.  It  was. 

Cain,  Butnotassfif. 

It  is  too  little  and  too  lowly  to 
Sustain  such  creatures. 

Lucifer.  True,  it  was  more  glorioos. 

Cain,  And  wherefore  did  it  £bJ1  ? 

Lucifer.  Ask  Him  who  Uiat> 

Cain,  But  how! 

Lujcifer,  By  a  most  crusbhig  and  inexorable 
Destruction  and  disorder  of  the  elements, 
'Which  sti-uck  a  world  to  chaos,  as  a  chaos  ^ 
Subsiding  has  struck  out  a  world :  such  things, 
Though  rare  in  time,  are  frequent  in  eternity.— 
Pass  on,  and  gaze  upon  the  past. 

Cain.  Tis  awful  I 

Lucifer.  And  true.  Behold  these  phantoms  1  they  were  on 
Material  as  thou  art. 

Cain.  And  must  I  be 

like  them  I 

Lucifer.  Lot  He  who  made  thee  answer  that. 
I  show  the  what  thy  predecessors  are, 
And  what  they  -were  thou  feelest,  in  degree 
Inferior  as  thy  petty  feelings  and 
Thy  pettier  portion  of  the  immortal  part 
Of  high  intelligence  and  earthly  strength. 
What  ye  in  common  have  with  what  they  had 
Is  life,  and  what  ^o  ihjall  have— death :  tho  rett 
Of  your  poor  attributes  is  such  as  suits 
Reptiles  engender'd  out  of  the  subsiding 
Slime  of  a  mighty  universe,  crush'd  into 
A  scarcely-yet  shaped  planet,  peopled  with 
'ITiings  whose  enjoyment  was  to  be  in  blindness— 
A  Paradise  of  Ignorance,  from  which 
Knowledge  was  barr'd  as  poison.     But  behold 
What  these  superior  beings  are  or  were  ; 
Or,  if  it  irk  thee,  turn  thee  back  and  till 
The  earth,  thy  task— I'll  waft  thee  there  in  safeij. 

Cain.  No:  I'll  stay  here. 

Lucifer.  How  long  ? 

Cain.  For  ever  1    Sioee 

I  mi^st  one  day  return  here  from  the  earth, 
I  rather  would  remain ;  I  am  sick  of  all 
That  dust  has  shown  me — let  me  dwell  in  shadows. 

Lucifer.  It  cannot  be :  thou  now  beholdest  as 
A  vision  that  which  is  reality. 
To  make  thyaeVf  ^\.  iox  ^i^^  OcwO^m^^,  ^<wv 
Must  pass  through.  \?ha.\.  \i\i^  XJoaxi^  \)Mssxi«^^\ais*'Sp^^* 
The  gates  of  deaiku 
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Cain,  By  what  gate  have  we  enter'd 

Even  now  ! 

Lucifer,  By  mine  I    But,  plighted  to  return. 
My  spiiit  buo3rs  thee  up  to  breathe  in  regions 
Where  all  is  breathless  save  thyself.    Gaze  on ; 
But  do  not  think  to  dwell  here  till  thine  hour 
Is  come. 

Cain.  And  these,  too ;  can  they  ne'er  repass 
To  earth  again  ? 

Lucifer.  Their  earth  is  gone  for  ever — 

So  changed  by  its  convulsion,  they  would  not 
Bo  conscious  to  a  single  present  spot 
Of  its  new  scarcely  harden'd  sur£sice — 'twas— 
Oh,  what  a  beautiful  world  it  was/ 

Cain,  And  is. 

It  is  not  with  the  earth,  though  I  must  till  it, 
I  feel  at  war,  but  that  I  may  not  profit 
By  what  it  bears  of  beautiful  un toiling. 
Nor  gratify  my  thousand  swelling  thoughts 
With  knowledge,  nor  allay  my  thousand  fears 
Of  death  and  me. 

Lucifer,  What  thy  world  is,  thou  see*st. 

But  canst  not  comprehend  the  shadow  of 
That  which  it  was. 

Cain.  And  those  enonnous  creatures. 

Phantoms  inferior  in  intelligence 
(At  least  so  seeming)  to  the  things  we  have  pass'd, 
Resembling  somewhat  the  wild  habitants 
Of  the  deep  woods  of  earth,  the  hugest  which 
Boar  nightly  in  the  forest,  but  tenfold 
In  magnitude  and  terror ;  taller  than 
The  cherub-guarded  walls  of  Eden,  with 
Eyes  flashing  like  the  fiery  swords  which  fence  them. 
And  tusks  projecting  like  the  trees  stripp'd  of 
Their  bark  and  branches — ^what  were  they  ? 

Lucifer,  That  which 

The  Mammoth  is  in  thy  world  ;— but  these  lie 
By  myriads  underneath  its  surf^e. 

Cavn.  But 

None  on  it  T 

I/wdfer,  No  :  for  thy  frail  race  to  war 
■  With  them  would  render  the  curse  on  it  uselc'j— 
Twould  be  destroyed  so  early. 

Cain.  But  why  iwir? 

Lucifer.  You  have  forgotten  the  denunciation 
Which  drove  your  race  from  Eden — ^war  with  all  things, 
And  death  to  all  things,  and  disease  to  most  things. 
And  pangs,  and  bitterness ;  these  were  the  firuits 
Of  the  forbidden  tree. 

Cain.  But  animals — 

Did  they,  too,  eat  of  it,  that  thoy  must  die? 

Lucifer.  Your  Maker  told  ye,  tliey  were  made  for  you» 
As  you  for  Him. — ^You  would  not  have  their  doom 
Superior  to  your  own  ?    Had  Adam  not 
Fallen,  all  had  stood. 
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CaxA.  Alas!  the  hopeless  wietcbfli! 

Thoy  too  must  share  my  sire's  &te,  like  his  sods  ; 
like  them,  too,  without  having  shared  the  apple ; 
Like  them  too,  without  the  so  doar-boughb  JawwUdgti 
It  was  a  lying  tree — ^for  we  know  nothing. 
At  least  it  promited  knowUdoe  at  the  p9*ic« 
Of  deatL~-but  knowledge  still :  but  what  knom  manf 

Lucifer,  It  may  be  death  leads  to  the  kigkett  knowkdgii 
And  being  of  all  things  the  sole  thing  certain. 
At  least  leads  to  the  surest  science :  therefore 
The  tree  was  true,  though  deadly. 

Cain,  Those  dim  realms  I 

I  see  them,  bat  I  know  them  not. 

Lucifer,  Because 

Thy  hour  is  yet  a&r,  and  matter  cannot 
Comprehend  sphit  wholly — ^but  'tis  something 
To  know  there  are  such  realms. 

Cain,  We  knew  already 

That  there  was  death. 

Lucifer.  Bat  not  what  was  beyond  It 

Cain.  Nor  know  I  now. 

Luctfer,  Thou  knowest  that  than  is 

A  state,  and  many  states  beyond  thine  own — 
And  this  thou  knewest  not  this  mom. 

Cain,  But  all 

Seems  dim  and  shadowy. 

Lucifer.  Be  content;  itwiU 
Seem  clearer  to  thine  immortality. 

Cain.  And  yon  immeasurable  liqaid  space 
Of  glorious  azure  which  floats  on  beyond  us. 
Which  looks  like  water,  and  which  I  shoold  deea 
Ite  river  which  flows  out  of  Paradise 
Past  my  own  dwelling,  but  that  it  is  banktoiB 
And  boundless,  and  of  an  ethereal  hue — 
What  is  it? 

Lucifer,         There  is  still  some  such  on  earth» 
Although  inferior,  and  thy  childrm  shall 
Dwell  near  it — ^'tis  the  phantasm  of  an  ocean. 

Cain.  'Tis  like  another  world  ;  a  Uquidstm-^ 
And  those  inordinate  creatures  sporting  o'er 
Its  shining  sur&ce  ? 

Lucifer.  Are  its  inhabitants ; 

The  past  leviathans. 

Cain,  And  yon  immense 

Serpent^  which  rears  its  dripping  mane  and  yutf 
Head  ten  times  higher  thfui  the  haughtiest  eedtf 
Forth  from  the  abyss,  looking  as  he  could  coil 
Himself  around  the  orbs  we  lately  look'd  on^ 
Is  he  not  of  the  kind  wMch  bask'd  beneath 
The  tree  in  Eden  f 

Lue\fer,  Eve.  thy  mother,  best 

Can  tell  wYiat  lihs.^^  oi  ««r^csii\.  Xno^^iMi  her.       ^^ 

Cain,  T\n»  B«ema  \»o  \«tT&^<a%   "Sk^i  ^s»^*t"^** 
Had  moro  o{  \>Qab\x\.^. 


OAIN.  iSd 

Lucifer,  Hast  thou  ne'or  beheld  him  ? 

Cain.  Many  of  the  same  kind  (at  least  so  call'd), 
B'lt  never  that  precisely  which  persuaded 
The  fatal  fruit,  nor  even  of  the  same  aspect. 

Lticjifer,  Your  &ther  saw  him  not  ? 

Cain,  No :  'twas  my  mother 

Who  tempted  him — she  tempted  by  the  serpent. 

Lucifer,  Good  man !  whene'er  thy  wife,  or  thy  sons'  wive??, 
Tompt  thee  or  them  to  aught  that's  new  or  strange, 
lio  sure  thou  seo'st  first  who  hath  tempted  them. 

Cain.  Thy  precept  comes  too  late:  there  is  no  more 
For  serpents  to  tempt  woman  to. 

Lucifer.  But  there 

Are  some  things  still  which  woman  may  tempt  man  to^ 
And  man  tempt  woman : — let  thy  sons  look  to  it  !• 
Afy  counsel  is  a  kind  one :  for  'tis  even 
Given  chiefly  at  my  own  expense  :  'tis  true, 
'Twill  not  be  follow'd,  so  there's  little  lost. 

Cain.  I  understand  not  this. 

Lucifer.  The  happier  thou ! — 

Thy  world  and  thou  are  still  too  young  1    Thou  thinkest 
Thyself  most  wicked  and  unhappy :  is  it 
Notao? 

Cain.  For  crime,  I  know  not ;  but  for  pain, 
I  have  felt  much. 

Lucifer.,  First-bom  of  the  first  man  I 

Thy  present  state  of  sin — and  thou  art  evil, 
Of  sorrow— and  tiiou  sufiferest,  are  both  Eden 
In  all  its  innocence  compared  to  what 
Thofu  shortly  mayst  be  ;  and  that  state  again 
In  its  redoubled  wretchedness,  a  Paradise 
To  what  thy  sons'  sons'  sons,  accumulating 
In  generations  like  to  dust  (which  they 
In  &ct  but  add  to),  shall  endure  and  do. — 
Now  let  us  back  to  earth ! 

CoAn.  And  wherefore  didst  thou 

Lead  me  here  only  to  inform  me  this  % 

Lucifer.  Wbs  not  thy  quest  for  knowledge  ? 

Cain.  Yes;  as  being 

The  road  to  happiness. 

Lucifer,  If  truth  be  so, 

Thou  hast  it. 

Cain,  Then  my  fiither^s  God  did  well 

When  He  prohibited  the  fatal  tree. 

Lucifer.  But  had  done  better  in  not  planting  it. 
But  ignorance  of  evil  doth  not  save 
From  evU ;  it  must  still  roll  oil  the  same, 
A  part  of  all  things. 

Vain.  Not  of  all  things.    No : 

ni  not  believe  it — for  I  thirst  for  good. 

Lucifer.  And  who  and  what  doth  not !     Who  covets  evil 
For  its  own  bitter  sake  t — None — nothing  1  'tis 
The  leaven  of  all  life,  and  lifelessnesa. 

Cain.  Within  those  gbrious  orbs  which  we  behold. 
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•      Distant,  and  dazzling,  and  innumerable, 
Ere  we  came  down  into  this  phantom  realm, 
111  cannot  come :  they  are  too  beautiful. 

Lucifer,  Thou  hast  seen  them  from  afar — 

Cain.  And  what  of  that ! 

Distance  can  but  diminish  glory— they, 
IrVhen  nearer,  must  be  more  ineffable. 

Lucifer,  Approach  the  things  of  earth  most  boantifd 
And  judge  their  beauty  near. 

Cain,  I  have  done  this— 

The  loveliest  thing  I  know  is  loveliest  nearest. 

Lucifer.  Then  there  must  be  delusion. — What  is  Ui:.t> 
Which  being  nearest  to  thine  eyes  is  still 
More  beautiful  than  beauteous  things  remote? 

Cain^  My  sister  Adah. — All  the  stars  of  heaven, 
The  deep  blue  noon  of  night,  lit  by  an  orb 
W^hich  looks  a  spirit,  or  a  spirit's  world— 
Tlio  hues  of  twilight — ^tho  sun's  gorgeous  coming— 
His  setting  indescribable,  which  fills 
My  eyes  with  pleasant  tears  as  I  behold 
Him  sink,  and  feel  my  heart  float  softly  with  him 
Along  that  western  paradise  of  clouds — 
The  forest  shade— the  green  bough — the  bird's  voioe- 
The  vesper  bird's,  which  seems  to  sin^  of  love. 
And  mingles  with  the  song  of  cherubmi. 
As  tlie  day  closes  over  Eden's  walls  ; 
All  these  are  nothing,  to  my  eyes  and  hearty 
Like  Adah's  face  :  I  turn  from  earth  and  heaven 
To  gaze  on  it, 

lAicifer,  'Tis  fair  as  frail  mortality, 

In  the  first  dawn  and  bloom  of  young  creation, 
And  earliest  embraces  of  earth's  parents, 
Can  make  its  offspring ;  still  it  is  delusion. 

Cain.  You  think  so,  being  not  her  brother. 

Lucifer.  Mortal! 

My  brotherhood  's  with  those  who  have  no  children. 

Cain,  Then  thou  canst  have  no  fellowship  with  us. 

Lucifer,  It  may  be  that  thine  own  shall  be  for  ma 
But  if  thou  dost  possess  a  beautiful 
Being  beyond  all  beauty  in  thine  eyes, 
Why  art  thou  wretched  ? 

Cain.  Wliy  do  I  exist? 

Why  art  thou  wretched  ?  why  are  all  things  so? 
Ev'n  He  who  made  us  must  be,  as  the  ms^er 
Of  things  unhappy  1    To  produce  destruction 
Can  surely  never  be  the  task  of  joy. 
And  yet  my  sire  says  He's  onmipotent : 
Then  why  is  evil — He  being  good  ?    I  adc'd 
This  question  of  my  father  ;  and  he  said. 
Because  this  evil  only  was  the  path 
To  good.    Strange  good,  that  must  arise  from  ocfc 
Its  deadly  opposite.    I  lately  saw 
A  lamb  stung  by  a  TOp\.W«i  •.  V>\^  ^vst  ^5Qsk]&)^ 
Lay  foaming  on  tTa«  eaj^,"V>«si«a.V^^^^«sw 
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B  bleating  of  its  restless  dam  ; 
)luck'd  some  herbs,  and  ]aid  them  to 
;  and  by  degrees  the  helpless  wretch 
s  careless  life,  and  rose  to  drain 
■'s  milk^  who  o'er  it  tremulous 
ig  its  reviving  limbs  with  joy. 
'  son !  said  Adam,  how  from  evil 
dl 

What  didst  thou  answer  ? 

Nothing;  for 
ther :  but  I  thought,  that  *twere 
>rtion  for  the  animal 
ive  been  tiun^  <U  all,  than  to 
tnewal  of  its  httle  life 
cs  unutterable,  though 
r  antidotes. 

But  as  thou  saidst 
6d  things  thou  lovest  her 
I  thy  mother's  milk,  and  givcth  hers 

lildren 

Most  assuredly: 
d  I  be  without  her? 

What  am  I  ? 
)st  thou  love  nothing? 
What  does  thy  God  love? 
I  things,  my  father  says ;  but  I  confess 
in  their  allotment  here. 
A.nd,  therefore,  thou  canst  not  see  if  /  lore 
pt  some  vast  and  general  purpose, 
iiticular  things  must  melt  like  snows, 
ows  !  what  are  they  ? 

Bo  happier  in  not  knowing 
emoter  offspring  must  encounter ; 
neath  the  clime  which  knows  no  winter  ! 
t  dost  thou  not  love  something  like  thyself  ? 
And  dost  thou  love  thyself  I 

Yes,  but  love  more 
s  my  feelings  more  endurable, 
9  than  myself,  because  I  love  it. 
rhou  lovest  it,  because  'tis  beautiful, 
apple  in  thy  mother's  eye  ; 
t  ceases  to  be  so,  thy  love 
like  any  other  appetite, 
ase  to  bo  beautilul !  how  can  that  be  ? 
With  time. 

But  time  has  pass'd,  and  hitherto 
.  and  my  mother  both  are  fair : 
9  Adah  and  the  seraphim— 
ir. 

All  that  must  pass  away 
iher. 

I'm  Borry  for  it ;  but 
reive  my  lovo  for  her  the  less. 
7r  beauty  disappears,  methinka 
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Uo  who  oreatej  all  beauty  will  lose  more 
Than  mo  in  seeing  perish  suoh  a  work. 

Lucifer.  I  pity  thee  who  lovest  what  mustporidk. 

Cain.  And  I  thee,  who  lov'st  nothioM^ 

Lucifer.  And  tby  brother  ^ 

Sits  he  not  near  thy  heart  t 

Cain.  Why  should  he  not? 

LtLcifer.  Thy  fether  bves  him  well— so  does  thy  Godi 

Cain.  And  so  do  L 

LiLcifer.  'Tis  well  and  moekly  done. 

Cain.  Meekly  I 

Lucifer.  He  is  the  second  bom  of  fleih, 

And  is  his  mother's  &vourite. 

Cain.  Lot  him  keep 

Hor  favour,  since  the  serpent  was  the  first 
To  win  it. 

Lucifer.  And  his  father^s  ? 

Cain.  What  is  that 

To  me  ?  should  I  not  love  that  which  all  love  ? 

Lucifer.  And  the  Jehovah— the  indulgent  Lord, 
And  bounteous  planter  of  barr'd  Paradise — 
He,  too,  looks  smilingly  on  AbeL 

Cain.  I 

Ne'er  saw  Him,  and  I  know  not  if  He  smiles. 

Luc{fer.  But  you  have  seen  His  angels. 

Cain.  Barely. 

Lucifer.  But 

Sufficiently  to  see  they  loye  your  brother : 
Hii  sacrifices  are  acceptable. 

Cain.  So  be  they !  wherefore  speak  to  me  of  thist 

Lucifer.  Because  thou  hast  thought  of  this  ere  nor. 

CaiL  ^"^ 

I  have  thought,  why  recall  a  thought  that (A<  jmnN^ 

<u  agxioLUdY-%^\A\t  1 
Ktre,  we  are  hi  my  world :  speak  not  of  mine. 
Thou  hast  shown  me  wonders  ;  thou  hast  shown  me  won 
Mighty  pre- Adamites  who  wolk'd  the  earth 
Of  which  ours  is  the  wreck ;  thou  hast  pointed  oat 
Myriads  of  starry  worlds,  of  which  our  own 
Is  the  dim  and  remote  oompanion,  in 
Infinity  of  life ;  thou  hast  shown  me  shadows 
Of  that  existence  with  the  dreaded  name 
WTiich  my  sue  brought  us— Death ;  thou  hast  rftf*"  " 

much — 
But  not  all :  show  me  where  Jehovah  dwells, 
In  his  especial  Paradise, — or  ihiiM  : 
Where  is  it  / 

Lucifer.       Here,  and  o*er  all  space. 

Cain.  But  y« 

Have  some  allotted  dwelling^-as  all  things ; 
Clay  has  its  earth,  and  other  worlds  their  tononts; 
All  temporary  \3YQe.\Axm'g  CEcetdXxo^a  their 
Peculiar  elemeivV.  •,  Mv<i  VJoixiw^  '«t\A!Sti'\^^^  ^ . 

Long  ceascOL  to  "bteaiOaft  <y»r  N>T««iiSa^\Mw^>^i*ct^'^«^*^* 
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And  Uie  Jehovah  and  thyself  have  thine — 
Te  do  not  dwell  together  ? 

lAi^er,  KOf  we  reign 

Tc^ther ;  but  our  dwellings  are  asunder. 

Cotn.  Would  there  were  only  one  of  ye  1    Perchance 
An  unity  of  puipose  might  make  union 
In  dements  which  seem  now  jarred  in  storms. 
How  came  ye,  being  spirits,  wise  and  infinite, 
To  separate  ?    Are  ye  not  as  brethren  in 
Tour  essence,  and  your  nature;,  and  your  glory  ? 

Zuctfer,  Art  thou  not  Abel's  brother  I 

Cain.  We  are  brethren. 

And  so  wa  shall  remafai ;  but  were  it  not  so. 
Is  spirit  like  to  flesh  ?  can  it  fedl  out  ? 
Infinity  with  Immortality  f 
Jarring  and  turning  space  to  misery-^ 
For  what  I 

iMcifer,  Tordgn. 

Cain.  Did  ye  not  tell  me  that 

Te  are  both  eternal  ? 

Luetfer.  Tea  1 

Cain.  And  what  I  have  seen. 

Ton  blue  immensity,  is  boundless? 

Luei/er.  Ay. 

Cain.  And  cannot  ye  both  reian  then  I—is  thme  not 
Enough? — ^why  should  ye  di£fer  i 

Luc{fer.  We  both  reign. 

Cain.  But  one  of  you  makes  evil. 

iMeifer.  Which  ? 

Cain.  Thou!  for 

If  thou  canst  do  man  good,  why  dost  thou  not  ? 

Luei/er,  And  why  not  He  who  made  ?    /  made  ye  not ; 
Te  are  Bit  creatures,  and  not  mine. 

Cain.  Then  leave  us 

Sis  creatures,  as  thou  say'st  we  are,  or  show  me 
Thy  dwelling,  or  His  dwelling. 

iiuetfer.  I  could  show  thee 

Both ;  but  the  time  will  come  thou  shalt  see  one 
Of  them  for  evermore. 

Cain,  And  why  not  now  ? 

Lucifer.  Thy  human  mind  hath  scarcely  grasp  to  gather 
The  little  I  have  shown  thee  into  calm 
And  dear  thought ;  and  thou  wouldst  go  on  aspiring 
To  the  great  double  Mysteries !  the  two  Principles  I 
And  gaze  upon  them  on  their  secret  thrones  I 
Dust!  limit  thy  ambition  ;  for  to  see 
Either  of  these,  would  be  for  thee  to  perish ! 

Cain.  And  let  me  perish,  so  I  see  them  1 

Lucifer.  There 

The  son  of  her  who  snatoh'd  the  apple  spake  I 
But  thou  wouldst  only  perish  and  not  see  them ; 
That  sight  is  for  the  other  state. 

Cain,  Of  death? 

Lucifer.  That  is  the  prelude. 
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Cain,  Then  I  dread  it  kH^ 

Now  that  I  know  it  leads  to  something  definite. 

Lucifer.  And  now  I  will  convey  thee  to  thy  woild, 
Where  thou  shalt  multiply  the  race  of  Adam, 
Eat,  drink,  toil,  tremble,  laugh,  weep,  sleep,  and  die. 

Cain.  And  to  what  end  have  I  beheld  these  thin^ 
Which  thou  hast  shown  me  ? 

Lucifer.  Didst  thou  not  reqwre 

Knowledge  ?    And  have  I  not,  in  what  I  showd, 
Taujrlit  thee  to  know  thyself? 

Cain.  Alasl  I  seem 

Nothing. 

Lucifer.        And  this  should  be  the  human  sum 
Of  knowledge,  to  know  mortal  nature's  nothingness: 
l^cqneath  that  science  to  thy  children^  and 
'Twill  spare  them  many  tortures. 

Ca  in .  Haughty  spirit ! 

Thou  spcak'st  it  proudly ;  but  thyself,  though  prwid, 
IJast  a  superior. 

Lucifer,  No  !  by  heaven,  which  He 

irolds,  and  the  abyss,  and  the  immensity 
Of  worlds  and  life,  which  I  hold  with  Him— No  I 
1  liavo  a  victor — true ;  but  no  superior. 
Homag'-  He  has  from  all — ^but  nono  from  me : 
I  battle  it  against  Him,  as  I  battled 
In  highest  heaven.    Through  all  eternity. 
And  the  unfathomable  gulfs  of  Hades, 
And  the  interminable  realms  of  space. 
And  the  infinity  of  the  endless  ages. 
All,  all,  will  I  dispute !     And  world  by  world, 
And  star  by  star,  and  universe  by  universe^ 
Shall  tremble  in  the  balance,  till  the  great 
Confiict  shall  cease,  if  ever  it  shall  cease. 
Which  it  ne'er  shall,  till  He  or  I  be  quench'd ! 
And  what  can  quench  our  immortality. 
Or  mutual  and  irrevocable  hate  ? 
He  as  a  conqueror  will  call  the  conquered 
Evil;  but  what  will  bo  the  good  He  gives  t 
Were  I  the  victor,  llis  works  would  be  doem'd 
The  only  evil  ones.     And  you,  ye  new 
And  scarce-bom  mortals,  what  have  been  His gifu 
To  you  already,  in  your  little  world  ? 

Cain.  But  fowl  and  some  of  those  but  hitter. 

Lucifer.  i^-^ 

With  rao,  then,  to  thine  earth,  and  try  the  rest 
Of  His  colosti^  boons  to  you  and  yours. 
Evil  and  good  are  things  in  their  own  esaenee^ 
And  not  made  good  or  evil  by  the  giver  j 
But  if  He  gives  you  ^ood — ^so  call  Him  ;  if 
Evil  springs  from  Him,  do  not  name  it  mifUf 
Till  ye  know  bettor  its  true  fount ;  and  judge 
Not  by  words,  Uiowgh.  oi  wpVd^a,  Wt  the  froiti 
Of  your  exiatenco,  bvic\\  c»a  \\.  Ta>aa\.\b%. 
One  good  ^SX.  has  t^io  iatcX  tsL^pX^  \c««^— 


aton: — let  it  not  be  over-sway'd 
anous  threats  to  force  you  into  faith 
Gkll  external  sense  and  inward  feeling. 
nd  endure, — and  form  an  inner  world 
own  bosom — ^where  the  outward  fails ; 
yon  nearer  be  the  spiritual 
and  war  triumphant  with  your  own. 

IThetf  disappear* 


ACT  III, 

BOBNB    I. 

The  Earth  near  JBden,  as  in  Act  I, 
Enter  C^IN  and  Adau. 

.  Hush  I  tread  softly^  Cain. 

I  will ;  but  wherefore ! 
.  Our  little  Enoch  sleeps  upon  yon  bed 
»,  beneath  the  cypress. 

C3rpress !  *tis 
ly  tree,  which  looks  as  if  it  moum'd 
at  it  shadows ;  wherefore  didst  thou  choose  it 
child's  canopy  ? 

Because  its  branches 
t  the  sun  like  night,  and  therefore  seem'd 
to  shadow  slumber. 

Ay,  the  last — ■ 
igest ;  but  no  matter — lead  me  to  him. 

{They  go  up  to  the  child 
7eiy  he  appears  !  his  little  cheeks, 
pure  incarnation,  vying  with 
3-leaves  strewn  beneath  them. 

And  his  lips,  too, 
autifully  parted  !    No  ;  you  shall  nob 
n,  at  least  not  now  :  he  will  awake  soon — 
J*  of  mid-day  rest  is  nearly  over ; 
?ero  pity  to  disturb  him  till 
(ed. 

You  have  said  well ;  I  will  contain 
rt  till  then.     He  smiles,  and  sleeps  ! — Sleep  on 
lile,  thou  little,  young  inheritor 
>rld  scarce  less  young :  sleep  on,  and  smile  ! 
re  the  hours  and  days  when  both  are  cheering 
locent !  thou  hast  not  pluck'd  the  fruit — 
iow*st  not  thou  art  naked  !    Must  the  time 
aou  shalt  be  amerced  for  sins  unknown, 
wrere  not  mine  nor  thine  ?    But  now  sleep  on. 
eks  are  reddening  into  deeper  smiles, 
ning  lids  are  trembling  o'er  his  long 
danc  as  the  cypress  which  waves  o'er  thexxk^ 
to,  from  beneath  them  tho  clear  blue 
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Laughs  out,  although  in  slumber.    He  must  drsMH^ 
Of  what  ?    Of  Paradise !— Ay  1  dream  of  it^ 
My  diMnherited  boy  I    'Tis  but  a  dream  ; 
For  Dover  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  fiaithen^ 
Shall  walk  in  that  forbidden  place  of  joy  I 

Adah.  Dear  Caiii  1  Nay,  do  not  whietper  o'er  o«r  loa 
Such  melancholy  yearnings  o'er  the  i>ast : 
Why  wilt  tiiou  always  mourn  for  Paradise? 
Can  we  not  make  another  f 

Cain,  Where? 

Adak,  Here,  or 

Where'er  thou  wilt :  where'er  thou  art,  I  fed  not 
The  want  of  this  so  much  regretted  Eden. 
Have  I  not  thee,  our  boy,  our  sire,  and  brother, 
Acd  Zillah— our  sweet  sister,  and  our  Eve, 
To  whom  we  owe  so  much  besides  our  birtii  ? 

Cain.  Yes — death,  too,  is  amongst  the  debts  we  owe  bfl 

Adah.  Cain  I  that  proud  spirit,  who  withdrew  thee  base 
Hath  sadden'd  thine  still  de^>er.    I  had  hoped 
The  promised  wonders  which  thou  hast  beheld. 
Visions,  thou  say'st,  of  past  and  present  w(»idi^ 
Would  have  composed  thy  mind  mto  the  oalm 
Of  a  contented  knowledge  ;  but  I  see 
Thy  guide  hath  done  thee  evil :  still  I  thank  himi 
And  can  foiigive  him  all,  that  he  so  soon 
Hath  given  thee  back  to  us. 

Cain.  So  soon  ? 

Adah.  TisBQsnely 

Two  hours  since  ye  departed :  two  long  hours 
To  me,  but  only  noun  upon  the  sun. 

Cain.  And  yet  I  have  approached  that  sun,  and  icei 
Worlds  which  he  once  shone  on,  and  never  more 
Shall  light ;  and  worlds  he  never  lit :  methought 
Years  had  roll'd  o'er  my  absence. 

Adah.  Hardly  boon. 

Cain.  The  mind  then  hath  capacity  of  time, 
And  measures  it  by  that  which  it  beholds, 
Pleasing  or  painful ;  little  or  almighty. 
I  had  beheld  the  immemorial  works 
Of  endless  beings  ;  skirr'd  extingruiah'd  worlds; 
And,  gazing  on  eternity,  methought 
I  had  borrow'd  more  by  a  few  drops  of  ages 
From  its  immensity ;  but  now  I  feel 
My  littleness  again.    Well  said  the  spirit, 
That  I  was  nothing  I 

Adah,  Wherefore  said  ha  so? 

Jehovah  said  not  that. 

Cain,  No :  ZTn  oontents  Him 

With  making  us  the  nothing  which  we  are ; 
And  after  flattering  dust  wiUi  glimpses  of 
Eden  and  Immortality,  resolves 
It  back  to  dust  agean— fat  ^Yal\ 

Adah.  ^I^&ks<qJ>ev<«(^ 

Eyon  for  our  parenW  «««• 
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Cain.  What  is  that 

To  ua  ?  ih^  siim'd,  then  Id  them  die  ! 

Adah.  Thou  hast  not  spoken  well,  nor  is  that  thought 
Thy  own,  but  of  the  spirit  who  was  with  theo. 
Would  /  oould  die  for  them,  so  they  might  live  I 

Cain,  Why,  so  say  I — ^provided  that  one  victhn 
Might  satiate  the  insatiable  of  life, 
And  that  our  little  rosy  sleeper  there 
Might  never  taste  of  death  nor  human  sorrow. 
Nor  hand  it  down  to  those  who  spring  from  him. 

Adah.  ^ow.  know  we  that  tome  such  atonement  one  day 
May  not  redeem  our  race  I 

Cain.  By  saorificing 

The  harmless  for  the  guilty?  what  atonement 
Were  there  ?  why,  toe  are  mnooent :  what  have  we 
Done,  that  we  must  be  victims  for  a  deed 
Before  our  birth,  or  need  have  victims  to 
Atone  for  this  mysterious,  nameless  sin — 
If  it  be  such  a  sin  to  seek  for  knowledge  ? 

Adah,  Alas  I  thou  sinnest  now,  my  Cain :  thy  words 
Sound  impious  in  mhie  ears. 
Cain.  Then  leave  me ) 

Adah,  Never, 

Though  thy  God  left  thee. 
Cam,  Say,  what  have  we  here  ? 

Adah,  Two  altars,  which  our  brother  Abel  made 
During  thine  absence,  whereupon  to  offer 
A  sacrifice  to  God  on  thy  return.  » 

Cain.  And  how  knew  he,  that  1  would  be  so  ready 
WiUi  the  burnt  offerings,  which  he  daily  brings 
With  a  meek  brow,  whose  base  humility 
Shows  more  of  fear  than  worship,  as  a  bribe 
To  the  Creator ! 
Adah.  Surely, 'tis  well  done.    - 

Cain.  One  altar  m{^  suffice ;  /  have  no  offering. 
Adah.  The  fruits  of  the  earth,  the  early,  beautitiil 
Blossom  and  bud,  and  bloom  of  flowers  and  fruits. 
These  are  a  goodl  v  offering  to  the  Lord, 
Given  with  a  gentle  and  a  contrite  spirit. 

Cain.  I  have  toil'd,  and  till'd,  and  sweatcn  in  the  sue 
According  to  the  curse  : — ^must  I  do  more  ? 
For  what  should  I  be  gentle  ?  for  a  war 
With  all  the  elements  ere  they  will  yield 
The  bread  we  eat  I    For  what  must  I  be  grateful  ? 
For  being  dust,  and  grovelling  in  the  dust. 
Till  I  return  to  dust  i    If  I  am  nothing — 
For  nothing  shall  I  be  an  hypocrite. 
And  seem  weU-pleased  with  pain  I    For  what  should  1 
Be  contrite  ?  for  my  &ther^s  sin,  already 
Expiate  with  what  we  all  have  undeigone, 
And  to  be  more  than  expiated  by 
The  ages  prophesied,  upon  our  seed, 
liittle  deems  our  young  blooming  sleeper,  there. 
The  germs  of  an  eternal  misery 
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To  myriads  is  within  him  1  better  'twere 

I  snatch' (1  him  in  his  sleep,  and  dash*d  him  'gainib 

The  rucks,  than  let  him  live  to 

Adah,  Oh,  my  God  I 

Touch  not  the  child— my  child )  thy  child  1  Oh  Cain  I 

Cain.  Fear  not )  for  all  the  stars,  and  all  the  power 
Which  sways  them,  I  would  not  accost  yon  in&nt 
With  ruder  greeting  than  a  father's  kiss. 

Adah,  Then,  why  so  awful  In  thy  speech ! 

Cain,  I  said 

'Twero  better  that  he  ceased  to  liyo,  than  giY9 
Life  to  so  much  of  sorrow  as  he  must 
Endure,  and,  harder  still,  bequeath ;  but  since 
That  saying  jars  you,  let  us  only  say — 
'Twcre  better  that  he  never  haa  been  bom. 

Adah.  Oh,  do  not  say  so  1    Whore  were  then  the  joji, 
The  mother's  joys,  of  watching,  nourishing. 
And  loving  him  f    Soft  1  he  awakes.    Sw^  Enoch  I 

ttoihed^X 


Oh  Cain  !  look  on  him  ;  see  how  full  of  life, 
Of  strength,  of  bloom,  of  beauty,  and  of  joy. 
How  like  to  me — ^how  like  to  thee,  when  gentle^ 
For  then  we  are  all  alike  ;  is't  not  so,  Cain ! 
Mother,  and  sire,  and  son,  our  features  ore 
Reflected  in  each  other ;  as  they  are 
In  the  clear  waters,  when  they  arc  gentle,  and 
When  thou  art  gentle.    Love  us,  then,  my  Cain  I 
And  love  thyself  for  our  sakes,  for  we  love  theo. 
Look  !  how  he  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  aroUy 
And  opens  wide  his  blue  eyes  upon  thine. 
To  hail  his  father ;  while  his  little  form 
Flutters  as  wing'd  with  joy.     Talk  not  of  pain  I 
The  childless  cherubs  well  might  envy  theo 
The  pleasures  of  a  parent !    Bless  him,  Cain  I 
As  yet  he  hath  no  words  to  thank  thee,  but 
His  heart  will,  and  thine  own  too. 

Cain,  Bless  thee,  boy  I 

If  that  a  mortal  blessing  may  avail  theo. 
To  save  thee  from  the  serpent's  curse  I 

Adah.  It  shall 

Surely  a  father's  blessing  may  avert 
A  reptile's  subtlety. 

Cain.  Of  that  I  doubt ; 

But  bless  him  ne'er  the  less. 

Adah,  Our  brother  oomeSi 

Cain,  Thy  brother  Abel. 

Unter  Abel, 

AheL  Welcome,  Cain !  My  brothefi 

The  peace  of  God  be  on  thee  1 

Cain.  Abel,  hail ! 

Abel.  Our  sister  teWa taa  tliou  hast  boon  wandennj 
In  high  commumon  mOa.  t».  «ig>v[\\.,  i«wx 
Beyond  our  wonted  raxig^.   "^  vja\i^  ol 'Cm*» 
We  have  soon  and  spoVoTi  mV\x,  ^S^ta  \tt  wa  \s^« 
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Cain.  No. 

Abd.  Why  Uien  commune  with  him !  he  may  be 
Aloe  to  the  Most  High. 

Cain.  And  friend  to  man. 

Has  the  Most  Hijg^h  been  so — ^if  so  you  term  Him  ? 

AbeL  TermBimI  your  words  are  strange  to-day,  my  brother* 
My  sister  Adah,  leave  us  for  awhile — 
We  mean  to  sacrifice. 

Adah.  Farewell,  my  Cain ; 

But  first  embrace  thy  son.    May  his  soft  spirit. 
And  Abel's  pious  ministry,  recall  thee 
To  peace  and  holiness.  [Exit  Adah,  with  her  ehihU 

AbeL  Where  hast  thou  been  f 

CaiTi.  I  know  not. 

Abel,  Nor  what  thou  hast  seen  ? 

Cain,  The  dead, 

The  immortal,  the  unbounded,  the  omnipotent. 
The  overpowering  mysteries  of  space— 
The  innumerable  worlds  that  were  and  are — 
A  whirlwind  of  such  overwhelming  things. 
Suns,  moons,  and  earths,  upon  their  loud-voiced  spheres 
Singmg  in  thunder  round  me,  as  have  made  me 
Unfit  wr  mortal  converse :  leave  me,  Abel. 

Abel.  Thine  eyes  are  flashing  with  unnatural  light. 
Thy  cheek  is  flush'd  with  an  unnatural  hue, 
Thy  words  are  firaught  with  an  unnatural  sound — 
What  may  this  mean  ? 

Cain.  It  means 1  pray  thee,  leave  me. 

Abel.  Not  till  we  have  pray'd  and  sacrificed  together. 

Cain.  Abel,  I  pray  thee,  sacrifice  alone — 
Jehovah  loves  thee  weU. 

Abd.  Both  well,  I  hope. 

Cain.  But  thee  the  better :  I  care  not  for  that ; 
Thou  art  fitter  for  his  woxihip  than  I  am  ; 
Bevere  Him,  then — ^but  let  it  be  alone— 
At  least,  witiiout  me. 

Abel.  Brother,  I  should  ill 

Deserve  the  name  of  our  great  &ther  s  son. 
If,  as  my  elder,  I  revered  thee  not. 
And  in  the  worship  of  our  God  call'd  not 
On  thee  to  join  me,  and  precede  me  in 
Our  priesthood— 'tis  thy  place. 

Cain.  But  I  have  ne'er 

Asserted  it. 

Abel.  The  more  my  grief;  I  pray  thee 

To  do  so  now  ;  thy  soul  seems  labouring  in 
Some  strong  delusion  ;  it  will  calm  thee. 

Cain.  No; 

Nothixig  can  calm  me  more.    Calm  !  say  I  ?    Never 
Elnew  r what  calm  was  in  the  soul,  although 
I  have  seen  the  elements  still'd.    My  Abol,  leave  me  f 
Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  thy  pious  purpose. 

Abel.  Neither :  we  must  pei*form  our  task  together. 
Sbum  mo  not. 

2a 
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Cotii.  If  it  muBt  be  so ^weD,  then, 

Whatshallldo? 

AM.  Choose  one  of  those  two  altars. 

Cain,  Choose  for  me :  the^  to  me  are  so  much  turf 
And  stone. 

Abel.  Choose  thou! 

Cain,  I  have  choeen. 

Abel,  'ObthdhVMili 

And  suits  thee,  as  the  elder.    Now  prepare 
Thine  offerings. 

Cain.  Where  are  thine  f 

A  bel.  Behold  fhem  l«t- 

The  firstlings  of  the  flock,  and  fiit  thereof-^ 
A  shepherd  s  humble  ofSsamg, 

Cam,  I  have  no  flocks ; 

I  am  a  tiller  of  the  ground,  and  must 
Yield  what  it  yieldeth  to  my  toil— its  fruit : 

fffegtJkmfiv 
Behold  them  in  their  vaiious  bloom  and  ripeosss. 

[They  dreu  their  aUart,  and  kindle  afiuu  npe*  it* 

Abel,  My  brother,  as  the  elder,  offer  first 
Thy  grayer  and  tbanksgivinff  wltn  sacrifice. 

Cain.  No — I  am  new  to  this ;  lead  thou  the  way, 
And  I  will  follow — as  I  may. 

Abel  {kneeling).  Oh  God  t 

Who  made  us,  and  who  breathed  the  breath  of  h'fe 
Within  our  nostrils,  who  hath  blessM  us. 
And  spared,  despite  our  other's  sin,  to  make 
His  children  all  lost,  as  they  might  haye  been, 
Had  not  Thy  justice  been  so  tempered  with 
The  mercy  which  is  Thy  delight,  as  to 
Accord  a  pardon  like  a  Para&e,  * 
Compared  with  our  great  crimes ; — Sole  Lord  dV^i  i 
Of  good,  and  glorv,  and  eternity ; 
Without  whom  all  were  evil,  and  with  whon^ 
Nothing  can  err,  except  to  some  gocNl  end 
Of  Thine  omnipotent  benevolence — 
Inscrutable,  but  still  to  be  fulfill'd— 
Accept  from  out  thy  humble  first  of  shej^Mid's 
First  of  the  first-bom  flocks — an  offorinff. 
In  itself  nothing — as  what  offering  oanbe 
Aught  unto  Thee  ?— but  yet  accept  it  for 
Tho  thanksgiving  of  him  who  spreads  it  in 
The  face  of  Thy  high  heaven,  bowing  his  own 
Even  to  the  dust,  of  which  he  is,  in  honcmr 
Of  Theo,  aiid  of  Thy  name  finr  evermore  !  , 

Cain  {standing  erect  during  thit  speeA).    Bpirtk  I  wWc 
or  whosoe'er  Thou  art. 
Omnipotent,  it  may  bo— and,  if  good. 
Shown  in  the  exemption  of  Thy  deeds  from  erfl; 
Jehovah  upon  earth  1  and  God  in  heaven ! 
And  it  may  be  mtb  other  names,  because 
Thine  attnbwtea  aeeTxi  m^xi'^ ,  «&*\;Vi^  -^i^-tte  -« 
If  Thou  must  "be  ipYop\\Aa.\m  m\Ji\.  -^^^vjoc^ 
Take  them.  \  If  TYlou  tnMat>c«  VcL^xvMiimvEk.it^itKn^ 
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And  soften'd  wiub  a  saorUSoe,  reeeiTe  them  1 

Two  beings  here  erect  them  unto  Thee. 

If  Thou  lov'st  bfood,  the  shepherd's  shrine,  which  smokes 

On  my  right  hand,  hath  shed  it  for  Thy  service 

In  the  first  of  his  floek,  whose  limbs  now  reek 

In  sanguinary  incense  to  Thy  skies ; 

Or  if  we  sweet  and  blooming  fruits  of  earth. 

And  milder  seasons,  which  the  unstain'd  tuif 

I  spread  them  on  now  offers  in  the  £[ico 

Of  the  broad  sun  which  ripen'd  them,  may  seem 

Good  to  Thee,  inasmuch  as  they  have  not 

Suffered  in  limb  or  life,  and  rather  form 

A  sample  of  Thy  works,  than  supplication 

To  look  on  ours  1    If  a  shrine  without  victim. 

And  altar  without  gore,  may  win  Thy  favour. 

Look  on  it !    And  ror  lum  who  dresseth  it. 

He  is— sooh  as  Thou  mad'st  him ;  and  seeks  nothing 

Which  most  be  won  by  kneeling ;  if  he*s  evil, 

Strike  him  I    Then  art  omnipotent,  and  mayst — 

For  what  can  he  oppose !    If  he  be  good. 

Strike  him,  or  spare  him,  as  Thou  wilt !  since  all 

Rests  upon  Thee ;  and  good  and  evil  seem 

To  have  no  power  themselves,  save  in  Thy  will : 

And  whether  that  be  good  or  ill  I  know  not. 

Not  bemg  omnipotent,  nor  fit  to  judge 

Omnipotence,  but  merely  to  endure 

Its  mandate  ;  which  thus  far  I  have  endured. 

[Thejire  upon  the  altar  of  Abel  kindles  into  a  column 
of  the  brightettfiaiMt  and  ascends  to  heaven,  white 
a  whirlwind  throws  down  the  altar  of  Cain,  and 
teaUers' the  fruits  abroad  upon  the  earth. 

Abel  {Ineeling).  Oh,  brother,  pray !  Jehovah's  wroth  with  thee. 

Cain,  Why  BO? 

Abel.  Thy  fruits  are  scattered  on  the  earth. 

Cain.  From  earth  thev  came,  to  earth  let  them  return ; 
Their  seed  will  bear  fresh  fruit  there  ere  the  summer : 
Thy  burnt  flesh-off 'ring  prospers  better ;  see 
How  heaven  licks  up  the  flames,  when  thick  with  blood ! 

Abel.  Think  not  upon  my  offering's  acceptance, 
But  make  another  of  thine  own  before 
It  is  too  late. 

Cain.  1  will  build  no  more  altars. 

Nor  suffer  any. — 

Abel  {rising).  Cain!  what  meanest  thou ? 

Cain.  To  cast  down  yon  vile  flatterer  of  the  clouds. 
The  smoky  harbinger  <w  thy  dull  pray'rs— 
Thine  altar,  with  its  blood  of  lambs  and  kids, 
\Vhioh  idd  on  milk,  to  be  destroyed  in  blood. 

Abel  {opposing  him).   Thou  shalt  not :— add  not  impioui 
works  to  impious 
Words  I  let  that  altar  stand— *tis  halloVd  now 
By  the  immortal  pleasure  of  Jehovah, 
In  His  acceptance  of  the  victims. 

Cain.  Hist 

2q2 
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BiM  pleatwre  I  what  was  His  high  pleasure  in 
The  fumes  of  soorcbing  flesh  and  smoking  hioo^ 
To  the  pain  of  the  bleating  mothers,  whi6h 
sun  yearn  for  their  dead  ofbpring  !  or  the  pangs 
Of  the  sad  ignorant  victims  nndemeath 
Thypiouskmfe?    Give  way!  this  bloody  record 
BhalTnot  stand  in  the  smi.  to  shame  creation  I 

AM,  Brother^  give  back  I  thou  daalt  not  tondi  my  iltir 
With  violence :  if  that  thon  wilt  adopt  it, 
To  try  another  sacrifice,  *tis  thine. 

Catn.  Another  sacrifice  1    Give  way,  or  else 
That  sacrifice  may  be 

Abd,  What  mean'st  thoa  t 

Cain.  Give- 

Give  way  l^thy  God  loves  blood ! — ^then  look  to  it  ^- 
Give  way,  ere  fie  hath  mare  I 

Abd,  In  His  mat  nanM^ 

I  stand  between  thee  and  the  shrine  wmoh  hath 
Had  His  acceptance. 

Cain.  K  thon  lov'st  thyself 
Stand  back  till  I  have  strew'd  this  turf  along 
Its  native  soil : — else 

Abel  {opposing  him).  1  love  God  fiur  more 
Than  life. 

Cain  {striking  him  with  a  brand,  on  the  i«mpU$t  imn 
snatches  from  the  altar). 
Then  take  thy  life  unto  thy  God, 
Since  he  loves  lives. 

Abel  (falls).  What  hast  thou  done,  my  brother  I 

Cain.  Brother  1 

Abel.  Oh,  God  1  receive  thy  aerrant,  and 

Forgive  his  slayer,  for  he  knew  not  what 
He  did — Cain,  give  me — give  me  thy  hand ;  and  teU 
Poor  Zillah 

Cain  {after  a  momenfs  stuptfaeiion),     Ii$  band!  W 
red,  and  with — 
What  ?  [A  lona  pause.^Loohng  thmf  «* 

Where  am  I  ?  alone !     Where's  Abel  ?  where 
Cain  ?    Can  it  be  that  I  am  he  ?    My  brother. 
Awake  ! — ^why  liest  thou  so  on  the  green  earth! 
'Tis  not  the  hour  of  slumber ; — ^why  so  pale  ! 

What,  hast  thou  ! ^thou  wert  fuU  of  nfe  this  SMint 

Abel !  I  pray  thee,  mock  me  not  I    I  smote 

Too  fiercely,  but  not  iatally.    Ah,  why 

Wouldst  tnou  oppose  me  ?    This  is  mockery ; 

And  only  done  to  daunt  me : — ^'twas  a  blow— 

And  but  a  blow.    Stir — stir — nay,  only  stir  I 

Why,  so^that's  well  1— thou  breath*8t  I  breaths  qwDW' 

Oh,  God!  oh,  God  1 

Abel  {verg  faintly).  What's  he  who  speaks  of  Godi    , 

Cain.  TLy  murderer. 

Abel,  Then  tci^y  Q(0<iioTVEy7e  him  1  Gain. 
Comfort  poor  ZV!i\«ii  \— ^<d\i)aa>Q!Vk\.  <si»\K«9iC(«c  , 

Now.  ^^*'' 


\ 
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Cain,  And  I  none  t — ^Who  makes  mo  brctherlesft ! 
His  eyes  are  open  I  then  he  is  not  dead  ! 
Death  is  like  sleep  ;  and  sleep  shuts  down  our  lids. 
His  lips,  too,  are  apart ;  why  then  he  breathes  1 
And  yet  I  feel  it  not. — His  heart ! — ^his  heart  !^ 

Let  me  see,  doth  it  beat !  methinks No  I — ^no  I 

This  is  a  vision,  else  I  am  become 

The  native  of  another  and  worse  world, 

Tho  earth  swims  round  me  : — ^what  is  this? — 'tis  wot ; 

[PtUs  his  hand  to  his  brow,  and  then  looks  jX  U. 
And  yet  there  are  no  dews  1    *Tis  blood — my  blood— 
My  brother's  and  my  own !  and  shed  by  me  ! 
Then  what  have  I  further  to  do  with  Hfe, 
Since  I  have  taken  life  from  m^  own  flesh  ? 
But  he  can' not  be  dead  ! — Is  silence  death? 
No  ;  he  will  wake :  then  let  me  watch  by  him* 
life  cannot  be  so  slight  as  to  be  quench'd 
Thus  quickly ! — he  hath  spoken  to  me  since — 
"NVbat  shall  I  say  to  him  ? — ^My  brother !— No  : 
He  will  not  answer  to  that  name ;  for  brethren 
Smite  not  each  other.    Tet — ^yet — speak  to  mo. 
Oh  !  for  a  word  more  of  that  gentle  voice^ 
That  I  may  bear- to  hear  my  own  again  1 

Unier  Zillah. 

Zilldk.  I  heard  a  heavy  sound :  what  can  it  be? 
"Tis  Gain ;  and  watching  by  my  husband.    What 
Dost  thou  tibere,  brother  ?    Doth  he  sleep  ?    Oh,  heav'n ! 
What  means  this  paleness,  and  yon  stream  ?— No^  no ! 
It  is  not  blood ;  for  who  would  shed  his  blood  ? 
Abel  I  what's  uiis  I — ^who  hath  done  this  ?    He  moves  not ; 
He  breathes  not :  and  his  hands  drop  down  from  mine 
With  stony  lifelessness  !    Ah!  cruel  Cain  I 
Why  cam'st  thou  not  in  time  to  save  him  from 
This  violence  ?    Whatever  hath  assail'd  him, 
Thou  wort  the  stronger,  and  shouldst  have  stepp'd  in 
Between  him  and  aggression !    Father ! — ^Eve  ! — 
Adah ! — come  hither  1    Death  is  in  the  world  I 

[ExU  Zillah,  calling  on  her  Parents,  Ac. 

Cain  {soliis).    And  who  hath  brought  him  there  ? — ^I — who 
abhor 
The  name  of  Death  so  deeply,  that  the  thought 
Empoison'd  all  my  life,  before  I  knew 
His  aq>ect — I  have  led  him  here,  and  giv'n 
My  brotiier  to  his  cold  and  still  embrace. 
As  if  he  would  not  have  asserted  his    . 
Inexorable  daim  without  my  aid. 
I  am  awake  at  last— a  dreary  dream 
Had  madden'd  me ; — ^but  he  shall  ne'er  awake. 

Enter  Adam,  Eve,  Adah,  and  Zillah. 
Adam,  A  voice  of  woe  from  Zillah  brings  me  here.— 
What  do  I  see  ? — ^"Tis  true ! — My  son  I — ^my  son  ! 
Woman,  behold  the  serpent's  work,  and  tmne  t       [Jo  Eyb^ 
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£v$.  Oh  1  speak  not  of  it  now ;  the  seroenVt  tegi 
Are  in  my  heart.    My  best  beloved,  Abel  1 
Tehorah  I  this  is  ponishment  beyond 
A  mother's  sin,  to  take  Am  from  me  1 

Adam,  Who, 

Or  what  hath  done  this  deed  f  ^speak.  Gain,  aboe  tim 
Wort  present ;  was  it  some  more  hosUle  axu;el, 
Who  walks  not  with  Jehovah  ?  or  soma  wild 
Brute  of  the  forest  ? 

Eve,                        Aht  ahvidlighi 
Breaks  through,  as  from  a  thmider-cload  I  yon  hrand, 
Massy  and  bloody  I  snatch'd  from  off  the  altar. 
And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  with 

Adam,  Speak^  my  sou ! 

8peak,  and  assure  us,  wretched  as  we  are. 
That  we  are  not  more  miserable  still. 

A  dah.  Speak,  Cain  !  and  say  it  was  not  <Aoii/ 

Eve.  It  was.    I  see  it  now:  he  hanaa  his  guilty  betdi 
And  covers  his  ferocious  eye  with  hands 
Incarnadine. 

Adah.  Mother,  thou  dost  him  wrongs 

Cain  !  clear  thee  from  this  horrible  acousail. 
Which  grief  wrings  frt>m  our  parent. 

Eve.  Hear,  Jehofah ! 

May  the  eternal  serpent's  eurse  be  on  him  I 
For  he  was  fitter  for  his  seed  than  ours. 
May  all  his  days  be  desolate.    May— - 

Adah,  Hold! 

Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  tiiy  son — 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  my  brother, 
And  my  betroth'd. 

Eve.  He  hath  left  thee  no  brother- 

Zillah  no  husband — ^me  no  ton  J — for  thus 
I  curse  him  from  my  sight  for  evermore  ! 
All  bonds  I  break  between  us  I  as  he  broke 

That  of  his  nature,  in  yon Oh  death  1  death ! 

Why  didst  thou  not  take  1110,  who  first  inoun^d  thoe! 
Why  dost  thou  not  so  now  ? 

Adam.  Eve!  letnotthii^ 

Thy  natural  grief,  lead  to  impiety ! 
A  heavy  doom  was  long  forospoken  to  us ; 
And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  be  borne 
In  such  sort  as  may  show  our  God,  that  we 
Are  faithful  servants  to  His  holy  will 

Eve  (pointing  to  Cain).  Hit  vill  t  the  win  of  y«  ■•™' 
spirit 
Of  death,  whom  I  have  brought  upon  the  earth 
To  strew  it  with  the  dead.    May  all  the  curses 
Of  life  be  on  him  I  and  his  agonies 
Drive  him  forth  o'er  the  wilderness,  like  us 
From  Eden,  till  his  children  do  by  him 
As  he  did  by  \i\s  brotViQiv  I    May  the  swords 
And  wings  of  ^ery  c\i«rci^>Vicv'<^\a«QA\&D^ 
By  day  aad  latf^t   ttPSbVm  ispta>^^'qa^Va.\ta^>i 
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ERTth's  finite  be  aJBhes  in  his  mouth— the  leaves 
On  wldflh  he  lays  his  head  to  sleep  be  strew'd 
With  soorpiionB  t    May  his  dreams  be  of  his  victim! 
His  wBldng  a  ocmtimial  dread  of  death ! 
May  the  omur  liven  tarn  to  blood,  as  he 
Stoops  down  to  stain  them  with  his  raging  lip ! 
May  every  eleiiieifit  shmi  or  change  to  him  I 
May  he  live  in  the  pangs  whieh  others  die  with  t 
And  death  itself  wax  something  worse  than  death 
To  him  who  first  acquainted  him  with  man  I 
Henoe,  fratricide  I  henceforth  that  word  is  Cain, 
Through  all  the  coming  myriads  of  mankind, 
Who  dall  abhor  thee,  thou^  thou  wert  their  sire ! 
May  the  grass  wither  from  thy  feet  I  the  woods 
Deny  thee  shelter  I  earth  a  home  1  the  dust 
A  grave  I  the  sun  his  light  I  and  heaven  her  God ! 

[Exit  Eve. 

Adam.  Gain  1  get  thee  forth ;  we  dwell  no  more  togotbor. 

De^iart  1  and  leave  the  dead  to  me 1  am 

Henceforth  alone— we  never  must  meet  more. 

Addk.  Oh,  part  not  with  him  thus,  my  father:  do  not 
Add  thy  deep  curse  to  Ere's  upon  his  h^  1 

Adam.  I  curse  him  not;  his  spirit  be  his  curse. 
Oome,Zil]ahl 

ZiUak.  I  must  watch  my  husband's  corse. 

Adam.  We  will  return  again,  when  he  is  gone 
Who  haUi  provided  for  us  this  dread  offioo. 
Gome,  Zillah ) 

Zillah.  Yet  one  kiss  on  yon  pale  clay. 
And  those  lips  once  so  warm — ^my  heart )  my  heart  I 

JExeuTvt  Adah  ana  Zillah,  weeping, 
i  heard,  we  must  go  Ibrth.     I  am 
ready. 
So  shall  our  oluldren  be.    I  will  bear  Enoch, 
And  you  his  sister.    Ere  the  sun  declines. 
Let  us  d^mrt,  nor  walk  the  wilderness 
Under  the  cloud  of  night.    Nay,  speak  to  me. 
To  me— thine  ovn. 

Cain.  Leave  me  I 

Adah.  Why,  all  have  left  thee. 

Cain.  And  wherefore  lingerest  thou?    Dost  thou  not  fear 
To  dwell  with  one  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Adah.  1  fear 

Nothing  except  to  leave  thee,  much  as  I 
Sirink  from  tne  deed  which  leaves  thee  brotherless. 
I  must  not  speak  of  this — ^it  is  between  thee 
And  the  great  God. 

A  Voice  frwti  within  exelaimt,  Cain  !  Cain ! 

Adah,  Hear'st  thou  that  voice  ? 

The  Voice  within.  Gain  )  Cain  1 

Adah.  It  soundeth  like  ian  angers  tODA« 

JfffiUr  (he  Akqel  of  the  Jjwd. 
An^,  Where  IB  thy  brother  A^a^l 
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Cat*.  Am  I  tlMn 

Hy  brotber*8  keeper  f 

AnffeL  Caint  what  hasfe  thoii  donef 

The  voice  of  thy  dain  brother^s  blood  orieB  out 
Even  from  the  ground,  unto  the  Lord ! — ^Now  art  thoa 
Cursed  from  the  earth,  which  open'd  late  her  mouth 
To  drink  thy  brothel's  bkod  from  thy  rash  hand. 
Henceforth,  when  thou  shalt  till  the  ermmd,  H  shall  aot 
Yield  thee  her  strength  :  a  ftigitiTe  malt  thoa 
Bo  from  this  day,  and  vagabond  on  earth  1 

AdcA,  This  pmiishment  is  more  than  he  can  bear. 
Bohold,  thou  drivest  him  fix>m  the  fietoe  of  earth. 
And  from  the  &oe  of  God  shall  he  be  hid« 
A  fufiritive  and  vagabond  on  earth, 
'Twill  come  pass,  that  whoso  findeth  ^m 
Shall  slay  him. 

Cain.  Would  they  could !  but  who  are  they 
Shall  slay  me  ?    Where  are  these  on  the  lone  earth 
As  yot  impoopled  ? 

A  ngel.  Thou  hast  skdn  thy  brother. 

And  who  shall  warrant  theo  against  thy  son  ? 

Adah,  Angel  of  Ught !  be  merciful,  nor  aay 
That  this  poor  aching  breast  now  nourishes 
A  murderer  in  my  boy,  and  of  his  &ther. 

A  ngeL,  Then  he  would  but  be  what  his  father  is. 
Did  not  the  milk  of  Eve  give  nutriment 
To  him  thou  now  see'st  so  besmeared  with  blood! 
The  fratricide  might  well  engender  parricides.— 
But  it  shall  not  be  so — the  I^rd  thy  God, 
And  mine,  commondeth  me  to  set  His  seal 
On  Cain,  so  that  he  may  go  forth  in  safety. 
Who  slayeth  Cain,  a  sevenfold  vengeanoe  shall 
Be  taken  on  his  head.    Come  hither  1 

Cain.  What 

Wouldst  thou  with  me  ? 

A  ngel.  To  mark  upon  thy  brow 

Exemption  from  such  deeds  as  thou  hast  doMt 

Caxn.  No,  let  me  die  ! 

A  ngel.  It  must  not  be. 

[The  Anoel  »eU  the  mark  o%  C»Stt%em 

Cain.  It  bums 

My  brow,  but  nought  to  that  which  is  within  it. 
Is  there  more  ?  let  me  meet  it  as  I  may.  _^ 

Angel.  Stem  hast  thou  been  and  stubborn  fivoi  tht  *!■% 
As  the  ground  thou  must  henceforth  till ;  but  ha 
Thou  slew'st  was  gentle  as  the  flocks  he  tanded* 

Cain.  After  the  fall  too  soon  was  I  begotten; 
Ere  yet  my  mother's  mind  subsided  fit>m 
The  serpent,  and  my  sii-e  still  moum*d  for  Eden. 
That  which  I  am,  I  am  ;  I  did  not  seek 
For  life,  nor  did  I  make  myself;  but  could  I 
With  ray  own  dotvlYi  TQ^«Qica.\iMxi^tn.  the  duit^ 
And  why  not  so  "i  \et"Vi\\tiT^\.\sttLVft^^, 
And  I  lie  gViasUy  \  «o  *^MaSV\»  waX«K& 


OAIN.  157 

By  God  Uie  life  to  Him  he  lored ;  and  taken 
From  me  a  being  I  ne'er  loved  to  bear. 

Angel.  Who  snail  heal  murder  ?  what  is  done  is  done ; 
Go  forth!  fiihU  thy  days  1  and  be  thy  deeds 
Unlike  the  last  1  [The  Akqel  duappears. 

Adah,  He^s  gone,  let  ns  go  forth ; 

I  hear  onr  little  Enoch  cry  within  our  bower. 

CatJ».  Ah  I  little  knows  he  what  he  weeps  for  1 
And  I  who  have  shed  blood  cannot  shed  tears  I 
But  the  four  rivers  would  not  cleanse  my  soul. 
Think'st  thou  my  boy  will  bear  to  look  on  me  ? 

Adah,  If  I  thought  that  he  would  not^  I  would — 

Cain  (inierrupting  her).  No, 

No  more  of  threats :  we  have  had  too  many  of  them  : 
Go  to  our  children ;  I  will  follow  thee ! 

Adah,  I  will  not  leave  thee  lonely  with  the  dead ; 
Lot  us  depart  together. 

Cain.  Oh  !  thou  dead 

And  everlasUng  witness !  whose  unsinking 
Blood  darkens  earth  and  heaven  !  what  thou  now  art 
I  know  not  I  but  if  thou  scest  what  /  am, 
I  think  thou  wilt  foigive  him,  whom  his  Qod 
Can  ne'er  foigive,  nor  his  own  soul. — Farewell ! 
I  must  not,  dare  not  touch  what  I  have  made  thee. 
L  who  sprung  from  the  same  womb  with  thee,  drain'd 
The  same  breast,  clasp'd  thee  often  to  my  own, 
In  fondness  brotherly  and  boyish,  I 
CSan  never  meet  thee  more,  nor  even  dare 
To  do  that  for  thee,  which  thou  shouldst  have  done 
For  me— compose  thy  limbs  into  their  grave — 
The  first  grave  yet  dug  for  mortality. 
But  who  hath  dug  that  grave?    Oh,  earth  !  Oh^  earth  I 
For  all  the  fruits  thou  hast  rendered  to  me,  I 
Give  thee  back  this. — Now  for  the  wilderness. 

[Adah  itoops  down  and  kisses  the  body  qf  Abei 

Adah,  A  dreanr,  and  an  early  doom,  my  brother. 
Has  been  thy  lot  I    Of  all  who  mourn  for  thee, 
I  aJone  must  not  weep.    My  office  is 
Henceforth  to  dry  up  tears,  and  not  to  shed  them : 
But  ye^  of  all  who  mourn,  none  mourn  like  me. 
Not  only  for  thyself,  but  him  who  slew  thee. 
Now,  Cain  I  I  will  divide  thy  burden  with  thee. 

Cain,  Eastward  from  £den  will  we  take  our  way : 
*Tb  the  most  desolate,  and  suits  my  steps. 

Adah,  Lead  I  thou  shalt  be  mv  guide,  and  may  our  God 
Be  thine  I    Now  let  us  carry  forth  our  children. 

Cain.  And  he  who  lieth  there  was  childless.    I 
SEave  dried  the  fountain  of  a  gentle  race. 
Which  might  have  graced  his  recent  marriage  couch. 
And  might  have  tempered  this  stem  blood  of  mine, 
CJniting  with  our  children  Abel's  ofi&pring  1 
OAbell 

AdeiK  Peace  be  with  bim  I 

Cain.  But  with  me/  yExeuiil. 
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**  A  Dnnlel  eome  to  Judgment !  yvk,  %  Duld  I 
I  tlumk  th«e«  Jew,  lot  temohlng  me  ttiat  irorL" 


PREFACE. 

It  Iiath  been  wisely  said,  fhat  "one  fool  makes  many/'  nd  it  bitt 
been  poetically  observed, 

"  That  fixdi  nnh  ia  trker«  meii  lav  to  tml^-inpib 

If  Mr.  Sonthey  had  not  mshed  in  where  he  had  no  htulnflsa,  and  what 
be  never  was  before,  and  never  will  be  again,  the  followinff  pocai  vosU 
not  have  been  written.  It  is  not  impossible  that  it  may  be  ai  good  ai  Hi 
own,  seeing  that  it  cannot,  by  any  species  of  stnpidify,  iMdaid  cr 
acquired,  be  worse.  The  gross  flattery,  the  doll  iinpad<mceb  the  msisfc 
intolerance  and  impious  cant,  of  the  poem  by  the  author  of  "  Wat  1^," 
are  somcthmg  so  stupendous  as  to  form  the  sablime  of  lilamilf  ma 
taining:  the  quintessence  of  his  own  attribute. 

So  much  for  his  poem— a  word  on  his  profiBice.  In  this  prefece  R  lai 
pleased  the  magnaniroons  Laureate  to  draw  the  ptctore  of  a  i^poM' 
"Satanic  School,"  the  which  he  doth  reconnnend  to  the  Boliee of  Ai 
legislature ;  thereby  adding  to  his  other  laurels  the  ambition  of  tho«  of 
an  informer.  If  there  exists  anywhere,  exceptinc  in  Us  taaagfi 
such  a  School,  is  he  not  sufficiently  armed  i^^nst  It  by  his  ova  II 
vanity  ?  The  truth  is,  that  there  are  certain  wiitcra  whom  Mr.  !• 
imagines,  like  Scrub,  to  have  "talked  of  Mmi  fot  thay  I  '  '  ~~ 
sumedly." 

I  think  I  know  enough  of  most  of  the  writers  to  whoA  be  k  i  .. 

to  allude,  to  assert,  that  they,  in  their  indivldaal  eapadUea,  hma  i 

more  good,  in  the  charities  of  life,  to  their -feUow-ereatnica  in  m  i 
-.    _      .      .       .  ..^ 


year,  than  Mr.  Southey  has  done  harm  to  himself  by  Ma  ^ 
whole  lifcj  and  this  is  saying  a  great  deaL    But  I  hava  a  few 
to  ask. 

istly.  Is  Mr.  Southqr  the  author  of  "  Wat  Tyler"? 

2ndly.  Was  he  not  reftised  a  remedy  at  law  by  the  Uchest  Jodga  of  Ui 
beloved  England,  because  It  was  a  blaqphemoua  and  aeditioai  f^ 
cation? 

srdly.  Was  he  not  entiUed  by  William  Smith,  hi  ftill  FtoiinBert,  "■  ^ 
rancorous  renegado  "  ?  < 

4thly.  Is  he  not  Poet  Laureate,  with  his  own  Sues  unlCartinttieRgKidi  \ 
staring  hhn  hi  the  face  ? 

And,  6thly.  Putt\ws  \)^e  toxn  \ii«c«&VT^e  Items  together,  with  wWt  eos' 
science  dare  he  cs\\  the  %kXAX)KM»:L  ol  >i>M^Hi%\i^^QNb  viMteaCkiBi  of  ftHoKB^ 
be  th^  ¥Aiat  ihey  mvj  *) 
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r  noliiing  of  the  oowardioe  of  such  a  proceeding;  its  meanness 
far  itself  I  but  I  wish  to  tovch  upon  the  motive,  which  is  neither 
MMT  less  than  that  Mr.  S.  has  been  laughed  at  a  little  in  some  recent 
itkms,  as  he  was  of  yore  in  the  "Anti- Jacobin"  by  his  present 
t.  Hence  aU  this  "  sUmble-scamble  staff"  about  *'  Satanic,"  and 
h.  However,  it  is  worthy  of  him — **  quails  ab  incepto.** 
icre  is  anything  obnoxious  to  the  political  opinions  of  a  portion  of 
blic  in  the  following  poem,  they  may  thank  Mr.  Southey.  He 
have  written  hexameter »,  as  he  has  written  everything:  else,  lor 
that  the  writer  cared — ^had  they  been  upon  another  subject.  But  to 
ft  to  canonize  a  monarch,  who,  whatever  were  his  household 
I,  was  neither  a  successful  nor  a  patriot  king,— inasmuch  as  several 
it  his  reign  passed  in  war  with  America  and  Ireland,  to  say  nothing 
SLggresnon  upon  France,— like  all  other  exaggeration,  necessarily 
opposition.  In  whatever  manner  he  may  be  spoken  of  in  this 
Vision,*'  his  public  career  will  not  be  more  favourably  transmitted 
tory.  Of  his  private  virtues  (although  a  little  expens»ve  to  the 
I  there  can  be  no  doubt. 

I  regard  to  the  supernatural  personages  treated  of,  I  can  only  say 
Imow  as  much  about  them,  and  (as  an  honest  man)  have  a  better 
to  talk  of  them,  than  Robert  Southey.  I  have  also  treated  them 
Uderantly.  The  way  in  which  that  poor  insane  creature,  the 
ite,  deals  about  his  judgments  in  the  next  world,  is  like  liis  own 
ait  in  this.  If  it  was  not  completely  ludicrous,  it  would  be  some 
forse.    I  don't  think  that  there  is  much  more  to  say  at  present. 

QUEVEDO  REDIVIVUS. 

—It  is  possible  that  some  readers  may  object,  in  these  objection. 
Des»  to  the  freedom  with  which  saints,  angels,  and  spiritual  persons 
rae  in  ttiis  "Vision."  But,  for  precedents  upon  such  points,  I 
efer  them  to  Fielding*s  **  Journey  from  this  World  to  the  next," 
the  Visions  of  myself,  the  said  Quevedo,  in  Spanish  or  translated. 
sader  is  also  requested  to  observe,  that  no  doctrinal  tenets  are 
d  upon  or  discussed;  that  the  person  of  the  Deity  is  carefully 
Id  from  sight,  which  is  more*  than  can  be  said  for  the  Laureate, 
ith  thought  proper  to  make  Him  talk,  not  "  like  a  school  dinne," 
e  tiie  nnscholarliko  Mr.  Southey.  The  whole  action  passes  on  tlie 
8  of  heaven;  and  Chaucer's  "Wife  of  Bath,"  Pulci's  '•  Morgante 
ntc,"  Swift*s  "Tale  of  a  Tub,"  and  the  other  works  above 
d  to,  are  cases  in  point  of  the  freedom  with  which  saints,  &c.,  may 
mitted  to  converse  in  works  not  intended  to  be  serious. 

Q.  R. 

Mr.  Southey,  being,  as  he  says,  a  good  Christian  and  vindictive, 
sns,  I  nnderstand,  a  reply  to  this  our  answer.  It  is  to  be  liopcd 
is  visionary  faculties  will  in  the  mean  time -have  acquired  a  little 
iudgment,  properly  so  called :  otherwise  he  will  get  himself  into 
lemmas.  These  apostate  Jacobins  furnish  rich  rejoinders.  I>et  him 
specimen.  Mr.  Southey  laudeth  grievously  "  one  Mr.  Laiulor," 
iltivates  much  private  renown  in  the  shape  of  Latin  verses  j  and 
igago,  the  Poet  Laureate  dedicated  to  him,  itappeareth.  one  of  his 
e  lyrics  upon  the  strength  of  a  poem  called  Oebir.  Who  could 
«,  that  in  this  same  Gebir  the  aforesaid  Savage  Landor  (for  such  is 
m  cognomen)  putteth  into  the  infernal  regions  no  less  a  person 
le  hero  of  his  friend  Mr.  Southey's  heaven,— yea,  even  George  the 
See  also  how  personal  Savage  becometh,  when  he  hath  a  mind. 
Ilowing  is  his  portrait  of  our  late  gracious  sovereign : — 

SeUr  having  descended  into  the  infernal  r^ons,  the  shades  of  his  royal  ancert«rf 
at  hit  request,  c-Uled  np  to  his  view ;  and  he  exclaims  to  his  ghostly  guide) — 
**  Aroar,  what  wretch  that  nearest  ns  ?  what  wretch 
Is  that  with  eyebrows  white  and  slanting  brow  t 
Listen  !  him  yonder,  who,  bound  down  supine, 
BbrtakB  yelling  from  tha,t  sword  there,  engine-hungt 
MetooMtaooi^myaaomtonl   Ihato 
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Hm  dctpoi,  bat  ttM  dMtaid  I  dMviMb 
Wm  ha  onr  eoantryman  t" 

'*AlM,OklBfl 
IberU  bore  blm,  bnt  the  bned  aoeant 
IneloDMit  wiadi  blew  bUghWng  from  nmth-eMl.* 
**  He«aB»weiTiorfbea,norftaifdtliegodit'* 
*  Gebtr,  he  ter'd  the  demoBs*  not  the  godi. 
Though  them  Indeed  hb  dally  fikoe  adored ; 
And  was  no  wanlor«  yet  the  thooiand  Utm 
Bqtuuider'df  as  itonaa  to  ezeroiae  a  ding. 
And  the  tame  omelty  and  eold  ceprlee— 
Oh  Tn«i|t»«—  of  mankind  I  addreie'd,  adoied  1*^— 

I  omit  noticinir  some  ediMng  IthypliaUics  of  Samnos,  wUdoftoh 
the  proper  veil  over  them,  if  his  graye  bat  somewhat  iodisareet  wcnHl 
wUl  sulTer  it ;  but  certainly  these  teachers  of  *'  great  moul  knoM* 
apt  to  be  found  in  strange  company.  , 


THE   VISION   OF   JUDGMENT. 


I. 

Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate : 
Ilia  keys  were  rusty,  and  the  lock  was  dull, 

So  little  trouble  had  oeen  given  of  late ; 
Not  that  thoplace  by  any  means  was  fiill ; 

But  since  the  Gallic  era  *'  eighty-eight," 
The  devils  had  ta'en  a  longer,  stronger  pnllj 

And  *'a  pull  altogether/'  as  they  say 

At  sea — which  drew  most  souls  another  way. 

II. 
The  angels  all  were  sin^g  out  of  tune. 

And  hoarse  with  havmg  little  else  to  do. 
Excepting  to  wind  up  the  sun  and  moon. 

Or  curb  a  runaway  young  star  or  two, 
Or  wild  colt  of  a  comet,  which  too  soon 

Broke  out  of  bounds  o'or  the  ethereal  blue^ 
Splitting  some  planet  with  its  playfiil  tail, 
ks  boats  are  sometimes  by  a  wanton  whaltti 

m. 
The  guardian  seraphs  had  retired  on  higli, 

Finding  their  chaives  past  all  care  bdow; 
Terrestri^  business  ml'd  nought  in  the  sky 

Save  the  recording  angel's  black  bureau ; 
Who  foimd,  indeed,  the  facts  to  multiply 

"With  such  T&p\^ty  oi  moa  ULd^^oe^ 
That  he  had  stripp'a  ott\wiy3!a.'taa'«\\i^\sw^^Sa»^ 
And  yet  waa  \n  arreax  oi  V\smwi^C^ 
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His  InuinesB  so  augmented  of  late  years. 
That  he  was  foroBd,  against  his  will  no  doubt 

(Jurt  like  those  chendw,  earthly  ministers). 
For  some  resomrce  to  turn  himself  about^ 

And  claim  the  help  of  his  celestial  peers. 
To  aid  him  ere  he  should  be  quite  worn  out. 

By  the  increased  demand  lor  his  remarks  ; 

Six  angels  and  twelve  saints  were  named  his  clorks* 

This  was  a  handsome  board— at  least  for  hearen ; 

And  yet  they  had  even' then  enough  to  do. 
So  many  conquerors'  cars  were  daily  driven. 

So  many  kingdoms  fitted  up  anew ; 
Each  day  too  wfew  its  thousands  six  or  setren. 

Till  at  the  crowning  carnage,  Waterloo, 
They  threw  their  pens  down  in  divine  disgust — 
The  page  was  so  besmeared  with  blood  and  dust. 

VI. 

This  by  the  way !  'tis  not  mine  to  record 
What  angels  shrink  from :  even  the  very  devil 

On  this  occasion  his  own  work  abhorr'd. 
So  surfeited  with  the  infernal  revel : 

Though  he  himself  had  sharpened  every  sword. 
It  dmoB  quench'd  his  innate  thirst  of  evil. 

(Here  Satan's  sole  good  work  deserves  insertion — 

Tns,  that  he  has  both  generals  in  reversion.) 

VII. 
Let's  skip  a  few  short  years  of  hollow  peace. 

Which  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  as  wont. 
And  heaven  none — ^they  form  the  tyrant's  lease,  ' 

With  nothing  but  new  names  subscribed  upon't : 
Twill  one  day  finish :  meantime  they  increase, 

"With  seven  heads  and  ten  horns,"  and  all  in  front. 
like  Sunt  John's  foretold  beast ;  but  ours  are  bom 
Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 


In  the  first  year  of  freedom's  second  dawn 
Died  Georee  the  Third ;  although  no  tyrant,  one 

Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  withdrawn 
Left  him  nor  mentaJ  nor  external  sun : 

A  better  £Eurmer  ne^er  brush'd  dew  from  lawn, 
A  worse  kii^  never  left  a  realm  undone  1 

fie  died— but  foft  his  subjects  still  behind. 

One  half  as  mad — and  t'other  no  less  blind. 

IX. 

He  died ! — ^his  death  made  nt>  great  stir  on  earth ; 

His  burial  made  some  pomp ;  there  was  profusion 
Of  velvet,  gilding,  brass,  and  no  great  dearth 

Of  anfl^t  but  tean-HMve  those  shed  by  collusion. 
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For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their  tme  worth ; 

Of  elejy  there  was  the  due  infuskm — 
Bovi^^lit  also  ;  and  the  torches,  doiJEai,  and  baiuaerB, 
lleralds,  and  relics  of  old  Gothic  manaerSy 

z. 
Form'd  a  sepulchral  melodrame.    Of  all 

The  fools  who  flock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  show, 
Whe  cared  about  the  corpse  f    The  funeral 

Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woo. 
There  throbb'd  not  there  a  thought  which  pierced  the  pall , 

And  when  the  gorgeous  coffin  was  laid  low. 
It  scem'd  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 
The  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 

XL 

So  mix  his  body  with  the  dust !     It  might 

Return  to  what  it  must  far  sooner,  were 
The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 

Its  way  back  into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air  ; 
But  the  unnatm'al  balsams  merely  blight 

What  nature  made  him  at  his  birth,  as  bare 
As  the  mere  million's  base  unmummied  clay — 
Yet  all  his  spices  but  prolong  decay. 

JJI, 
He's  dead— and  upper  earth  with  him  has  don* ; 

He's  buried ;  save  the  undertaker's  hill. 
Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 

For  him,  unless  he  left  a  German  will ; 
But  whore's  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  son  ? 

In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still. 
Except  that  household  virtue,  most  uncommon, 
Of  constancy  to  a  bad,  ugly  woman. 

xm. 
"  God  save  the  king ! "    It  is  a  lai^  economy 

In  God  to  savo  the  like ;  but  if  He  will 
Be  saving,  all  the  better ;  for  not  one  am  I 

Of  those  who  think  damnation  better  still : 
I  hardly  know  too  if  not  quite  alone  am  I 

In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  future  ill 
By  circumscribing,  with  some  slight  restriction. 
The  eternity  of  hell's  hot  jurisdiction, 

XIV. 
I  know  this  is  unpopular ;  I  know 

Tis  blasphemous ;  I  know  one  may  be  damn*d 
For  hoping  no  one  else  may  e'er  be  so  ; 

I  know  my  catechism  ;  I  know  we  are  cramm'd 
With  the  best  doctrines  till  we  quite  o'erflow  ; 

I  know  that  all  savo  England's  church  have  shamm'd. 
And  that  the  other  twice  two  hundred  ohurchas 
And  synagogues  have  made  a  damn'd  bad  purohafle. 


THB  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT.  488 

XV. 

€k>d  help  us  all  1    God  help  me  too  !    I  am, 

(3od  Imows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  mah. 
And  not  a  whit  more  difficult  to  damn. 

Than  is  to  bring  to  land  a  late-hook'd  fish. 
Or  to  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  lamb  : 

Not  that  I'm  fit  for  such  a  noble  disn, 
As  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  fiy 
Of  almost  everybody  bom  to  die. 

rvi. 

Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate. 
And  nodded  o'er  his  keys ;  waei^  lo !  there  came 

A  wondrous  noise  he  had  not  heard  of  late — 
A  rushing  sound  of  wind,  and  stream,  and  flame ; 

In  short,  a  roar  of  things  extremely  great. 
Which  would  have  made  aught  save  a  saint  exclaim ; 

But  he,  with  first  a  start  and  then  a  wink. 

Said,  "  There's  another  star  gone  out,  I  think  {  " 

XVIL 
But  ere  he  could  return  to  his  repose, 

A  cherub  flapp'd  his  right  wing  o'er  his  eyes — 
At  which  Saint  reter  yawn'd,  and  rubb'd  his  nose : 

"  Saint  Porter,"  said  the  Angel,  "  prithee  rise  I " 
Waving  a  goodly  win^,  which  glow'd,  as  glows 

An  earthly  peacoolPs  tail,  with  heavenly  dyes ; 
To  which  the  Saint  replied,  '*  Well,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Is  Lucifer  come  back  with  all  this  clatter  ? " 

xvm. 

"  No,"  quoth  the  Cherub ;  "  George  the  Third  is  dead." 
"  And  who  is  George  the  Third  ? "  replied  the  Aposllo  : 
•'WhaiOeorget  what  ThirdV*  "Thekingof  Englauu,"saia 
The  An^l.    *'  Well  1  he  won't  find  kings  to  jostlo 

Him  on  his  way;  but  does  he  wear  his  head  ? 
Because  the  lost  we  saw  here  had  a  tussle, 

Aiid  ne'er  would  have  got  into  hi^ven's  good  graces, 

Had  he  not  flung  his  head  In  all  our  fiauses. 

zix. 
"  He  was,  if  I  remember,  Idnff  of  France ; 

That  head  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a  oi*own 
On  earth,  yet  ventured  in  my  fajoa  to  advance 

A  claim  to  those  of  martyrs — VHilq  my  own : 
If  I  had  had  my  sword,  as  1  had  once. 

When  I  cut  ears  ofi;  I  had  cut  him  down  ; 
But  having  but  my  heyt,  and  not  my  brand, 
I  only  knook'd  his  head  from  out  his  hand. 

xz. 

"  And  then  he  set  up  such  a  headless  howl. 

That  all  the  saints  came  out  and  took  him  in ; 
And  there  he  sits  by  St.  Paul,  cheek  by  jowl ; 

ThaX  fellow  PauW-the  parvenh  i    The  skin 
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jt  'simTmu  ad  ipon.  «nh.  ndeenTd  hk  se^ 
3«EaHraiiiL  ilii  ail  v«k  ubi  vooden  bead. 


•«  3ns  3]hi  2  nnaa  la  hax  ^pca  hs  ihoolden^ 
T*iiT»  -wrznld  m^s  Wee  »  iLSerccc  tale  to  tdl : 

Smbu  '^  OAT*  Kced  on  uboa  Gke  &  spdl ; 
Aad  S3  Tu  "Kirr  £»CKL  boui  bMi«u  aoiden 

3uc  :a  xi  stsjE  :  is  aiAj  be  vcrr  veU, 
%ii:  fleiBzxii^ibi  AaRoaibiaeio  ovcrtluroiv 
Tjosdfr^r  2iM  beoL  vaMtj  dene  beSow.* 

XXZL 
T!w  JLon  ucver'i.  "  P«eer !  do  not  pout : 

V2m»  'ebx  v3ka  ocofli  ha«  bewl  and  aU  entira^ 
A3«i  30vcr'k2jev  moeb  vbac  k  «u  about— 

H*  lid  je  -foca.  %h«  pcpoec — bj  in  wire^ 
Aii'i  wt^  a*  jpigvi  Ifke  aa  cbe  rat,  no  doobC : 

Xt  bossaH  ud  togt  ovn  is  boC  to  inqnira 
1=.^:  fo:h  •^A.-a^ra,  bcs  to  mind  our  cue — 
Wiicxi  ai  to  us  am  ve  are  bid  to  do.*' 

WliiTf  ^-sa  t2wjspakey  tbe  angelic  caraTan, 

Arrtrin^  like  a  ruth  of  mightv  wind, 
CkftTi::^  toe  ielda  of  space,  as  dotb  theswaa 

Sccie  3ilT«r  stream  (say  Ganges,  Xile,  or  Inde, 
Or  T':iA=ies.  or  Tweed),  and  'midst  them  an  old  mutt 

W::h  in  eld  sool.  and  both  extremelr  blind, 
Hj^:ei  before  the  gate,  and  in  his  shroud 
Seized  their  feUow-trareUer  on  a  cloud. 

XXIV. 

But  brln^lnz  up  the  rear  of  this  bright  host^ 

A  Spine  of  a  different  aspect  wav^ 
Ilis  wing?,  like  thimder-cloods  above  some  coast 

liMiose  barren  beach  with  frequent  wrecks  is  navod  | 
His  brow  was  like  the  deep  when  tempest- toes'd ; 

Fierce  and  un&thomable  thoughts  engraved 
Eternal  wrath  on  his  immortal  face, 
And  where  he  gaied  a  gloom  pei-vaded  space. 

XXV. 

As  he  drew  near,  he  gazed  upon  the  gate 
Ne'er  to  be  entered  more  by  him  or  Sin, 

With  such  a  glance  of  supernatural  hate. 
As  made  St.  Peter  wish  himself  within  ; 

He  pattered  with  his  keys  at  a  groat  rate, 
And  sweated  t\iTOug\v\i\a\Sb^s^ll<i  skin  : 

Of  course  bis  poT8p\Tat\on.'w»a\iv\^\Oasyc» 

Or  some  sucb  other  sp\r\\AM\Y\c^ox. 


fHS  VISION  or  JUDQSfENT.  485 


Dlierubs  huddled  all  together^ 

rds  when  soars  the  falcon ;  and  Uiey  felt 

;  to  the  tip  of  every  feather, 

tn'd  a  drcle  like  Orion's  belt 

loir  poor  old  chai^  ;  who  scarce  knew  whithot 

rds  had  led  him,  though  they  gently  dealt 

U  manes  (for  by  many  stories, 

,  we  learn  the  angels  are  all  Tories). 

xxvn. 
were  in  this  posture,  the  gate  flew 
T,  and  the  flashing  of  its  hinges 
or  space  a  universal  hue 
y-oolour'd  flame,  until  its  tinges 
ven  our  speck  of  earth,  and  made  a  new 
boreaUs  spread  its  fringes 
?orth  Pole ;  the  same  seen,  when  ice*boun<i 
in  Parry's  crew^  in  **  Melville's  Soimd." 

XXVIII. 

.  the  gate  thrown  open  issued  beaming 
jful  and  mighty  Thing  of  Light, 
dth  glory,  like  a  banner  streaming 
)U8  from  some  world-o'erthrowing  fight : 
x>mpansons  must  needs  be  teeming 
irthly  likenesses,  for  here  the  ni^ht 
»scures  our  best  conceptions,  saving 
Jouthcote,  or  Bob  Southey  raving. 

xxc:.  ' 

archangel  Michael :  all  men  know 
ke  of  angels  and  archangels,  since 
saroe  a  scribbler  has  not  one  to  show, 
le  fiends'  leader  to  the  angels'  prinoe. 
)  are  some  altar-pieces,  though 

can't  say  that  they  much  evince 
sr  notions  of  immortal  spirits  ; 
e  connoisseurs  explain  their  merits. 

XXX. 

ew  forth  in  elory  and  in  good  ; 
ly  work  of  Him  from  whom  all  glory 
arise  ;  the  portal  pass'd — he  stood  ; 
[lim  the  yoimg  cherubs  and  saints  hoaiy^« 
^ng,  begging  to  be  understood 
s,  not  years ;  and  should  be  very  sorry 
thev  were  not  older  than  St.  Peter, 
ly  that  they  seem'd  a  little  sweeter). 

XXXI. 

lbs  and  the  saints  bow'd  down  before 
oh-angelic  hierarch,  the  first 
es  angelical,  who  woro 
»ect  of  a  god ;  but  this  ne'er  nursed 
2h 
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Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom,  in  whoso  core 

No  thought,  save  for  his  Maker's  service^  dui'si 
Intmde,  however  glorified  and  high  ; 
Heknew  him  but  the  viceroy  of  the  sky. 

xxxn. 
II  o  and  the  sombro  silent  Spiiitmet — 

They  know  each  other  both  for  good  and  ill ; 
Sach  was  their  power,  that  neither  could  foiget 

His  former  fnend  and  future  foe ;  but  still 
Tliere  was  a  high,  immoi-tal,  proud  regret 

In  cither's  eye,  as  if  'twere  less  their  will 
Than  destiny  to  make  the  eternal  years 
Their  date  of  war,  and  their  *'  champ  oloa**  tlM  splmtft 

TXXTTT, 

But  here  they  were  in  neutral  roaee  r  we  kaow 
From  Job,  that  Satan  hath  tne  power  to  pay 

A  heavenly  visit  thrice  a  year  or  so ; 
And  that  '*  the  sons  of  God,"  like  those  of  clay. 

Must  keep  him  company  ;  and  we  might  show 
From  the  same  book,  in  how  polite  a  way 

The  dialogue  is  held  between  the  PowetB 

Of  Good  and  Evil— but  'twould  take  up  honn. 

ZXXIY. 

And  this  is  not  a  theologic  tract. 
To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  with  Arabic, 

If  Job  be  allegory  or  a  fact. 
But  a  true  narrative  ;  and  thus  I  pick 

From  out  the  whole  but  such  and  such  an  act, 
As  sots  aside  the  slightest  thought  of  trick. 

*Tis  every  tittle  true,  beyond  suspicion. 

And  accurate  as  any  other  vision. 


The  spirits  were  in  neutral  space,  before 
The  gate  of  heaven  ;  like  eastern  thrcshoTd!(iB 

The  place  whore  death's  grand  cause  is  argaed  o'flT, 
And  souls  despatch'd  to  that  world  or  to  this ; 

And  therefore  Michael  and  the  other  wore 
A  civil  aspect :  though  they  did  nctrkifis. 

Yet  still  between  his  Darkness  and  £^s  Brigbtnotf 

There  pass'd  a  mutual  glance  of  great  poUteneei* 

XXXYl, 

The  Archangel  bow'd,  not  like  a  modem  boaiv 

But  with  a  graoeful  oriental  bend. 
Pressing  one  radiant  arm  just  where  below 

The  heart  in  good  men  is  supposed  to  tend. 
He  tum'd  as  to  an  equal,  nob  too  low,. 

But  kindlv ;  Satan  met  his  ancient  fnend 
With  more  hauteur,  as  might  an  old  CaBtiliaft 
Poor  noble  meet  a  mushroom  rick-oiyilian. 
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xxxvn. 
e  merely  bent  his  diabolio  brow 
An  instant ;  and  then  raising  it,  he  stood 
1  act  to  assert  his  right  or  wrong,  and  show 
(^use  why  King  George  by  no  means  could  or  should 
ake  out  a  case  to  be  exempt  from  woe 
Eternal,  more  than  other  kings,  endued 
'^ith  bettor  sense  and  hearts,  whom  history  mentions, 
lio  long  have  "paved  hell  with  their  good  intentions.""* 

xxxvra. 
icbael  bmn :  ''What  wouldst  thou  with  this  man. 
Now  dead,  and  brought  before  the  Lord  ?   What  ill 
iath  he  wrought  since  his  mortal  race  began. 
That  thou  canst  claim  him?    Speak!  and  do  thy  will, 
'  it  be  just :  if  in  this  earthly  span 
He  hath  been  ^eatly  failing  to  fulfil 
is  duties  as  a  kmg  and  mortal,  say, 
nd  he  is  thine ;  if  not,  let  him  have  way." 

XXXIX. 
Michael  I "  replied  the  Prince  of  Air,  "  even  here, 
Before  the  gate  of  Him  thou  servest,  must 
ckdm  my  stmjeot :  and  will  make  appear 
l^t  as  he  was  my  worshipper  in  dust, 
>  shall  he  be  in  spuit,  although  dear 
To  thee  and  thine,  because  nor  wine  nor  lust 
'^ere  of  his  weaknosses,  yet  on  the  throne 
e  reign'd  o'er  millions  to  serve  me  alone. 

XL. 
Look  to  our  earth,  or  rather  mine  ;  it  was. 
Once  mors  thy  Master's :  but  I  triumph  not 
I  this  poor  nluiet's  conquest ;  nor,  alas ! 
Need  He  tnou  servest  envy  me  my  lot : 
Tith  all  the  myriads  of  bright  worlds  which  pass 
In  worship  round  Him,  He  may  have  forgot 
on  weak  creation  of  such  paltry  things  : 
think  few  worth  damnation  save  their  kings, — 

XLL 

And  these  but  as  kind  of  quit-rent,  to 
Assert  my  right  as  lord ;  and  even  had 
such  an  inclination,  'twere  (aa  you 
Well  know)  superfluous  ;  tnev  are  grown  so  bad, 
hat  hell  has  nothing  better  lefb  to  do 
Than  leave  them  to  themselves  :  so  much  more  mad 
.nd  evil  by  their  own  internal  curse. 
Leaven  cannot  make  them  better,  nor  I  worse. 

OMlnt  In  tlM ooone  of  hli  rallgioiu  mitut  vm  more  sensibls  of  the  mihsf)pf 
or  ploos  raMdTW  than  Dr.  Johnson :  he  nid  one  day,  talking  to  an  acaaaintauM 
nlilMl.  '  Sir,  hell  ia  paved  with  good  intentions.' " 

2  H  2 
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**  Look  to  ihe  earth,  I  said,  and  sav  again : 
When  this  old,  blind,  mad,  helpless,  weak,  poorwor. 

Bepran  in  youth's  first  bloom  and  nnsh  to  reign. 
The  world  and  he  both  wore  a  different  form, 

And  much  of  earth  and  all  the  watery  plain 
Of  ocean  call*d  him  king :  through  many  a  storm 

His  isles  had  floated  on  the  abyss  of  time ; 

\\>r  the  rough  yirtues  chose  them  for  their  dime. 

-'  He  came  to  his  sceptre  joung ;  he  leaves  it  old  > 
Look  to  the  state  in  which  he  found  his  realm^ 

And  left  it ;  and  his  annals  too  behold, 
How  to  a  minion  *  first  he  gave  the  helm ; 

How  grew  upon  his  heart  a  thirst  for  gold, 
The  beggar's  vice,  which  can  but  overwhelm 

The  meanest  hearts ;  and  for  the  rest,  but  glance 

Thine  eye  abng  America  and  France. 

ZLIY. 

'''Tis  true,  he  was  a  tool  from  first  to  last 
(I  have  the  workmen  safe) ;  but  as  a  tool 

So  let  him  be  consumed.    From  out  the  pest 
Of  ages,  since  mankind  have  known  the  rule 

Of  monarchs — ^from  the  bloody  rolls  amass'd 
Of  sin  and  slaughter — fi-om  the  Ciesars*  school, 

Take  the  worst  i)upil ;  and  produce  a  reign 

More  drench'd  with  gore,  more  cumbered  with  th«  iia» 

XLV. 
*'  He  over  warred  with  freedom  and  the  firee ; 

Nations  as  men,  home  subjects,  foreign  foes, 
So  that  they  utter'd  the  word  '  Liberty  1  * 

Foimd  Gleoige  the  Third  their  first  opponent.   Vibosi 
Histoiy  was  ever  stain'd  as  his  will  be 

With  national  and  individual  woes  ? 
I  ^rant  his  household  abstinence ;  I  grant 
His  neutral  virtues,  which  most  monarchs  want] 

XLVI. 
**  I  know  he  was  a  constant  consort ;  own 

He  was  a  decent  sire,  and  middling  lord* 
All  this  is  much,  and  most  upon  a  throne ;  '  * ' 

A.S  temperance,  if  at  Apicius'  board,  ' 

is  more  than  at  an  anchorite's  supper  shown. 

I  grant  him  all  the  kindest  can  accord ; 
And  this  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  those 
tf  iDiona  who  found  him  what  oppression  obosti 
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XLyn. 
^  The  New  World  shook  him  off;  the  Old  yet  groans 

Beneath  what  he  and  his  prepared^  if  not 
Completed :  he  leaves  heirs  on  many  thrones 

To  all  his  vioes,^  without  what  begot 
Compassion  for  him— his  tame  virtues ;  drones 

Who  sleep,  or  despots  who  have  now  forgot 
A  lesson  wmch  shall  be  re-taught  them,  wake 
Upon  the  thrones  of  earth ;  but  let  them  quake ! 

XLVIII. 
"Five  millions  of  the  primitive,*  who  hold 

The  faifh  which  makes  ye  great  on  earth,  implored 
A  ixirt  of  that  vast  all  they  held  of  old, — 

Freedom  to  worship — not  alone  your  Lord, 
Michael,  but  you,  and  ^ou.  Saint  Feter  f  Cold 

Must  be  your  souls,  if  you  have  not  abhorred 
The  foe  to  Catholic  participation 
In  all  the  license  of  a  Christian  nation, 

zuz. 
"True :  he  allow'd  them  to  pray  God :  but  as 

A  consequence  of  prayer,  refused  the  law 
Which  would  have  placed  them  upon  the  samejbase 

With  those  who  aid  not  hold  the  saints  in  awe." 
But  here  Saint  Peter  started  from  his  place. 

And  cried,  "  You  may  the  prisoner  withdraw ; 
Ere  heaven  shall  ope  her  port^s  to  this  Guelph^ 
While  I  am  guard,  may  I  be  damn'd  myself! 

h, 

"  Sooner  wiU  I  with  Cerberus  exchange 

My  oflSoe  (and  his  is  no  sinecure) 
Than  see  thiis  royal  Bedlam  bigot  range 

The  azure  fields  of  heaven,  of  that  he  sure !  ** 
"  Saint ! "  replied  Satan,  "  you  do  well  to  avenge 

The  wronfi;s  he  made  your  satellites  endure ; 
And  if  to  thu  exchange  you  should  be  given, 
I'll  try  to  ooax  our  Cwberus  up  to  heaven." 

U. 
Here  l^llchael  interposed :     *'  Good  saint  i  and  devil  t 

Pray,  not  so  fast ;  you  both  outrun  discretion. 
Saint  Feter  I  you  were  wont  to  be  more  civil : 

Satan  !  excuse  this  warmth  of  his  expression. 
And  condescension  to  the  vulgaris  level : 

Even  saints  sometimes  forget  themselves  in  session. 
Have  you  got  more  to  say  I '  — "  No." — "  If  you  please, 
1*11  trouble  you  to  call  your  witnesses." 


*  Boman  Calbollch. 
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UZ. 

Then  8«taa  tam'd  and  wnved  his  swarthy  hand, 
Which  atirr^d  with  its  daotrio  qualitiaB 

Clouds  fitrther  off  tiban  we  can  nndentand. 
Although  we  find  him  sometimes  in  our  skiei ; 

Infernal  Uiundar  shook  both  sea  and  land 
In  all  the  planets,  and  hell's  batteries 

Let  off  the  artillery,  which  Milton  mentions 

As  one  of  Satan's  most  sublime  inTentLoos. 

T.TTT, 

This  was  a  signal  onto  snoh  damn'd  sonls 
As  have  the  privilege  of  their  damnation 
-    Extended  fiur  beyond  the  mere  controls 

Of  Worlds  poaL  present,  or  to  come ;  no  statioB 

Is  theirs  paiticalarly  in  the  rolls 
Of  hell  assign'd ;  bat  where  their  hidinatioB 

Or  business  carries  them  in  search  of  nime. 

They  may  range  fi:eely— being  danm'a  the  ssmn 

LIV. 

They  are  proud  of  this— as  verv  well  they  may, 
It  being  a  sort  of  knighthood,  or  gilt  key 

Stuck  in  their  loins ;  or  like  to  an  "  entr^" 
Up  the  back  stains^  or  such  free-mawnry. 

I  borrow  zdy  companaons  fino^  day. 
Being  clay  myself.    I^  not  thK»e  Sfkiifi  he 

Offended  with  such  base  low  likeneBsiw  ; 

We  know  their  posts  are  nobler  far  than  tiups* 

LV. 

When  the  groat  signal  ran  fh)m  heaven  to  hell—  * 
About  ten  million  times  the  distance  redkon'd 

From  our  sun  to  its  earth,  as  we  can  tell 
How  much  time  it  takes  up,  even  to  a  seooBd* 

For  every  ray  that  travels  to  dumel  ,. 

The  fogs  of  London,  through  i^iloh,  dimly  biMOD  f 

The  weathercocks  aro  gilt  some  thrios  a  year. 

If  that  the  summer  is  not  too  severe. 

LVL 
I  say  that  I  can  tell — ^'twas  half  a  minute : 

I  know  the  solar  beams  take  up  more  time 
Ere,  pack'd  up  for  their  journey,  they  begin  it ; 

But  then  their  teleg^ph  is  less  suolime, 
And  if  thev  ran  a  race,  they  would  not  win  it 

'Gainst  Satan's  couriers  bound  for  tiieir  own 
The  sun  takes  up  some  years  for  every  ray 
To  reach  its  goal— the  devil  not  half  a  day. 

Lvn. 
Upon  the  verge  ^^  s<^^,  obout  the  sise 

Of  half -a  crovTTi,  c^UXXXa  «^QOt  ^'<^'^««f  \ 
(r  ve  seen  a  aome^Sivs  '^•a  "^^  'ca.  ^sJaft  ^«K» 

In  the  ifigeaxi,  wo  9.  w^is^  \  ^  -wsa:?  ^, 
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I,  growing^  bigger,  took  another  guise  ; 

ike  an  atrial  ship,  it  taok'd  and  steer'd, 

MM  steer'd  (I  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 

Jie  last  phrase^  which  makes  the  stanza  stammer  ;— 

Lvm, 
take  jTour  choice);  and  then  it  grew  a  -oioud ; 
nd  so  it  was — a  cloud  of  witnesses. 
such  a  cloud  1  No  land  e'er  saw  a  crowd 
r  kxsusts  numerous  as  the  heayens  saw  these  ; 
y  shadow'd  with  their  myriads  space ;  their  loud 
ad  varied  cries  were  like  those  of  wild  geese 
lations  may  be  liken*d  to  a  goose), 
.  realized  tiie  phrase  of  '*  hell  broke  loose." 

9  crashed  a  sturdy  oath  of  stout  John  Bull, 

'ho  danm'd  away  his  eyes  as  heretofore: 

re  Paddy  brogued  "  Bv  Jasus  ! "— "  What's  your  wull  f " 

tie  temperate  Scot  exclaim'd :  the  French  ghost  sworo 

ertain  terms  I  sha'n't  translate  in  full, 

B  the  first  coachman  will ;  and  'midst  the  war, 

voice  of  Jonathan  was  heard  to  express, 

nr  president  is  going  to  war,  I  guess." 

LZ. 
des,  there  were  the  Spaniard,  Dutch,  and  Dauo ; 
1  short,  a  universal  shoal  of  shades, 
aa  Otaheite's  isle  to  Salisbury  Plain, 
f  all  climes  and  professions,  years  and  trades, 
dy  to  swear  a^nst  the  good  king's  reign, 
itter  as  clubs  m  cards  are  against  spades : 
Bummon'd  by  this  grand  "  subpojna,"  to 
if  kings  mayn't  be  damn'd  like  me  or  you. 

LXI. 
en  Michael  saw  this  host,  he  first  grew  pale, 
.8  angels  can ;  next,  like  Italian  twilight, 
tum'd  all  colours — as  a  peacock's  tail, 
r  simset  streaming  through  a  Gothic  skylight 
K)mo  old  abbey,  or  a  trout  not  stale, 
•r  distant  lightning  on  the  horizon  &y  night, 
a  fresh  rainbow,  or  a  grand  review 
thirty  regiments  in  red,  green,  and  blue« 

LXII. 
jn  he  addi-ess'd  himself  to  Satan  :  "  Why, 
ly  good  old  friend — for  such  I  deem  you,  though 
r  different  parties  make  us  fight  so  shy, 
no'er  mistake  you  for  a  personal  foe  j 
r  difference  is  political,  and  I 
?rost  that,  whatever  may  occur  b^w, 
u  know  my  great  reapeot  for  you :  anl  this 
^68  me  regret  whatever  you  do  amiss 
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Lxm. 
"  Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  would  you  abuse 

My  call  for  witnesses  f    I  did  not  mean 
That  you  should  half  of  earth  and  hell  produce ; 

'Tis  even  superfluous,  since  two  honest,  dean. 
True  testimomes  are  enough  :  we  lose 

Our  time,  nay,  our  eternity,  between 
The  accusation  and  defence :  if  we 
Hear  both,  'twill  stretch  our  immortality." 

LXIV, 
Satan  replied,  "To  me  the  matter  is 

Indiflferent,  in  a  personal  point  of  view ! 
I  can  have  fifty  better  souls  than  this 

With  far  less  trouble  than  wo  have  gone  through 
Already ,  and  I  merely  argued  his 

Late  majesty  of  Britain s  case  with  you 
Upon  a  point  of  form  :  you  may  dispose 
Of  him ;  I've  kings  enough  below,  God  knows ! ' 

LXV. 
Thus  spoke  the  Demon  (late  call'd  "  multifaced  * 

By  multo-scribbling  Southey).     "  Then  we'll  call 
One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 

Around  our  congress,  and  dispense  with  all 
The  rest,"  quoth  Michael :  **  Who  may  be  so  mcotl 

As  to  speak  firat  ?  there's  choice  enough — who  shall 
It  be  ? "  Then  Satan  answer*d,  **  There  are  many ; 
But  you  may  choose  Jack  Wilkes  as  well  as  any." 

LXVI, 

A  merry,  cock-eyed,  curious-looking  sprite 
Upon  the  instant  started  from  the  throng, 

Dress'd  in  a  fashion  now  forgotten  quite ; 
For  all  the  feshions  of  the  flesh  stick  long 

By  people  in  the  next  world ;  where  unite 
All  the  costumes  since  Adam's  right  or  wrongs 

From  Eve's  fig-leaf  down  to  the  petticoat. 

Almost  as  scanty,  of  days  less  remote. 

LXVIx. 
The  spirit  look'd  around  upon  the  crowds        ' 

Assembled,  and  exclaim  d,  "  My  friends  of  all 
The  spheres,  we  shall  catch  cold  amongst  these  douds: 

So  let's  to  business :  why  this  ^neral  call  ? 
If  those  are  freeholders  I  see  in  shrouds. 

And  'tis  for  an  election  that  they  bawl. 
Behold  a  candidate  with  untum'd  coat !-~ 
Saint  Peter,  may  I  count  upon  your  vote  1  * 

LXvni. 
"  Sir,"  replied  Michael,  "  vou  mistake  ;  these  thingf 

Are  of  a  former  \\fe,  «iiA^\\abV.  -w^  da 
Above  is  more  a\igQa\.  \  Vi  V^^-^^^  ^^  Vov^ 

Is  the  tribvmaX  m^\.  \  »o  tmx^  ^wx>cM3r«:* 
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'.  presume  those  gentlemen  with  wins^/' 
rflkee,  "  are  cherubs ;  and  that  soul  below 
uch  like  G^rge  the  Third,  but  to  my  mind 
leal  older^Bless  me  I  is  he  blmd  ? " 


vhatyou  behold  him,  and  his  doom 
is  upon  his  deeds,"  the  Angel  said. 
have  aught  to  annnign  in  him,  the  tomb 
ioense  to  the  humblest  beggar's  head 
self  against  the  loftiest."—"  Some/' 
likes,  **  don't  wait  to  see  them  laid  in  lead 
a  liberty — and  I,  for  one, 
1  them  what  I  thought  beneath  the  sun." 

LXX. 
the  sun  repeat,  then,  what  thou  hast 
e  against  nim,"  said  the  Archangel.     "  Why,' 
«he  Spirit,  "  since  old  scores  are  past, 
turn  evidence !    In  fidth,  not  I. 
I  beat  him  hollow  at  the  last, 
Jl  his  Lords  and  Commons  :  in  the  sky 
ke  ripping  up  old  stories,  since 
uct  was  but  natural  in  a  prince. 

LXXI. 
I,  no  doubt,  and  wicked,  to  oppress 
■  unlucky  devil  without  a  shilling  ; 
I  blame  Hie  man  himself  much  less 
)ute  and  Orafton,*  and  shall  be  unwilling 
m  punish'd  here  for  their  excess, 
hey  were  both  damn'd  long  sl^o,  and  still  in 
ice  below :  for  me,  I  have  forgiven, 
I  his  '  habeas  corpus*  into  heaven." 

LXZII. 
I,"  said  the  Devil,  "  I  understand  all  this  ; 
im'd  to  half  a  courtier  ere  you  died, 
a  to  think  it  would  not  be  amiss 
w  a  whole  one  on  the  other  side 
m's  ferry ;  you  forget  that  hit 
is  concluded  ;  whatsoe'er  betide, 
;  be  sovereign  more :  you've  lost  your  labour, 
le  best  he  will  but  be  your  neighbour. 

Lxxni. 
er,  I  knew  what  to  think  of  it, 
I  beheld  you  in  your  jesting  way, 
&nd  whispering  round  about  the  spit 
Belial,  upon  duty  for  the  day, 


•  HlM  minlMtvm, 
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With  Fox's  lard  was  basting  William  Pitt^ 
IILs  pupil ;  I  knew  what  to  think,  I  sav  : 
That  fellow  even  in  hell  breeds  further  ills  ; 
I'll  have  him  ^ay^<i— 'twas  one  of  hk  own  bills. 

LXXIV. 

"Call  Junius  ! "  From  the  crowd  a  shadow  stalk 'd. 
And  at  the  name  there  was  a  geuend  squeeiie, 

S<>  that  the  very  ghosts  no  Vsoffur  wolk'd 
In  comfort,  at  their  own  aSnal  aase ; 

But  were  all  ramm'd,  and  jamm'd  (but  to  be  bolk'c^ 
As  wo  sliall  see),  and  jortled  hands  and  knees, 

Liko  wind  compress'd  and  pent  within  a  bladder. 

Or  liko  a  human  colic,  which  is  sadder. 


Tho  shadow  came — a  tall,  thin,  ffr8^-hair*d  figure^ 
That  look'd  as  it  had  been  a  sEade  on  earth ; 

Quick  in  its  motions,  with  an  air  of  vigour, 
But  nought  to  mark  its  Inreoding  or  its  birth  : 

Now  it  wax*d  little,  then  again  grew  bigger. 
With  now  an  air  of  gloom,  or  savaso  mirth ; 

But  as  you  gazed  upon  its  features,  tney 

Changed  every  instant — to  tokat,  none  could  say. ' 


Tho  more  intently  the  ghosts  gazed,  the  less 
Could  tho^  distinguish  whose  the  features  were ; 

Tho  Dovil  himself  seem'd  puzzled  even  to  guess  ; 
They  varied  like  a  dream — now  here,  now  there; 

And  several  people  swore  from  out  ttie  press. 
They  knew  him  perfectly ;  and  one  could  swear 

Ho  was  his  father :  upon  which  another 

Was  sure  ho  was  his  mother^s  cousin's  brother : 

LXXVII. 
Another  that  ho  was  a  duke,  or  knight. 

An  orator,  a  lawyer,  or  a  priest,* 
A  nabob,  a  man-midwife  :  but  the  wiglit 

Mysterious  changed  his  countenance  at  least 
As  oft  as  they  their  minds :  though  in  fiill  sight 

lie  stood,  tho  puzzle  only  was  increased ; 
The  man  was  a  phantasmagoria  in 
Himself; — ho  was  so  volatile  and  thin. 

LXXVIIL 
The  moment  that  you  had  pronounced  him  one, 

Presto  !  his  face  changecC  &i^d  he  was  another ; 
And  when  that  change  was  hardly  well  put  oo^ 

It  varied,  till  I  don't  think  his  own  mother 

*  The  vivrlouB  poBthumucM  olainuuits  to  the  honoor  of  having  been  Jnnlni.  v^"*!* 
sf>eniH  as  obFcure  aa  ever.    The  Duke  of  Grafton,  Sir  P.  Franda  Burke,  H.  T*«% 
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that  he  had  a  mother)  would  her  sou 
iave  known^  he  shifted  ao  from  one  to  t'other ; 
ffuessing  from  a  pleasure  grew  a  task^ 
&a  epistolary  "  iron  Mask." 


sometimes  he  like  Corfoerus  w.ovdd  seem — 
Three  gentlemen  at  once"  (as  sagely  says 
d  Mrs.  Malaprop) ;  then  you  might  deem 
bat  he  was  not  even  one;  now  many  rays 
"e  flftgtiing  round  him  ;  and  now  a  iJiick  steam 
id  him  from  sight— like  fogs  on  London  days  : 
'  Burke,  now  1\>oke,  he  j^rew  to  people's  fancies, 
nd  certes  often  like  Sir  jrhilip  Francns. 

LXXX. 
an  hypothesis— 'tis  quite  my  own ; 
never  let  it  out  till  now,  for  fear 
loiDff  people  harm  about  the  throno, 
nd  mjuring  some  minister  .or  peer, 
irhom  the  stigma  mi^t  perhaps  bo  blowp  ; 
.  is— my  genue  public,  lend  thine  ear ! 
that  wh^  Junius  we  are  wont  to  call 
^as  reallif,  truly,  nobody  ajt  all 

LXXXI. 
n't  see  wherefore  letters  should  not  be 
''ritten  without  hands,  suioe  we  daily  view 
m  written  without  heads ;  and  books,  we  see, 
re  fill'd  as  well  without  the  latter  too : 
L  reaUy  till  we  fix  on  somebody 
or  certain  sure  to  daim  them  as  his  due, 
ir  author,  like  the  Niger^s  mouth,  will  bother 
world  to  say  if  t/iere  be  mouth  or  author. 

LXXXII. 
ttd  who  and  what  art  thou  ? "  the  Archangel  said. 
For  that  you  may  consult  my  title-page,* 
lied  this  mighty  shadow  of  a  shade  : 
If  I  have  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 
uce  shall  tell  it  now."    "  Canst  thou  upbraid," 
ontinued  Michael,  "  George  Bex,  or  allege 
:ht further?"    Junius answer'd,  "  You &d better 
t  ask  him  for  his  answer  to  my  letter. " 

LXXXIU. 

V  chaises  upon  record  will  outlast 

be  brass  of  both  his  epitaph  and  tomb." 

spent'st  thou  not,"  said  Michael,  ''of  some  past 

xaggeration  ?  something  which  may  doom 

self  if  false,  as  him  if  true?    Thou  wast 

30  bitter — ia  it  not  so  i — in  thy  gloom 

^aasion  ?**—" Passion  I "  cried  the  phantona  dim 

tred  my  country  and  I  bated  him." 
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LXXZIY. 

**  What  I  ham  written,  I  have  written :  let 
The  rest  be  on  his  head  <nr  mine!"    So  spoke 

Old  "  Nominis  Umbra ;"  and  while  spw^idug  yet, 
Awav  he  melted  fai  oelestial  smoke. 

Then  &itan  said  to  Michael,  ''I>on*t  forget 
To  call  Georee  Washington,  and  John  Hone  Tooka 

And  Franklin  p'— but  at  this  time  there  was  heard 

A  ory  for  room,  though  not  a  phantom  stlrr'd. 

ULXXY. 

At  length,  with  jostling,  elbowing,  and  the  aid 

Of  cnerubim  appointed  to  that  post. 
The  devil  Asmodeus  to  the  drde  made 

His  way,  and  look'd  as  if  his  journey  cost 
Some  trouble.    When  his  burden  down  he  laid, 

"  What's  this  ? "  cried  Michael ;  "  why,  'tis  not  a  ghoiti 
"  I  know  it.,'*  quoth  the  incubus ;  '*  but  he 
Shall  be  one,  if  you  leave  the  a£E^  to  me. 

LXZXVI. 

*'  Confound  thu  renegade !    I  have  sprain'd 
My  left  wing,  he's  so  heavy ;  one  would  think 

Some  of  his  works  about  his  neck  were  ehain'd. 
But  to  the  point :  while  hovering  o'er  the  brink 

Of  Skiddaw  (where  as  usual  it  still  rain'd), 
I  saw  a  taper,  far  below  me,  wink. 

And  stoopin|^,  caught  this  fellow  at  a  libel^   . 

No  less  on  history  than  the  Holy  Bible. 

LXXXVU. 
"The  former  is  the  devil's  scripture,  and 

The  latter  yours,  good  Michael ;  so  the  affiiir 
Belongs  to  all  of  us,  jou.  understand. 

I  snatoh'd  him  up  just  as  you  see  1dm  there, 
And  brought  him  oflT  for  sentence  out  of  hand : 

I've  scarcely  been  ten  minutes  in  the  air-- 
A.t  least  a  quarter  it  can  hardly  be : 
I  dare  say  that  his  wife  is  still  at  tea." 

UEXxvni. 
Here  Satan  said,  "  I  know  this  man  of  old, 

And  have  expected  him  for  some  time  hers ; 
A  sillier  fellow  you  will  scarce  behold. 

Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere : 
But  surely  it  was  not  worth  while  to  fold 

Such  trash  below  your  wing,  Asmodeus  dear : 
We  had  the  poor  wreteh  safe  (without  being  bored 
With  carriage)  coming  of  his  own  accord. 

rTTTTT, 

**  But  dncQ  Wa  here,  let's  see  what  he  has  donOi* 
"Doiie\**  cnedi  KsoiQdLe»&a,^^\i<bw^tkAiQiatos 

llEie  very  buaVnoaa  yoxi  «c^  Tism  ^OL^m, 

And  BcribUea  aa  \i  ^M»A  <iVrft\»  ^i^^%^»* 
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Jho  knows  to  what  his  ribaldty  may  run. 
When  such  an  ass  as  this,  like  Balaam's,  prates  V 
Let's  hear,"  quoth  Michael,  "  what  he  has  to  say  ; 
ou  know  we're  bound  to  that  in  every  way." 

xc. 
ow  the  bard,  glad  to  get  an  aud/ence,  which 
By  no  means  often  was  his  case  below, 
mxk  to  cough,  and  hawk,  and  hem,  and  pitch 
His  voice  into  that  awful  note  of  woe 
o  all  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 
Cf  poets  when  the  tide  of  rhyme 's  in  flow ; 
Ut  stuck  fiE^t  with  his  first  hexameter, 
'ot  one  of  all  whose  gouty  feet  would  stir. 

xci. 
lut  ere  the  spavin'd  dactyls  could  be  spurr'd 
Ibkto  recitative,  in  great  dismay, 
!oth  cherubim  and  seraphim  were  heard 
To  murmur  loudly  through  their  long  array ; 
tnd  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  get  a  word 
Of  all  his  founder'd  verses  under  way, 
Lnd  cried,  "  For  God's  sake,  stop,  my  friend ;  'twere  best- 
(on  Di,  non  Aomt»a^— you  know  the  rest." 

xcn. 
L  general  bustle  spread  throughout  the  throng. 

Which  seem'd  to  hold  all  verse  in  detestation  ; 
!%e  angels  had  of  course  enough  of  song 

When  upon  service ;  and  the  generation 
)f  ghosts  had  heard  too  much  in  life,  not  long 

Before,  to  profit  by  a  new  occasion  : 
lie  monarch,  mute  till  then,  exclaim'd,  "  What !  what ! 
^y«*  come  again !    IJo  more — ^no  more  of  that  I" 

xoni. 
rhe  tumult  grew ;  a  universal  cough 

Convulsed  the  skies,  as  during  a  debate, 
IVben  CasUereagh  has  been  up  long  enough 

(Before  he  was  first  minister  of  state, 
\  mean — the  tlaves  hear  now) ;  some  cried  "  Off,  ofi  !** 

As  at  a  farce  ;  till,  grown  quite  desperate, 
Pbe  bard  Saint  Peter  pray'd  to  interpose 
Himself  an  author}  only  for  his  prose. 

XOIV. 

rhe  varlet  was  not  an  ill-fevoui'd  knave ; 

A  good  deal  like  a  vulture  in  the  face, 
V^ith  a  hook  nose  and  a  hawk's  eye,  wluch  gave 

A  smart  and  sharper-looking  sort  of  grace 

«••  tlM  TUnl's  To9t  Duumte;  owiaiiOy  the  nuMMi  Uui*  W«  t«oAt«\  V^ 
*dmaiiBtMndtb0  butt  at  wine. 
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To  his  whole  aspect^  which,  thonigh  rather  graTe, 

Was  by  no  means  so  ngly  as  his  case ; 
But  that  indeed  was  hopeless  as  can  be 
Quite  a  poetic  Colony  "  de  m," 

XOV. 

Then  Michael  blew  his  tramp,  and  still'd  the  noise 
With  one  still  greater,  as  is  yet  the  mode 

On  earth  besides ;  except  some  grambling  Toioe. 
Which  now  and  then  win  make  a  slight  inroad 

Upon  decorous  silence,  few  will  twice 
Lift  up  their  longs  when  ftirly  overorow'd ; 

And  now  the  bard  coold  plead  his  own  bod  canae, 

With  all  the  attitudes  of  self-nppls 


XCVI. 

He  said — (I only  give  the  heads)— he  said^ 
He  meant  no  harm  in  soribblm^ ;  'twas  his  iray 

Upon  all  topics ;  'twas,  besides,  his  bread. 
Of  which  he  battered  both  sides ;  'twonld  delay 

Too  long  the  assembly  (he  was  pleased  to  dread), 
And  take  up  rather  more  time  than  a  day. 

To  name  his  works — he  would  but  dto  a  few — 

"  Wat  Tyler"—"  Rhymes  on  Blenheim"—"  Waterloo. ' 

xcvn. 
He  had  written  praises  of  a  rencide ; 

Ho  had  written  praises  of  all  kings  whaterer ; 
He  had  written  for  republics  fiir  and  wide. 

And  then  against  them  bitterer  than  ever ; 
For  pantisocracy  he  once  had  cried 

Aloud,  a  scheme  less  moral  than  'twas  dever ; 
Then  grew  a  hearty  anti-iacobin — 
Had  tum*d  his  coat — and  would  have  turn*d  his  skin. 


He  had  sung  against  all  battles,  and  again 
In  their  high  praise  and  glory ;  he  had  call'd 

Reviewing  "  the  ungentle  craft,"  and  then* 
Become  as  base  a  critic  as  e'er  crawl'd — 

Fed,  paid,  and  pamper'd  by  the  very  men 
By  whom  his  muse  and  morals  had  been  maul'd ; 

He  had  written  much  blank  verse,  and  blanker  prose. 

And  more  of  both  than  anybody  knows* 

XdZ. 
Ho  had  written  Wesley's  life ; — ^here  turning  round 

To  Satan,  "Sir,  I'm  ready  to  write  yours, 
In  two  octavo  volumes,  nicely  bound, 

With  notes  and  pre^ce,  aU  that  most  alliues 

•  See  "  Life  of  Henzy  Eirke  WUU** 
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The  piouf  ^tircliaser ;  and  there's  no  ground 

For  fe»«r,  for  I  can  choose  my  own  reviewers : 
Bo  let  me  have  the  proper  documents. 
That  I  may  add  you  to  my  other  saints." 

0. 
Satan  bow'd,  and  was  silent.     **  Well,  if  you. 

With  amiable  modesty,  decline 
Myofifer,  what  says  Michael  ?    There  are  few 

Whose  memoirs  could  be  rendered  more  divine. 
Aline  is  a  pen-of-aU-work :  not  so  now 

As  it  was  once,  but  I  would  make  you  shine 
Like  your  ovm  trumpet.  By  the  way,  my  own 
lias  more  of  brass  in  it,  and  is  as  well  blown. 

CI. 

"  But  talking  about  trumpets,  here's  my  Vision ! 

Now  3rou  wall  judge,  all  peiople ;  yes,  you  shall 
Judge  with  my  juagment,  and  oy  my  decision 

Be  ffuided  who  shall  enter  heaven  or  fall. 
I  sett^  all  these  things  by  intuition. 

Times  present,  past,  to  come,  heaven,  hell,  and  all, 
Like  king  Alfonso.*    When  I  thus  see  double, 
1  save  the  Deity  some  worlds  of  trouble." 

on. 
He  ceased,  and  drew  forth  an  MS. ;  and  no 

Persuasion  on  the  part  of  devils,  or  saints. 
Or  angels,  now  could  stop  the  torrent ;  so 

He  reaa  the  first  three  lines  of  the  contents  ; 
But  at  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  show 

Had  vanished,  with  variety  of  scents. 
Ambrosial  and  sulphureous,  as  they  sprang, 
like  lightning,  off  from  his  ''melodious  twang,  "f 

oni. 
Those  grand  heroics  acted  as  a  spell ; 

The  angels  stopp'd  their  ears  and  plied  thoir  pinions  ; 
The  devils  ran  howling,  deafened,  down  to  hell ; 

The  ghosts  fled,  gibbering,  for  their  own  dominions — 
(For  'tis  not  yet  decided  where  they  dwell, 

And  I  leave  every  man  to  his  opinions) ; 
Michael  took  refuge  in  his  trump— but,  lo  ! 
His  teeth  were  set  on  edge,  he  could  not  blow  I 

CIV. 

Saint  Peter,  who  has  hitherto  been  known 

For  an  impetuous  saint,  upraised  his  keys. 
And  at  the  fifth  line  knock'a  the  poet  down ; 

Who  fell  like  Phaeton,  but  more  at  ease, 

^  iXkamo,  making  of  the  PMemMm  syBtem,  said,  that,  "  had  he  been  consulted  at 
•  ciwtlMi  of  the  woxld,  he  woold  have  ipured  the  Maker  some  abcnrdities." 
\  lee  Aahrey*!  •oeoimt  of  the  apparition  which  disappeared  "  with  a  curious  perfume 
il »  mMt  mtHodiont  twang ;"  or  see  the  Anttguaiy,  toI.  i.  p.  835. 
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Into  his  lako,  for  there  he  did  not  drown ; 
A  difTerent  wob  homg  by  the  Destmios 
Woven  for  the  Laureate*s  final  wreath,  whene'er 
Reform  shall  happen  either  hero  or  there. 

bv. 

He  first  sank  to  the  bottom— like  his  works. 
But  soon  rose  to  the  surface — like  himself;  ' 

For  all  conuptod  things  are  buoy*d  like  corlu. 
By  their  own  rottenness,  light  as  an  elf. 

Or  wisp  that  fiits  o'er  a  morass ;  he  lurks. 
It  may  bo,  still,  like  dull  books  on  a  shelf. 

In  his  own  den,  to  scrawl  some  "  Life"  or  "  Vision,* 

As  Wolbom  says — **  the  devil  tum'd  precisian.". 

ovi. 
As  for  the  rest,  to  oome  to  the  conclusion 

Of  this  true  dream,  the  telescope  is  ffone 
Which  kept  my  optics  firee  from  all  delusion. 

And  show'd  me  what  I  ii<  my  turn  have  £^own ; 
All  I  saw  fiurther,  in  the  last  confusion. 

Was,  that  Kmg  Geoi^e  slipp'd  into  heaven  for  one ; 
And  when  the  tumult  dwindled  to  a  calm, 
I  lofl  him  practising  the  hundredth  psalm. 

•  ▲  dzowMd  bodjr  llw  at  the  bottom  till  rotten ;  it  then  floati,  m  mott  peoflekti 


HEAVEN   AND   EARTH: 

FOUNDED  ON  THE  FOLLOWING  PASSAGE  IN  GENESIS^ 

CHAP.  VI. 

'  An.1  it  oune  to  paM ....  that  the  mob  of  God  saw  the  dAoghten  of  men  tuit  thei 
n  bfcix ;  auU  they  took  them  wivee  of  all  which  they  chooe." 


"  And  woman  walling  for  her  demcn  loyer."'-0o2erli^ 


IBnimatm  lletsonsr* 

ANGELS. 

Sauiasa,  Azazibl,  Raphasl,  the  ArchangeL 

MEN. 

Noah  and  his  Sons— Irad  and  Japhbt. 

WOMEN. 

Anah.  I        Aholibahab. 

Chorus  of  Spirits  of  the  Earth— Chorus  of  Mortals. 


PART  I.— SCENE  I. 

A  woody  and  mourUainous  district  near  Mount  Ararat. 

Time,  Midnight, 

Enter  Anah  and  Aholibamah. 

Anah,  Our  father  sleeps :  it  is  the  hour  when  they 
Who  love  lis  are  accustoni'd  to  descend 
Through  the  deep  clouds  o'er  rocky  Ararat : 
Uow  my  heart  beats ! 

Aho.  Let  us  proceed  upon 

Cm*  inyooation. 

AnaJi,  But  the  stars  are  hidden. 

I  tremble. 

Aho,  So  do  I,  but  not  with  fear 

Of  aught  save  their  delay. 

Anah.  VLy  sister,  though 

I  love  Azasiel  more  than— oh,  too  much !— ^ 
What  was  I  going  to  say  ?  my  heart  grows  impious. 

Aho,  And  where  is  the  impiety  of  loving 
Celestial  natures ! 

Anak,  But,  Aholibamah^ 

I  love  oar  Grod  less  since  His  angel  loved  me : 
Tlu8  cannot  be  of  good ;  and  though  I  know  not     ' 
2i 
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That  I  do  wrong,  I  feel  a  thousand  fears 
Which  are  not  ominous  of  right. 

AIu>.  Then  wed  theo 

Unto  some  son  of  clay,  and  toil  and  spin  ! 
There's  Japhet  loves  thee  well,  hath  k>yed  thee  long ; 
Marry,  and  bring  forth  dust  1 

A  nah.  I  should  have  lored 

Azaziel  not  less  were  he  mortal ;  yet 
I  am  glad  he  is  not.    I  can  not  outlive  him. 
And  when  I  think  that  his  immortal  wings 
Will  one  day  hover  o'er  the  sepulchre 
Of  the  poor  child  of  clay  which  so  adored  him, 
As  he  adores  the  Highest,  death  becomes 
Less  terrible:  but  yet  I  pity  him  ; 
His  grief  will  be  of  ages,  or  at  least 
Mine  would  be  such  for  him,  were  I  the  Seraph, 
And  he  the  perishable. 

Ah4>.  Rather  say. 

That  he  will  single  forth  some  other  daughter 
Of  Earth,  and  love  her  as  he  once  loved  Anah. 

Anah.  And  if  it  should  be  so,  and  she  loved  hiffi; 
Bettor  thus  than  that  he  should  weep  for  me. 

A  ho.  If  I  thought  thus  of  Samiasa's  love, 
All  Seraph  as  he  is,  I'd  spurn  him  from  me.—* 
But  to  our  invocation  !  'Tis  the  hour. 
Anah.  Seraph ! 

From  thy  sphere ! 
Whatever  star  contain  thy  glory ; 
In  the  eternal  depths  of  heaven 
Albeit  thou  watchest  with  "the  seven,"* 
Though  through  space  infinite  and  hoary 
Before  thy  bright  wings  worlds  bo  driven, 
Yet  heair  1 
Oh !  think  of  her  who  holds  thee  dear  I 

And  though  she  nothing  is  to  thee^ 
Yet  think  that  thou  art  ail  to  her. 
Thou  canst  not  toll — and  never  be 
Such  pangs  decreed  to  aught  save  md~ 
The  bitterness  of  teara. 
Eternity  is  in  thine  years. 
Unborn,  undying  beauty  in  thine  eyes ; 
With  me  thou  canst  not  sympathize. 
Except  in  love,  and  there  thou  must 
Acknowledge  that  more  loving  dust 
No'er  wept  beneath  the  skies. 
Thou  walk'st  thy  many  worlds,  thou  see'ifc 

The  face  of  Him  who  made  thee  great, 
As  He  hath  made  me  of  the  least 
Of  those  cast  out  fix>m  Edon's  gate : 
Yet,  Seraph  dear  f 
Oh  hear ! 
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thou  hast  loyed  me^  and  I  would  not  die 
^ntil  I  know,  what  I  must  die  in  knowing, 
kt  thou  fofgett'st  in  thine  eternity 
ier  whose  heart  death  could  not  keep  from  o'erflowing 
or  thee,  immortal  essence  as  thou  art  1 
at  is  their  love  who  love  in  sin  and  fear ; 
jid  such,  I  feel,  are  waging  in  my  heart 
rar  unworthy :  to  an  Adamite 
give,  my  Seraph  i  that  such  thoughts  appear^ 
For  sorrow  is  our  dement ; 
Delight 
An  Eden  k^t  a&r  from  Eoght, 

Thouffh  sometimes  with  our  visions  blent. 
The  hour  is  near 
Which  tells  me  we  are  not  abandon'd  quite— 
Appear!  appear! 
Seraph! 
My  own  Asasiel !  bo  but  here. 
And  leave  the  stars  to  their  own  light. 
[ho,  Samiasa ! 

W^joresoo'er 
Thon  rulest  in  the  upper  air — 
Or  warring  with  the  spirits  who  may  dare 
Dispute  with  Bum 
Who  made  iJl  empires,  empire  ;  or  recalling 
ome  wandering  star,  which  shoots  through  the  abyss, 
Whose  tenants  dying,  while  their  world  is  falling, 
hare  the  dim  destiny  of  clay  in  this  ; 
Or  joining  with  the  inferior  cherubim. 
Thou  deignest  to  partake  their  hymn— 
Samiasa! 
call  thee,  I  await  thee,  and  I  love  thee. 
Many  may  worship  thee,  that  will  I  not : 
f  that  thy  spirit  down  to  mine  may  move  thee. 
Descend  and  share  my  lot ! 
Though  I  be  form'd  of  clay. 

And  thou  of  beai^s 
More  bright  than  those  of  day 
On  Eden's  streams, 
Tiine  immortality  can  not  repay 
With  love  more  warm  than  mme, 
fy  love.    There  is  a  ray 
In  me,  which,  though  forbidden  yet  to  shine;, 
I  feel  was  lii^hted  at  thy  God's  and  thine. 
t  may  be  hidden  long :  death  and  decay 
Our  mother  Eve  bequeath'd  us— but  my  heart 
>efies  it :  though  this  life  must  pass  away. 
Is  that  a  cause  for  thee  and  me  to  part  ? 
^ou  art  immortal — so  am  I :  I  feel — 

I  feel  my  immortality  o'ersweep 
ill  pains,  all  tears,  all  time,  all  fears,  and  peal, 

Ijike  the  eternal  thunders  of  the  deep, 
iito  my  ears  this  truth—"  Thou  liv'st  for  eY»'  ' 
but  if  it  be  in  joy 

2x2 
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I  know  not,  nor  would  know ; 
Tkat  Kcret  reau  with  the  Almigfatv  Giver, 
Who  fulds  in  clouds  the  fonts  of  bliss  and  woe. 
Bat  thee  and  me  He  never  can  destroy: 
Change  us  He  may,  but  not  o*orwhelm ;  we  are 
O*  .IS  ttemal  essence,  and  must  war 
With  Him  if  He  will  war  with  us  :  with  ikee 

I  cnn  share  all  things,  even  immortal  sorrow ; 
|\  r  :hoa  bast  ventured  to  share  life  with  tM, 
A:  '.  $1..)^1  J  rhrink  from  ihine  eternity? 
V  c- !  ibvujh  the  serpent's  sting  should  pierce  me  thorong^ 
A:.  1  ihou'thyMlf  wert  like  the  serpent^  ooil 
Arouir^i  me  fiill !  and  I  will  smile. 
.\r.J  curse  thee  not ;  but  hold 
Thee  in  as  xrarm  a  fold 

As But  descend,  and  proTO 

A  s:.ruV.'s  love 
r  r  :ji  :T::n;:-rjiL    If  the  skies  contain 
!k-:rf  ;:y  :han  ihon  canst  give  and  take^  remain ! 

A 1.  'r C  Sister !  sister!  I  view  them  winging 
Z':-^  r  b:L-:  way  through  the  ported  night. 

Ai...  '^'li  cl.'iis  from  off  their  pinions  flinging, 
A*  li-.-'-j^i  t-ey  bcre  to-morrow's  li^t. 
_i   £>.r  B-:  If  oTa-  £iither  see  the  su^ht ! 
.•: ' .    He  wculi  rut  deem  it  was  the  moon 
Ni>.:.^  j.:o  Rse  sorcerer's  tune 
A:  i-r^uruv  *.»a. 
_{ « c'u  Tbev  oome!  kg  comes ! — ^Axasiel  1 
jlL..  Haste 

T.  t:  <*:  ib«ca  !  Oh,  for  wings  to  bear 
^  t  Si.  J-.:.  'm'l.Cit  liey  hover  there^ 
7.  >.~.u.sfc"*  b«uis:'! 
.-:  I .:  *.   1.-    ilfv  hive  kindled  all  th3  west, 

xT  Ari~-.:'*  '.kte  atcre:  crast 
\  -. . ;.  5»:.i  z:.-.ry-o,-'.-::r\i  bow, 
*  :  .■  -\-r.  T.sc:  cf  'liiir  f  ishinir  path, 
>  .  »  s.'.  ::«  .  aai  a,-x.  behxl !  it  hath 


:  ...  ;".  <  !i^^ :iti.-.-  hiib  lash'd 
:  :  s  u:  ■.;:h^z:i::e  hjrne, 
■  s:«.v:.-  jT  vT.  lie  r'i.'*  »:f  the  calm  deep, 
.  *x:..«  s^-«.  ~  .\:^i'r  he  -v^i^i  hath  dash'd 

.I^^.  :o  where  the  voean's  fountains  sleep. 
.     *  If  T  hAve  :ouv-*d  eanh  !— Samiasa ! 
^•i.'^  ily  Azaxiell 
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SCENE   II. 
Enter  Ibad  and  JArnET. 

Jrad.  Despond  not :  wherefore  wilt  thou  wande.  tLui 
To  add  thy  nlence  to  the  silent  night, 
Aad  lift  thy  tearful  eye  utwto  the  stars? 
They  cannot  aid  thee. 

Japh.  But  they  soothe  me— now 

Perhaps  she  looks  upon  them  as  I  look. 
Methinks  a  being  that  is  beautiful 
Be<M>meth  more  so  as  it  looks  on  beauty. 
The  eternal  beauty  of  undying  things. 
Oh,  Anah ! 

Irad.  But  she  loves  thee  not. 

Japh,  Alas ! 

Irad.  And  proud  Aholibamah  spurns  me  also. 

Japh,  I  feel  for  thee  too. 
•  Irad,  Let  her  keep  her  pride. 

Mine  hath  enabled  me  to  bear  her  scorn  : 
It  may  be,  time  too  will  avenge  it. 

Ja/>h.  Canst  thou 

Find  joy  in  sucb  a  thought ! 

Irad.  Nor  joy,  nor  son*ow, 

I  loved  her  well ;  I  would  have  loved  her  better. 
Had  love  been  niet  with  love ;  as  'tis,  1  leavo  hor 
To  brighter  destinies,  if  so  she  deems  them. 

JapK,  Whatdestii^! 

Irad,  I  have  some  cause  to  think 

She  lovos  anot}.er. 
Japh,  Anah ! 

Irad,  No;  her  sister, 

Japh,  What  other? 
Irad.  That  I  know  not ;  but  hor  air, 

II  not  her  words,  tells  me  she  loves  another. 
Japh,  Ay,  but  not  Anah ;  she  but  loves  her  God, 
Irad,  "Whatever  she  loveth,  so  she  loves  thee  not. 

What  can  it  profit  thee  t 

Japh,  True,  nothing ;  but 

I  love. 

Irad,  And  so  did  I. 

Japh.  And  now  thou  lov'st  not, 

Or  think'st  thou  lov'st  not,  art  thou  happier  ? 

Jrad,  Ye.% 

Japh,  I  pity  thee. 

Irad,  Me !    Why  ? 

Ja^h,  For  being  happy, 

|>epnvod  of  that  which  makes  my  misery. 

Jrad,,  I  take  thy  taunt  as  part  oi  thy  distemper. 
And  would  not  feel  as  thou  dost,  for  more  shekels 
Than  all  our  fiither's  herds  would  bring  if  weighed 
Against  the  metal  of  the  sons  of  Cain — 
The  yellow  dust  they  try  to  barter  with  us. 
Am  if  such  useless  and  discolour'd  trash. 
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Tho  refuse  of  the  earth,  could  be  received 
for  milk,  and  wool,  and  flesh,  and  fruits,  and  all 
Our  flocks  and  wilderness  afford. — Go,  Japhet, 
Sigh  to  the  stars,  as  wolves  howl  to  the  moon— 
I  n  ust  back  to  my  rest. 

japh.  And  so  wooid  1, 

If  I  could  rest. 

Irad,  Thou  wilt  not  to  our  touts  th«Bf 

Japh.  No,  Irad  ;  I  will  to  the  cavern,  whose 
Mouth,  they  say,  opens  from  the  intetmal  world| 
To  let  the  inner  spirits  of  the  earth 
Forth  when  they  walk  its  snrfRce. 

Irad,  Wh6r«forB«ot 

What  wouldst  thou  there  ?  , 

Japh.  Soothe  fiirtlrar  my  sad  ipint 

With  gloom  as  sad  :  it  is  a  hopeless  spot. 
And  I  am  hopeless. 

Irad.  But  'tis  dangerotn  ; 

Strange  sounds  and  sights  have  peopled  it  with  terron: 
I  must  go  with  thee. 

Janh.  Irad,  no ;  believe  me 

I  feci  no  evil  thought,  and  fear  no  evil. 

Irad.  But  evil  things  will  be  thy  foe  the  moi^ 
As  not  being  of  them  :  turn  thy  steps  aside, 
Or  let  mine  be  with  thine. 

Japh,  No :  neithek-,  Irad ; 

I  must  proceed  alone. 

Irad,  Then  peace  be  witti  thee  1 

Ja'ph,  {sohts).  Peaco !    I.  have  sought  it  where  it  shoaW  K' 
foimd. 
In  love— with  love,  too,  which  perhaps  deserved  it ; 
And  in  its  stead,  a  heaviness  of  heart — 
A  weakness  of  the  spirit — listless  days. 
And  nights  inexorable  to  sweet  slec^)— 
Have  come  upon  me.    Peace  !  what  peace  ?  tiie  oaliB 
Of  desolation,  and  the  stillness  of 
The  untrodden  forest,  only  broken  by 
The  sweeping  tempest  through  its  groaning  bougbs ! 
Such  is  the  sullen  or  the  fitflS  state 
Of  my  mind  overworn.     The  earth  *8  grown  widce<l| 
And  many  signs  and  poi'tents  hav«  prockum'd 
A  change  at  hand,  and  an  o  erwhelming  doom 
To  perishable  beings.     Oh,  my  Anah  ! 
When  the  dread  hour  denounced  shall  open  wide 
'J 'he  fountains  of  the  deep,  how  mightest  thou 
Have  lain  within  this  bosom,  folded  from 
The  elements — this  bosom,  which  in  vain 
Hath  beat  for  thee,  and  then  will  beat  more  "naSjt 

While  thine 0  God  1  at  least  remit  to  her 

Thy  wrath  \  for  b\i©  ia  ^mt^  amidst  the  failing. 
As  a  star  in  tVio  c\o\x^,  -w'Vsaj^  onxca^^.  qjqsq^^ 
Although  they  obacvvr©  \^  fet  wQ.\Msva.   'ft:^  ksai^X 
How  would  l\iav©  ft.doT^\>CL^,>0K&VJJ^«^'«'*^**»'»*'^ 
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And  still  would  I  redeem  thee — see  thee  live 
When  Ocean  is  Earth's  ffrave,  and,  tmopposed 
By  rock  or  shallow,  the  leviattian. 
Lord  of  the  shoreless  sea  and  waters  world. 
Shall  wonder  at  his  boundlessness  of  reeJm. 

[Exit  Japhet. 

JBnler  Noah  and  ShbIi  . 

Noah,  Where  is  thy  brother  Japhet ! 

Shem,  Ho  weat  forth. 

According  to  his  wont,  to  meet  with  Trad, 
He  said  ;  but,  as  I  fear,  to  bend  his  steps 
Towards  Anah's  tents,  round  which  he  hovers  nightly. 
Like  a  dove  round  and  round  its  pillagdd  nest ; 
Or  else  he  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  caVehi 
Which  opens  to  the  heart  of  Ararat. 

Noah,  What  doth  he  there  ?    It  is  an  evil  spot. 
Upon  an  earth  all  evil ;  for  things  worse 
Than  even  wicked  men  resort  there  :  he 
Still  loves  this  daughter  of  a  &ted  race. 
Although  he  could  not  wed  her  if  she  loved  him, 
And  that  she  doth  not.    Oh,  the  unhappy  hearts 
Of  men  1  that  one  of  my  blood,  knowing  weU 
The  destiny,  and  evil  of  these  days. 
And  that  the  hour  approacheth,  should  indtilge 
In  such  forbidden  yearnings  1    Lead  the  way ; 
He  must  be  sought  for  1 

Shem.  Go  not  forward,  &ther ; 

I  will  seek  Japhet. 

Noah.  Do  not  fear  for  me : 

All  evil  things  are  powerless  on  the  man 
Selected  bv  Jehovah. — Let  us  on. 

Shem.    To  the  tents  of  the  father  of  the  sisters  ? 

Noah,    No ;  to  the  cavern  of  the  Caucascus. 

[ExeutU  Noah  and  She 

SCENE  III. 

The  moufUains.'—A  cavern,  and  the  rocks  qf 
Caucasus. 

Japh.  (solus).  Yo  wilds,  that  look  eternal !  and  thou  cave, 
Which  seem'st  unfathomable  !  and  ye  mountains. 
So  varied  and  so  terrible  in  beauty  1 
Here,  in  your  rugged  majesty  of  rocks. 
And  toppling  trees  that  twine  their  roots  with  stone 
In  perpendicular  places,  where  the  foot 
Of  man  would  tremble,  could  he  reach  them— yes. 
Ye  look  eternal  1     Yet,  in  a  few  days. 
Perhaps  oven  hours,  ye  will- be  changed,  rent,  hurl'd 
Before  the  mass  of  waters  ;  and  yon  cave. 
Which  seems  to  load  into  a  lower  world, 
BhaU  have  its  depths  searched  by  the  sweepins  WOV^ 
And  dolphins  gambol  in  tbo  Jlon's  Oon  I 
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And  man — Oh,  men  1  my  fellow  beings  !    Who 

Shall  weep  above  your  universal  grave, 

Save  I  ?     Who  shall  be  left  to  weep  ?— My  Idnsmi:!, 

Alas  )  what  am  I  better  than  ye  aro. 

That  I  must  live  beyond  ye  ?    Where  shall  be 

The  pleasant  places  where  I  thought  of  Anah 

While  I  had  hope ;  or  the  more  savage  haunts, 

Scarce  less  beloved,  where  I  des^r'd  for  her  1 

And  can  it  be  ? — Shall  yon  ezulUug  peak. 

Whose  flittering  top  is  like  a  distant  star. 

Lie  low  oeneath  the  boiling  of  the  deep. 

No  more  to  have  the  morning  sun  break  forth. 

And  scatter  back  the  mists  in  floating  folds 

l«Vom  its  tremendous  brow  ?  no  more  to  have 

Day's  broad  orb  drop  behind  its  head  at  even, 

Leaving  it  with  a  crown  of  many  hues  ? 

No  more  to  be  the  beacon  of  the  worlds 

For  angels  to  alight  on,  as  the  spot 

Nearest  the  stars  ?    And  can  those  words  "no  mort'' 

Be  meant  for  thee,  for  all  things,  save  for  us. 

And  the  predestined  creeping  things  reserved 

Bv  my  sire,  to  JehovahV  bidding  ?    May 

Me  preserve  them,  and  I  not  have  the  power 

To  snatch  the  loveliest  of  earth's  daughters  from 

A  doom  which  even  some  serpent,  with  his  mate, 

Shall  'scape,  to  save  his  kind  to  be  prolong'd. 

To  hiss  and  sting  through  some  emerging  world, 

Reeking  and  dank  fix)m  out  the  slime,  whoso  ooza 

Shall  slumber  o*er  the  wreck  of  this  until 

The  salt  morass  subside  into  a  sphere 

Beneath  the  sun,  and  be  the  monument. 

The  sole  and  imdistinguish'd  sepulchre. 

Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life  ?    How  much 

Breath  will  be  still'd  at  once !    All-beauteous  world ! 

So  young,  so  marked  out  for  destruction,  I 

With  a  cleft  hecu-t  look  on  thee  day  by  day, 

And  night  by  night,  thy  numbei^'d  days  and  nights : 

I  cannot  save  thee,  cannot  save  even  her 

Whose  love  had  made  me  love  thee  more ;  but  as 

A  portion  of  thy  dust,  I  cannot  think 

Upon  thy  coming  doom  without  a  feeling 

Such  as — Oh  God  1  and  canst  Thou Nepantit, 

A  rushing  sound  from  the  cavern  is  hiard,  *" 
shouts  of  laughter— afterwards  a  Spirit  pflU''- 

Japh,  In  the  name 

Of  the  Most  High,  what  art  thou  ? 
Spirit  Uaughs).  Ha  !  ha !  ha  J 

Jajih.  Dj  all  that  earth  holds  holiest,  speak ! 
Spirit  (laughs).  ,  Ha !  ha  f 

Japh.  By  the  approaching  deluge  !  by  tiie  earth 
Which  will  be  straugled  by  the  ocean  1  by 
The  deep  which.  w\\\  \a.7  o^en.  ^JWisst  io^^^ssasa^^ 
The  heaven  wMoki  \9Vlll  ooTXNert.Vw  ^qevx^Xa  ^" 
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And  the  Omnipotent  who  makes  and  crushes  1 
Thou  unknown,  terrible,  and  indistinct. 
Tet  awful  Thing  of  Shadows,  speak  to  mo  ! 
Why  dost  thou  laugh  that  horrid  laugh  ? 
Spirit  Why  weej/Bt  thou  ? 

Japh.  For  earth  and  all  her  children. 
Spirit,  Ha  1  ha  !  ha  I 

[Spirit  vanishes. 
Japh.  How  the  fiend  mocks  the  tortures  of  a  world, 
The  coming  desolation  of  an  orb, 
On  which  the  sun  shall  rise  and  warm  no  life  ! 
How  the  earth  sleeps  1  and  all  that  in  it  is 
Sleep  too  upon  the  very  eve  of  death  ! 
Why  should  they  wake  to  meet  it  t    What  is  here, 
Which  looks  like  death  in  life,  and  speak  like  things 
Bom  ere  this  dying  world  ?  They  come  like  clouds ! 

[Variout  Spirits  pass  from  the  cavern 
SpiriL  Bejoice ! 

The  abhorred  race 
Which  could  not  keep  in  Eden  theu*  high  place. 
But  listened  to  the  voice 
Of  knowledg^e  without  power. 
Are  nigh  the  hour 
Of  death ! 
Not  slow,  not  single,  not  by  sword,  nor  sorrow, 

Nor  years,  nor  heart-break,  nor  time's  sapping  motioa. 
Shall  they  drop  off.    Behold  their  last  to-morrow ! 
Earth  shall  be  ocean  1 
And  no  breath. 
Save  of  the  winds,  be  on  the  unbounded  wave ! 

Angels  shall  tire  their  wings,  but  find  no  spot : 
Not  oven  a  rock  from  out  the  liquid  grave 

Shall  lift  its  point  to  save, 
Or  show  the  place  where  strong  Despair  hath  died. 
After  long  looking  o'er  the  ocean  wide 
For  the  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not : 
All  shall  be  void, 
Destroy*d! 
Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 
Of  life,  and  the  abhon'd 
Childi-en  of  dust  be  quench'd ;  and  of  each  hvio 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  imbroken  blue ; 
And  of  the  variegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
Unchanged,  or  of  the  level  plain  ; 
Cedar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tops  in  vai2! ; 
All  merged  within  the  tmivei*sal  fountain, 
Man,  eaHh,  and  fire,  shall  die. 
And  sea  and  sky 
Look  vast  and  lifeless  in  the  Eternal  6yc» 
Upon  the  foam 
Who  shall  erect  a  liome  f 


JofiA.  (comtTu^  forward).    My  Biro  I 
Harth's  aeod  aball  not  expire 


not  expire ; 
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Only  tho  evil  shall  be  put  away 
From  day. 
A  vaunt  1  ye  exalting  demons  of  the  waste ! 

Who  howl  yonr  nideous  joy 
When  Qod  destroys  whom  you  dare  not  destroy; 
Hence!  haste  1 
Back  to  yoor  inner  caves ! 
Until  the  waves 
Shall  search  yon  in  yoor  secret  plaoe^ 
And  drive  your  sullen  race 
Forth,  to  be  roll'd  upon  the  tossing  wmds 
In  restless  wretchedness  along  all  space  t 
Spirit  Son  of  the  sa^  1 

When  thou  and  thine  have  braved 
The  wide  and  warring  element ; 
When  the  great  barrier  of  the  deep  is  rsnt, 
Shall  thou  and  thine  be  good  or  happy? — ^No ; 
Thy  new  world  and  new  race  shall  be  of  woo- 
Less  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  their  yean 
Less  than  the  glorious  g^mts^  who 
Yet  walk  .the  world  in  pride. 
The  Sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a  mortal  hnk. 
Thine  shall  be  nothing  of  the  past^  saw  tmt$ 
And  art  thou  not  ashamed 

Thus  to  survive, 
And  eat,  drink,  and  wivd! 
With  a  base  heart  so  far  subdued  and  tamed, 
As  oven  to  hear  this  wide  destruction  named. 
Without  such  grief  and  courage,  as  e^oukl  rathor 
Bid  thoo  await  the  world-dissolving  wave. 
Than  seek  a  shelter  with  thy  favoured  latlier. 
And  build  thy  city  o'er  the  drown'd  earth's  grsTof 
Who  would  outlive  thdr  kinc^ 
Except  the  base  and  blhid  T 
Mine 

Hateth  thhie 
As  of  a  different  order  in  tho  sphere^ 
But  not  our  own. 
There  is  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a  throne 

Vacant  in  heaven,  to  dwell  in  darkness  hoN^ 
Rather  than  see  his  mates  endure  alone. 

Go,  wretch !  and  give 
A  life  like  thine  to  other  wretches — ^live  I 
And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar 
Above  what  they  have  done, 
Envy  the  Giant  Patriarchs  then  no  mori^ 
And  scorn  thy  sire  as  tho  surviving  one  t 
Thyself  for  being  his  son! 

Chorut  qf  Spirits  uming  firam  hi  wrfl* 

Rejoice  1 

HbaXL  'vex  o>xt  '^o^^  Vti  TfiL\!\<S&k!^  «ist 
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No  more 
Shall  they  adore ; 
And  wo,  who  ne'er  for  ages  have  adored 

The  prayer-exacting  Lord, 
To  whom  the  omission  of  a  sacrifice 
Is  vice ; — 
We,  we  shall  view  the  deep's  salt  som^ces  pour'd 
Until  one  element  shall  do  the  work 
Of  all  in  ohaos ;  until  they, 
The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay. 
Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall  lurk 
In  caves,  in  dens,  in  clefts  of  mountains,  where 
The  deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair ; 

Where  even  the  brutes,  in  their  despair. 
Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other, 
And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 
Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his  brother  ; 
Till  all  things  shall  be  as  they  wei-e, 
Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky ; 
While  a  brief  truce 
Is  made  with  Death,  who  shall  forbear 
The  little  remnant  of  the  past  creation, 
To  generate  new  nations  for  his  use  ; 
This  remnant,  floating  o'er  the  undulation 
Of  the  subduing  deluge,  from  its  slime, 
When  tiie  hot  sun  hath  baked  the  reeking  soil 
Into  a  worlds  shall  give  again  to  Time 
New  boiiun — years — diseases — sorrow — crime— 
With  aU  companionship  of  hate  and  toil. 

Until 

Japk.  {itUerruptiTig  them).  The  Eternal  Will 
Shall  ddgn  to  expound  this  dream 
Of  good  and  evil ;  and  redeem 

unto  Himself  all  times,  all  things ; 
And,  gathered  under  His  almighty  wings, 
Abdishhelll 
And  to  the  expiated  Earth 
Bestore  the  beauty  of  her  birth, 
Her  Eden,  in  an  endless  paradise. 
Where  man  no  more  can  fall  as  once  he  fell. 
And  even  the  very  demons  shall  do  well ! 
Spirits.  And  when  shall  take  effect  this  wondi-ous  spoil  ?— 
Japh,  When  the  Redeemer  cometh ;  first  in  pain. 

And  then  in  glory. 
Spirit,  Meantime  still  struggle  in  the  mortal  chain,— 

Till  earth  wax  hoary ; 
War  with  yourselves,  and  hell,  and  heaven  in  vain, — 

Until  the  clouds  look  gory 

With  the  blood  reeking  from  each  battle-plain  ; 

New  times,  new  climes,  new  arts,  new  men :  but  still 

The  same  old  tears,  old  crimes,  and  oldest  iU, 

Sball  be  amongst  your  race  in  different  forms  ; 

JBut  the  same  moral  stormB 
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Shall  oversweep  tlie  future,  as  the  waves 
In  a  few  hours  the  glorious  Giauti^  graves.* 

Chorui  of  SpiHtM, 

Brethren,  rejoice  1 
Mortal,  &rewell ! 
Hark  I  hark  I  already  we  can  hear  the  Yoic9 
Of  growing  ocean's  gloomy  swell ; 
The  winds,  too,  plume  their  piercing  wings  I 
The  clouds  have  nearly  fill'd  their  springs ; 
The  fountains  of  the  great  deep  shall  bo  broken, 

And  heaven  set  wide  her  windows ;  f  while  mankind 
View,  imacknowledged,  each  tremendous  token- 
Still,  as  they  were  from  the  beginning,  blind. 
We  hear  the  sound  they  cannot  hear. 
The  mustering  thunders  of  the  threatening  qphere; 
Tet  a  few  hours  their  coming  is  delaVd ; 
Their  flashing  banners,  folded  still  on  nigl^ 

Yet  undiq)lay*d. 
Save  to  the  Spirits'  all-pervading  eye. 

Howl,  howl,  ob  Earth ! 
Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  bu*th  : 
Tremble,  ye  moimtains,  soon  to  shrink  below 

The  ocean's  overflow  1 
The  wave  shall  break  upon  your  clif& ;  and  sheDi^ 

The  little  shells  of  ocean's  least  things  be 
Deposed  where  now  the  eagle's  ofi&pring  dwells^ 
How  shall  he  shriek  o'er  the  remorseless  sea ! 
And  call  his  nestlings  up  with  fruitless  yell, 
Unanswer'd,  save  by  the  encroaching  swell  ;— 
While  man  shall  long  in  vain  for  his  broad  winga^ 
The  wings  which  could  not  save  : — 
Where  could  he  rest  them,  while  the  whole  space  Wip 
Nought  to  his  eye  beyond  the  deep,  his  grave  ? 
Brethren,  rejoice  1 
And  loudly  lift  each  superhuman  voice- 
All  die,-- 
Save  the  slight  remnant  of  Setb's  seed— 

TheseedofSeth, 
Kxempt  for  future  sorrow's  sake  from  death. 
But  of  the  sons  of  Cain 
None  shall  remain ; 
And  all  his  goodly  daughters 
Must  lie  beneath  the  desolating  waters  - 
Or,  floating  upward,  with  their  long  hair  laid 
Along  the  wave,  the  cruel  Heaven  upbmid. 
Which  would  not  spare 
Beings  even  in  death  so  fair. 
It  is  decreed. 
All  die  1 

*  *  And  there  vete  i^Uoi^a  \31  \\a  «ki^  Nsa.  \kknM  4»9«««nd  •tUKlwi^  "* 
ir.TO  of  old,  men  ot  Tenovna."— OenetU.— B. 

f  "  The  same  day  "weTe  al\  \3iie  toTuoXaixA  «&  Vba  ^pwk  ^iw«\!«iBatL-cft\v 
•f  liMTou  were  open."— OetwtU.— B, 
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And  to  the  universal  human  cry 
The  universal  silence  shall  succeed ! 
Fly,  brethren,  fly  I 
But  still  rejoice  I 
We  fefi  I 
They  fall ! 
So  perish  all 

These  petty  foes  of  Heaven  who  shrink  from  hell ! 

[The  Spirits  disappear,  soaring  upwardi 

Japh,  (solus),  God  nath  proclaim'd  tlie  destiny  ol  eann  ; 
My  mther's  ark  of  safety  hiath  announced  it : 
The  very  demons  shriek  it  from  their  caves ; 
Tho  scroll  of  Enoch  prophesied  it  long* 
Id  silent  books,  which,  in  their  silence,  say 
More  to  the  mind  than  thimder  to  the  ear  : 
And  yet  men  listened  not,  nor  listen  ;  but 
Walk  darkling  to  their  doom  ;  which,  though  so  nigh. 
Shakes  them  no  more  in  their  dim  disbelief, 
Than  their  last  cries  shall  shake  the  Almighty  purpose^ 
Or  deaf  obedient  Ocean,  which  fulfils  it. 
No  si^  yet  hangs  its  banner  in  the  air  ; 
The  douds  are  few,  and  of  their  wonted  texture ; 
The  sun  will  rise  upon  the  eai-th's  last  day 
As  on  the  fourth  day  of  creation,  when 
God  said  imto  him,  "  Shine  !"  and  he  broke  forth 
Into  the  dawn,  which  lighted  not  the  yet 
Unform'd  fore&ther  of  mankind — but  roused 
Before  the  human  orison  the  earlier 
Made  and  far  sweeter  voices  of  the  birds. 
Which  in  the  open  firmament  of  heaven 
Have  wings  like  angels,  and  like  them  salute 
Heaven  first  each  day  before  the  Adamites  ! 
Their  matins  now  draw  nigh — ^the  East  is  kindling, 
And  they  will  sine !  and  day  will  break !  both  near^ 
So  near,  the  awful  close  !    For  these  must  drop 
Their  outworn  pinions  on  the  deep  ;  and  Day, 
After  the  bright  course  of  a  few  brief  morrows,— 
Ay,  day  will  rise— but  upon  what  ?  a  chaos. 
Which  was  ere  day ;  and  which,renew'd,  makes  time 
Nothuig !  for  without  life,  what  are  the  hours  I 
No  more  to  dust  than  is  eternity 
Unto  Jehovah,  who  created  both. 
Without  Him,  even  Eternity  would  be 
A  void :  without  man,  Time,  as  made  for  man. 
Dies  with  man,  and  is  swallow'd  in  that  deep 
Which  has  no  fountain  ;  as  his  race  will  be 
Devour'd  by  that  which  drowns  his  infant  world — 
What  have  we  here  ?    Shapes  of  both  earth  and  air  1 
If  o— all  of  heaven,  they  are  so  beautiful. 
I  cannot  trace  their  features ;  but  their  forms, 
How  lovelily  they  move  along  the  side 
Of  the  gray  mountain,  scattering  its  mist ! 

1w  book  of  XdmsSv  jnMtrripd  by  i2i«  JStJiJopioiu,  la  laid  hy  them  V>  \a  kbAwAw  %» Hhft 
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And  after  the  swart  savage  spirits,  whose 
Infernal  immortality  pour'd  forth 
Tboir  impious  hymn  of  triumph,  they  shall  be 
Welcome  as  Eden.     It  may  be,  they  come 
To  toll  me  the  reprieve  of  our  young  world, 
For  which  I  have  so  often  prayed — ^They  come ! 
Anah !  oh,  God !  and  with  h«3r 

Enter  Samiasa,  Azaziel,  Anah,  and  Aboubaiub. 

A  nah.  Japhet ! 

Sam.  Lo  I 

A  sou  of  Adam  f 

A  za.  What  doth  the  carth-bom  hei-o^ 

While  all  his  race  are  slumbering? 

Japh.  Angel!  what 

Dost  thou  on  eai-th  when  thou  shouldstbe  on  high  \ 

Aza,  Know'st  thou  not,  or  forgett'st  thou,  that  a  part 
Of  our  great  function  is  to  guard  thine  earth  ? 

Japh.  But  all  good  angeS  have  forsaken  earth, 
Which  is  condemn'd ;  nay,  even  the  evil  fly 
Tho  approaching  chaos.    Anah !  Anah  t  my 
In  vain,  and  long,  and  still  to  be  beloved  ! 
Why  walk*st  thou  with  this  Spirit,  in  those  hours 
When  no  good  spirit  longer  lights  below  ? 

Anah.  Japhet,  I  cannot  answer  thee ;  yet^  yet 
Forgive  me 

Japh.  May  the  Heaven,  which  soon  no  moro 

W^ill  pardon,  do  so  !  for  thou  art  greatly  tempted. 

Aho.  Back  to  thy  tents,  insulting  son  of  Noah ! 
AVe  know  thee  not. 

Japh.  The  hour  may  come  when  thou 

Mayst  know  me  better  ;  and  thy  sister  Imow 
Me  still  the  same  which  I  have  ever  been. 

Sam.  Son  of  the  Patriarch,  who  hath  ever  been 
Upright  before  his  God,  whate'er  thy  griefs,' 
And  thy  words  seem  of  soitow,  mix'd  witih  wrath. 
How  have  Azaziel,  or  myself,  brought  on  thee 
Wronff? 

Japh.  Wrong  !  the  greatest  of  all  wrongs ;  hut  thou 
Say'st  well,  though  sJio  be  dust,  I  did  not,  could  nott 
Deserve  her.     Farewell,  Anah !  I  have  said 
That  word  so  often  !  but  now  say  it>  ne*er 
To  bo  repeated.     Angel !  or  whate'er 
Thou  art,  or  must  be  soon,  hast  thou  the  powoK 
To  save  this  beautiful — ihtse  boautiftd — 
Children  of  Cain  ? 

Aza.  From  what? 

Japh.  And  is  it  so. 

That  ye  too  know  not  ?    Angels  1  angels  !  y« 
Have  shared  man's  sin,  and,  it  may  be,  now  muai. 
Taitako  his  punishment ;  or,  at  the  loasl> 
My  st)rrow. 

<Sam.  ^ortovj  \  \  tl^  «t  \.Vio\3L^ht  tiU  now 

To  hoar  an  AdamMo  R\)Q^TASi\Q&VttTSis^ 
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Japk.  And  hath  not  tho  Most  High  expounded  them  f 
Then  ye  are  lost^  as  they  are  lost. 

AJiO,  So  be  it ! 

If  they  love  as  they  are  loved,  they  will  not  shiink 
More  to  be  mortal,  than  I  would  to  dare 
Ar,  immortality  of  agonies 
With  Samiasa ! 

Anah.  Sister  1  sister!  speak nofe 

Thus. 

Am.  Fearest  thoa,  my  Anah? 

Andh,  Ves,  for  thoe : 

I  would  resign  the  p^reater  remnant  of 
This  little  mo  of  mme,  before  one  hour 
Of  thine  eternity  should  know  a  pang. 

Japh,  It  is  for  Attn,  then !  for  the  Soraph  thou 
Hast  left  me  1    That  is  nothing,  if  thou  hast  not 
Left  Uiy  God  too  !  for  unions  Uko  to  these. 
Between  a  mortal  and  an  immortal,  cannot 
Be  happy  or  be  halbw'd.    We  are  sent 
Upon  the  earth  to  toil  and  die ;  and  they 
Are  made  to  minister  on  high  unto 
The  Highest;  but  if  he  can  save  thee,  soon 
The  hour  will  come  in  which  celestial  aid 
Alone  can  do  so. 

Anah,  Ah  !  he  speaks  of  death. 

Sam.  Of  death  to  im  /  and  those  who  aro  with  us  1 
But  that  the  man  seems  full  of  sorrow,  I 
Could  smile. 

Japh.  I  grieve  not  for  myself,  nor  fear ; 

I  am  safe,  not  for  my  own  deserts,  but  those 
Of  a  well-doing  sire,  who  bath  been  found 
Righteous  enough  to  save  his  children.    Would 
His  power  was  greater  of  redemption  !  or 
That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers, 
Who  could  alone  have  made  mine  happy,  she. 
The  last  and  loveliest  of  Cain's  race,  could  share 
The  ark  which  shall  receive  a  romnaut  of 
The  seed  of  Seth  1 

Ah4).  And  dost  thou  think  that  wo, 

With  Cain's,  the  eldest  born  of  Adam's,  blood 
Warm  in  our  veins — strong  Cain !  who  was  begotten 
In  Paradise— would  mingle  with  Seth'a  childien  ? 
Seth,  the  last  oflfepring  of  old  Adam's  dotago  ? 
No,  not  to  save  all  earth,  were  earth  in  peril ! 
Our  race  hath  always  dwelt  apart  from  thine, 
From  the  beginning,  and  shall  do  so  ever. 

Japh.  I  did  not  speak  to  thee,  Aholibamah  ! 
Too  much  of  the  forefather,  whom  thou  vauntcst, 
lias  come  down  in  that  haughty  blood  which  spi-ings 
From  him  who  shed  the  first,  and  that  a  brother's  F 
But  thou,  my  Anah  ! — ^let  me  call  thee  mine. 
Albeit  thou  art  not ;  'tis  a  word  I  cannot 
Part  with,  although  I  must  from  thee :  my  AneJkil 
27m>u  who  dost  rather  moke  me  dream  that  A^mA. 
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Ilad  left  a  daughter,  whose  pure  pious  race 
Survived  in  thee,  so  much  unlike  thou  art 
The  rest  of  the  stem  Cainites,  save  in  beauty. 
For  all  of  them  are  fiGtirest  in  their  fetvour 

Aho,  {inUrrupting  him).   And  wouldst  thou  haro 
our  Other's  foe 
In  mind,  in  soul  ?    If  /  partook  thy  thought, 
And  dream'd  that  aught  of  Abel  was  in  Mr  I — 
Get  thee  hence,  son  of  Noah  ;  thou  makest  strife. 

Javh,  Of&pring  of  Cain,  thy  father  did  so ! 

Aho,  But 

He  slew  not  Seth :  and  what  hast  thou  to  do 
With  other  deeds  between  his  God  and  him  ? 

Japh,  Thou  speakest  well :  his  God  hath  judged  him,  uJ 
I  had  not  named  his  deed,  but  that  thyself 
Didst  seem  to  glory  in  him,  nor  to  shrink 
From  what  he  had  done. 

Aho.  He  was  our  £Etther8i|  £Either ; 
The  eldest  bom  of  man,  the  strongest,  bravest^ 
And  most  enduring : — Shall  I  blush  for  him. 
From  whom  we  had  our  being  ?    Look  upon 
Our  race  ;  behold  their  stature  and  their  beauty, 
Their  courage,  strength,  and  length  of  days 

Japh,  They  ai-e  numberU 

Ano,  Be  it  so  !  but  while  yet  their  hours  endure^ 
I  glory  in  my  brethren  and  our  fiithers  1 

Japh.  My  sire  and  race  but  glory  in  their  God, 
Anah!  and  thou? 

A  nah.  Whatever  our  God  decreos^ 

The  Grod  of  Seth  as  Cain,  I  must  obey. 
And  will  endeavour  patiently  to  obey. 
But  could  I  dare  to  pray  in  this  dread  hour 
Of  universal  vengeance  (if  such  should  be). 
It  would  not  be  to  live,  alone  exempt 
Of  all  my  house.    My  sister  !  ob^  my  sister  1 
What  were  the  world :  or  other  worlds,  or  all 
The  brightest  future,  without  the  sweet  past— 
Thy  love — ^my  fether's — ^all  the  life,  and  all 
The  things  which  sprang  up  with  me,  like  the  stank 
Making  my  dim  existence  radiant  with 
Soft  lij^hts  which  were  not  mine  i  Aholibamah  I 
Oh !  if  there  should  be  mercy — seek  it,  find  it: 
I  abhor  death,  because  that  thou  must  die. 

Aho.  What  1  hath  this  dreamer,  with  his  fiitlMi'i  t^ 
The  bugbear  he  hath  built  to  scare  the  woxld| 
Shaken  my  sister  ?    Are  we  not  the  loved 
Of  seraphs  ?  and  if.  we  were  not,  must  we 
Cling  to  a  son  of  Noah  for  our  lives  f 

Bather  than  thus ^But  the  enthusiast  dreams 

The  worst  of  dreams,  the  phantasies  engender'd 
By  hopeless  love  and  heated  vigils.    Who 
Shall  shako  these  solid  mountains,  this  firm  earthf 
And  bid  tihoiie  c\o\i<6ka  axid^^OiitAra  take  a  shape 
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Have  seen  thorn  wear  on  their  eternal  way  ? 
Who  shall  do  this  ? 

Japh  He  whose  one  word  produced  them. 

AiM.  Who  Aeard  that  word  ? 

JapK  The  Universe,  which  leap*d 

To  life  before  it.    Ah  !  smil'st  thou  still  in  scorn  i 
Turn  to  thy  seraphs :  if  they  attest  it  not^ 
They  are  none. 

Sam,  Aholibamah,  own  thy  God ! 

Aho.  I  have  ever  hail'd  our  Maker,  ^miasa. 
As  thine,  and  mine ;  a  God  of  love,  not  sorrow. 

Japh.  Alas  !  what  else  is  love. but  sorrow  ?    Even 
He  who  made  earth  in  love,  had  soon  to  grieve 
Above  its  first  and  best  inhabitants. 

Aho.  'TissaidBO. 

Japh,  It  is  even  so. 

EvAer  Noah  and  Shem. 

Noah.  Japhet !  What 

Dost  thou  here  with  these  children  of  the  wicked  ? 
Dread'st  thou  not  to  partake  their  coming  doom  ? 

JapK  Father,  it  cannot  be  a  sin  to  seek 
To  save  an  earth-bom  being ;  and  behold. 
These  are  not  of  the  sinful,  since  they  have 
The  fellowship  of  angels. 

Noah.  These  are  thoy,  then, 

Who  leave  the  throne  of  God,  to  take  to  them  wives 
From  out  the  race  of  Cain ;  the  sons  of  heaven. 
Who  seek  earth's  daughters  for  their  beauty  ? 

Aza,  Patriarcli  ( 

Thou  hast  said  it. 

Noah.  Woe,  woo,  woe  to  such  communion  I 

Has  not  God  made  a  barrier  between  earth 
And  heaven,  and  limited  each,  kind  to  kind  ? 

Sam.  Was  not  man  made  in  high  Jehovah's  image  T 
Did  God  not  love  what  He  had  nlado  ?    And  what 
Do  we  but  imitate  and  emulate 
His  love  unto  created  love  ? 

Noah.  I  am ' 

But  man,  and  was  not  made  to  judge.mankind. 
Far  less  the  sons  of  God :  but  as  our  God 
Has  deign'd  to  commune  with  me,  and  reveal 
J725  judgments,  I  reply,  that  the  descent 
Of  seraphs  from  their  everlasting  seat 
TJnto  a  perishable  and  perishing, 
^ven  on  the  very  eve  of  perishing,  world, 
Oannot  be  good. 

Aza.  What  1  though  it  were  to  save  ? 

Noah.  Not  ye  in  all  your  glory  can  redeem 
Avhat  He  who  made  you  glorious  hath  condemn'd^ 
AVere  your  immortal  mission  safety,  'twould 
Be  eeneral,  not  for  two,  though  beautiful ; 
•And  beautiful  they  are,  but  not  the  less 

2  K 
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Japh.  Oh,  father !  say  it  not. 

Noah,  SonlBon! 

If  that  thou  wouldat  avoid  their  doom,  forget 
Tliat  they  exist :  they  soon  shall  cease  to  be ; 
While  thou  shalt  be  the  sire  of  a  now  world. 
And  better. 

Japh.  Let  me  die  with  this,  and  them  I 

Noah.  Thou  shouldst  for  such  a  thought,  but  thalt  ik»1 
Who  can,  redeems  thee. 

Sam.  And  why  him  and  thee, 

More  than  what  he,  thy  son,  prefers  to  both ! 

Noah.  Ask  Him  who  made  theegreater  than myiell 
And  mine,  but  not  less  subject  to  His  own 
Almightiness.    And  lo  1  his  mildest  and 
Least  to  be  tempted  messenger  appears  I 

Enter  Raphael  the  Arxhangel. 

Jiaph,  Spirits  1 

Whose  seat  is  near  the  throne^ 

What  dor  ye  here? 
Is  thus  a  seraph's  duty  to  be  shown, 

Now  that  the  hour  is  near 
When  earth  must  be  alone? 
Return  1 
Adore  and  bum 
In  glorious  homage  with  the  elected  "  seven," 
Your  place  is  heaven. 
Sam.  Raphael ! 

The  first  and  fairest  of  the  sons  of  God, 

How  long  hath  this  been  law, 
That  earth  by  angels  must  be  left  untrod ! 

Earth !  which  oil  saw 
Jehovah's  footsteps  not  disdain  her  sod  1 
The  world  He  loved,  and  made 
For  love  ;  and  oft  have  we  obey*d 
His  frequent  mission  with  delighted  pinions ; 
Adoring  Him  in  His  least  works  displa/d ; 
Watching  this  youngest  star  of  His  dominioDB: 
And  as  the  latest  birth  of  His  great  word, 
Eager  to  keep  it  worthy  of  our  Lord. 
Why  is  thy  brow  severe  ? 
And  wherefore  speak'st  thou  of  de&tmotion  near? 
Jiaph.  Had  Samiasa  and  Azaziel  beta 
In  their  true  place,  with  the  angcfio  ohoiry 
Written  in  firo 
They  would  have  seen 
Jehovah's  late  decree. 
And  not  inquired  their  Maker's  breath  of  bm 
But  ignorance  must  ever  be 
A  part  of  sin  ; 
And  even  the  spirits'  knowledge  shall  grow  laH 

For  Blindness  \a  \.\ie  ^a«,\.-\iwti  o^'Saswar       > 
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Whon  all  good  angels  left  the  world,  ye  stay'd^ 
Stung  wibh  strange  passions,  and  debased 

By  mortal  feelings  for  a  mortal  maid : 
But  ye  are  pardon'd  thus  far  and  replaced 
With  your  pure  emials.    Hence !  away  I  away  I 
Or  stay. 
And  lose  eternity  by  that  delay  I 
Aza,  And  thou  ;  if  earth  be  thus  forbidden 
In  the  decree 
To  us  until  this  moment  hidden. 
Dost  thou  not  err,  as  we. 
In  being  here  I 
Jiaph,  I  came  to  call  ve  back  to  your  fit  sphere. 
In  the  great  name  and  at  the  word  of  Gk>a  ! 
Boar,  dearest  in  themselves,  and  scarce  less  dear 

That  which  I  came  to  do :  till  now  we  ti*od 
Toffother  the  eternal  space,  together 

Let  us  still  walk  the  stars.    True,  earth  must  die ! 
Her  race,  retum'd  into  her  womb,  must  wither. 
And  much  which  she  inherits  :  but  oh  I  why 
Cannot  this  earth  be  made,  or  be  destrSy'd, 
Without  involving  ever  some  vast  void 
In  the  immortal  ranks  ?  immortal  still 

In  their  immeasurable  forfeiture. 
Our  brother  Satan  fell ;  his  burning  will. 
Rather  than  longer  worship  dared  endure  ! 
But  ye  who  still  are  pure ! 
Seraplhis  !  less  mighty  than  £hat  mightiest  one, 

Tliink  how  he  was  undone  I 
And  think  if  tempting  man  can  compensate 
For  heaven  desir^  too  late  ? 
Long  have  I  warr'd. 
Long  must  I  war 
With  him  who  deera*d  it  hard 
To  be  created,  and  to  acknowledge  Him 
Who,  *midst  the  cherubim 
Blade  lum  as  suns  to  a  dependent  star, 
Leaving  the  archangels  at  his  right  hand  dim. 

I  loved  him — beautiful  ho  was  ;  ob,  heaven  ! 
Save  JUis  who  made,  what  beauty  and  what  power 
Was  over  like  to  Satan's  !    Would  the  hour 
In  which  he  fell  could  ever  be  forgiven  I 
The  wish  is  impious  :  but,  oh  ye  ! 
Yet  nndestroy^i,  bo  wam'd  !    Eternity 

With  him,  or  with  his  God,  is  in  your  choice ! 
He  hath  not  tempted  you,  he  cannot  tempt 
The  angels,  from  his  further  snares  exempt : 
I  But  man  hath  listen'd  to  his  voice, 
Aud  ye  to  woman's— beautifiil  she  is. 
The  serpent's  voice  less  subtlo  than  her  kiss. 
The  snake  but  vanquish'd  dust :  but  she  will  dratv 
A  second  host  hvm  heaven,  to  break  heaven's  \a\f  • 
Yet,  yet,  ob  Qy ! 
Yq  cannot  die, 

2  K  2 
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But  they 
Shall  pass  away. 
While  ye  shall  fill  with  shrieks  the  upper  sky 

For  perishable  day. 
Whose  memory  in  your  immortality 

Shall  long  outlast  the  sim  which  gave  them  6&J. 
Think  how  your  essence  diflfereth  from  theirs 
In  all  but  suffering  !    Why  partake 
The  agony  to  which  they  must  be  heirs — 
Bom  to  be  plough'd  with  years,  and  sown  with  care^ 
And  reap'd  by  Death,  lord  of  the  himian  soil  ? 
Even  had  their  davs  been  left  to  toil  their  path 
Through  time  to  aust,  unshorten'd  by  God  s  wratb, 
Still  they  are  Evil*s  prey,  and  Sorrow's  spoil. 

Ako.  Let  them  fly  I 

I  hear  the  voice  which  says  that  all  must  die, 

Sooner  than  oxu*  white-bearded  Patriarchs  died ; 

And  that  on  high 

An  ocean  is  prepared. 

While  from  below 

The  deep  shall  rise  to  meet  heaven's  overflow. 

Few  shall  be  spared, 
It  seems  ;  and,  of  that  few,  the  race  of  Cain 
Must  lift  their  eyes  to  Adam's  Grod  in  vain. 
Sisters!  since  it  is  so. 
And  the  eternal  Lord 
In  vain  would  be  implored 
For  the  remission  of  one  hour  of  woe. 
Let  us  resign  even  what  we  have  adored, 
And  meet  the  wave,  as  we  would  meet  the  swor^ 

If  not  unmoved,  yet  undismay'd, 
And  wailing  less  for  us  than  those  who  shall 
Survive  in  mortal  or  immortal  thrall. 

And,  when  the  fisital  waters  are  allay*d. 
Weep  for  the  myriads  who  can  weep  no  mora. 
Fly,  Seraphs  I  to  your  own  eternal  shore. 
Where  winds  nor  howl  nor  waters  roar. 
Our  portion  is  to  die. 
And  yours  to  live  for  ever : 
But  which  is  best,  a  dead  etemitf. 
Or  living,  is  but  known  to  the  great  Givor. 
Obey  Him,  as  we  shall  obey ; 
I  would  not  keep  this  life  of  mine  of  clay 
An  hour  beyond  His  will ; 
Nor  see  ye  lose  a  portion  of  His  graoe^ 
For  all  tno  mercy  which  Seth's  race 
Find  still. 
Fly  I 
And  a?  your  pinions  bear  ye  back  to  heaveo,  . 

Think  tnat  my  love  still  mounts  with  thee  on  mga, 

Samiasa  I 
And  if  I  look  \ip  viith.  a  tearless  eye, 
'Tia  that  an  atige\'a\>\:\dLa  ^Ya^<alvck&\xi^^«s^— > 
FareweU  \    IS  o^  riae,  mexoT«X^^T>Q«^  \ 
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A  -Mfk,  And  must  we  die  ? 

And  must  I  lose  Uiee  too, 

Azaziel  ? 
Oh,  my  heart !  my  heart ! 

Thy  prophecies  were  true. 
And  yet  thou  wert  so  happy  too ! 
The  blow^  though  not  unlook'd  for,  &lls  as  new : 
But  yet  depart ! 
Ah,  why? 
Yet  let  me  not  retain  thee — ^fly  ! 
My  pangs  can  be  but  brief;  but  thine  would  be 
Eternal,  if  repulsed  from  heaven  for  me. 
Too  much  already  hast  thou  deign'd 
To  one  of  Adam's  race  ; 
Our  doom  is  sorrow  ;  not  to  us  alone, 
But  to  the  spirits  who  have  not  disdain'd 
To  love  us,  Cometh  anguish  with  disgrace. 
The  first  who  taught  us  knowledge  hath  been  hurl'd 
From  his  once  archangelic  throno 
Into  some  unknown  world : 

And  thou,  Azaziel !    No— 

Thou  shalt  not  suffer  woe 

For  me.    Away  I  nor  weep  I 

Thou  canst  not  weep  !  but  yet 

Mayst  suffer  more,  not  weeping ;  then  forget 

Her,  whom  the  surges  of  the  all-strangling  Deep 

Can  bring  no  pang  like  this.     Fly  !  Hy  1 
Being  gone,  'twill  be  less  difficult  to  die. 
JajpK,      Oh,  say  not  so  I 
Father !  and  thou,  Archangel,  thou ! 
Surely  celestial  Mercy  lurks  below 

That  pure  severe  serenity  of  brow : 
Let  them  not  meet  this  sea  without  a  shore. 
Save  in  our  ark,  or  let  me  be  no  more  ! 

Noah.  Peace,  child  of  passion,  peace  ! 
If  not  within  thy  heart,  yet  with  thy  tongue 

Do  God  no  wrong ! 
Live  as  Ho  wills  it — die,  when  He  ordains, 
A  righteous  death,  unlike  the  seed  of  Cain's. 

Cease,  or  be  sorrowful  in  silence  ;  cease 
To  wearv  Heaven's  ear  with  thy  selfish  plaint. 
Wouldst  thou  have  God  commit  a  sin  for  thee  f 
Such  would  it  be 
To  alter  His  intent 
For  a  mere  mortal  sorrow.    Be  a  man  ! 
And  bear  what  Adam's  race  must  bear,  and  can. 
Japh,  Ay,  &ther  !  but  when  they  are  gone. 
And  we  are  all  alone. 
Floating  upon  the  azure  desert,  and 
The  depth  beneath  us  hides  our  own  dear  land. 
And  dearer,  silent  friends  and  brethren,  all 
Buried  in  its  immeasurable  breast, 
Who,  who,  oar  tears,  our  shrieks,  shall  then.  comTfiAuW 
Can  W9 in  deaolatjon's  peace  have  rest] 
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Oh  Ood  1  be  Thou  a  Gkxi,  and  spare 

Yet  while  'tis  time  1 

Benew  not  Adam's  fiiU : 

Mankind  were  then  but  tvrain. 

But  they  are  numerous  now  as  are  the  waves 

And  the  tremendous  rain. 
Whose  drops  shall  be  less  thick  than  would  their  gnim, 
Were  graves  permitted  to  the  seed  of  Cam. 
Noiih,  Silence,  vain  bo^  1  each  word  of  thine's  a  criioel 
Angel  1  foigive  this  striplmg's  fond  despair. 
Maph,  Seraphs  1  these  mortals  speak  in  passion : 

Who  are,  or  should  be,  passionless  and  pure, 
May  now  return  with  me. 

Sam.  It  may  not  be : 

We  have  chosen,  and  will  endure. 
Jlapk,  Say*Btthou? 

Aza,  He  hath  said  it ;  and  I  say.  Amen  I 

Raph.    Again  1 

Then  from  this  hour. 
Shorn  as  ye  are  of  all  celestial  power. 
And  aliens  from  your  God, 
Farewell  I 
Japh,  Alas  i  where  shall  they  dwell  1 

Hark,  hark  !    Deep  sounds,  and  deeper  still. 

Are  howling  from  the  mountain's  lK>som : 
There's  not  a  breath  of  wind  upon  the  hill, 

Yot  quivers  every  lea^  and  drops  each  blossom : 
Earth  groans  as  if  beneath  a  heavy  load. 
Noah,.  Hark,  hark  !  the  sea-birds  cry  1 
In  cloudfi  they  ovei^pread  the  lurid  sky, 
And  hover  round  the  mountain,  where  befora 
Never  a  white  wing,  wetted  by  the  wave. 

Yet  dared  to  soar. 
Even  when  the  waters  wax'd  too  fierce  to  bravtti 
Soon  it  shall  be  their  only  shore. 
And  then,  no  more  ! 
Japh.  The  sun  !  the  sun  1 

Ho  riseth,  but  his  better  light  is  gone^ 
And  a  black  circle,  bound 
His  glaring  disk  around. 
Proclaims  Earth's  last  of  summer  days  hath  AflBs) 
The  clouds  return  into  the  hues  of  night, 
Save  where  their  brazen-coloured  edges  streak 
The  verge  where  brighter  moms  were  wont  to  Imw- 
Noah,  And  lo  !  yon  flash  of  light. 
The  distant  thunder's  harbinger,  appears  1 

It  Cometh !  hence,  away  1 
Leave  to  the  elements  their  evil  prey  I 
Hence  to  where  our  aU-halloVd  ark  uprean 
Its  safe  and  wreckless  sides. 
Ja'ph,    Oh,  father,  stay  I 
Leave  not  my  Ansi^i  \a  \^^  «:^«SL<am\^^SSs^  I  . 

Noah,  Must  y? e  not  \«w«>  «Sl  \i&a  Xa  wi^\^^«HP*^ 
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Japk.  Not  I. 

Noah.  Then  die 

With  them ! 
flow  darest  thou  look  on  that  prophetic  sky. 
And  seek  to  save  what  all  things  now  condemn. 
In  overwhelming  unison 

With  just  Jehovah's  wrath  ? 

Japk,    Can  rage  and  justice  join  in  the  same  path  f 

Noah,    Blasphemer  !  dar'st  thou  murmur  even  now  t 

Haph.  Patriarch,  he  still  a  father  !  smootho  thy  brow  : 
Thy  son,  despite  his  folly,  shall  not  sink  : 
He  knows  not  what  he  says,  yet  shall  not  drink 

With  sobs  the  salt  foam  of  the  swelling  waters  ; 
But  be,  when  Passion  passeth,  good  as  thou, 

Nor  perish  like  Heaven's  children  with  Man's  daugh  lei's. 

A  ho.  The  tempest  cometh  :  Heaven  and  Earth  unite 
For  the  anninilation  of  all  life. 
Unequal  is  the  strife 
Between  our  strength  and  the  Eternal  Might ! 

Sam.  But  ours  is  with  thee :  we  will  bear  ye  fer 

To  some  untroubled  star, 
Where  thou  and  Anah  shall  partake  our  lot : 

And  if  thou  dost  not  weep  for  thy  lost  earth, 
Our  forfeit  heaven  shall  also  bo  forgot. 

Anah.  Oh  1  my  dear  father's  tents,  my  place  of  birth  I 
And  mountains,  land,  and  woods,  when  ye  are  not, 
Who  shall  dry  up  my  tears? 

Aza.  Thy  Spirit-lord. 

Fear  not ;  though  we  are  shut  frorr^  heaven, 
Yet  much  is  ours,  whence  we  cannot  be  driven. 

Raph.  Rebel !  thy  words  are  wicked,  as  thy  deeds 
Shall  henceforth  be  but  weak  ;  the  flamin^^  sword. 
Which  chased  the  first-born  out  of  Paradise, 
Still  flashes  in  the  angelic  hands. 

Aza.  It  cannot  slay  us :  threaten  dust  with  death. 
And  talk  of  weapons  unto  that  which  bleeds ! 
iVliat  are  thy  swords  in  our  immortal  c^^es  ? 

Eaph.  The  moment  cometh  to  approve  thy  strength  3 
And  learn  at  length 
How  vain  to  war  with  what  thy  God  commands. 
Thy  former  force  was  in  thy  feith. 

Enter  Moetam,  flying  for  refuge. 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

The  heavens  and  earth  are  mingling — Gqd !  oh  God  ! 

What  have  we  done  ?  Tet  spare  I 

Hark !  even  tiie  forest  beasts  howl  forth  their  prayer ! 

The  dragon  crawls  from  out  his  den. 

To  herd,  in  terror,  innocent  with  men  ! 
And  the  birds  scream  tbeur  agony  through  air. 
Yet>  yet,  Jehovah  I  yet  withdraw  Thy  rod 
Of  wrstb,  and  pity  Thine  own  world's  despanr  \ 
Setwnot  man  only  but  aU  Nature  plead  I 
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Raph.  Farewell,  ihou  earth  1    Ye  wretched  aons  oi  (kj, 
I  cannot,  must  not,  aid  you.     'Tis  decreed  I 

[Exit  Raphah. 

Japh.  Some  clouds  sweep  on  as  vultures  for  tlioir  pre/, 
While  others,  fix'd  as  rocks,  await  the  word 
At  which  their  wrathful  vials  shall  be  pour*d. 
No  azure  more  shall  robe  the  firmament. 
Nor  spangled  stars  be  glorious :  Death  hath  risen : 
In  the  Sun's  place,  a  pale  and  ghastly  glare 
Hath  wound  itself  around  the  dying  air. 

Aza,  Come,  Anah!  quit  this  chaos-founded  prisoDi 
To  which  the  elements  again  repair, 
To  turn  it  into  what  it  was :  beneath 
The  shelter  of  these  wings  thou  shalt  bo  safe. 
As  was  the  eagle's  nestling  once  within 
Its  mother's. — Let  the  coming  chaos  chafe 
With  all  its  elements  !  heed  not  their  din  ! 
A  brighter  world  than  this,  where  thou  shalt  breathe 
Ethereal  life,  will  we  explore : 
Those  darkeu'd  clouds  are  not  the  only  skies. 

[  AZAZIEL  and  SAMiABAjly  of,  and  dt»pp(^ 
teith  Anah  and  Ahotjbamah. 
Japh,  They  are  gone  I    They  hayo  disappear'd  amidit 
the  roar 
Of  the  forsaken  world  ;  and  never  more. 
Whether  they  live,  or  die  with  all  earth's  life, 
Now  near  its  last,  can  aught  restore 
Anah  unto  these  eyes. 

Chorus  qf  MORTALS. 
Oh  son  of  Noah !  mercy  on  thy  kind  ! 
What,  wilt  thou  leave  us  all— all— aW  behind? 
While  safe  amidst  the  elemental  strife. 
Thou  sitt'st  within  thy  guarded  ark  ? 
A  mother  {offering  her  infant  to  Jafhet).    Oh,  W  »■ 
chUd  enibark  I 
I  brought  him  forth  in  woe. 
But  thought  it  joy 
To  see  him  to  my  bosom  clinging  so. 
Why  was  he  bom  ? 
What  hath  he  done — 
Mv  unwean'd  son — 
To  move  Jehovah  s  wrath  or  scorn  ? 
What  is  there  in  this  milk  of  mine,  that  Death 
Should  stir  all  heaven  and  earth  up  to  destroy 

My  boy. 
And  roll  the  waters  o'er  his  placid  breath  f 
Save  him,  thou  seed  of  Seth  I 
Or  cursed  be — ^with  Him  who  made 
T  hce  and  thy  race,  for  which  we  are  betrsy*d ! 
Japh .    Peace  \ '  \aa  no  Wos  iot  curses,  but  for  ?«/•»• 
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C%on»  qf  MOBTALS. 

For  prayer  1  ! ! 
And  where 
Shall  prayer  ascend 
Wlien  the  siroln  clouds  unto  the  mountahis  bend 

And  burst. 
And  gushing  oceans  every  barrier  rend, 
Until  the  very  deserts  know  no  thirst  T 
Accurst 
Be  He,  who  made  thee  and  thy  sire  ! 
Wo  deem  our  cui-ses  vain ;  we  must  expire  ; 

But  as  we  know  the  worst. 
Why  should  our  hymn  be  raised,  our  knees  be  bent 
Before  the  implacable  Omnipotent, 
Since  we  must  fall  the  same) 
If  lie  hath  made  earth,  let  it  be  His  shame, 
To  make  a  world  for  torture. — Lo !  they  come^ 

The  loathsome  waters,  in  their  rage ! 
And  with  their  roar  make  wholesome  Nature  dumb  t 

The  forest's  trees  (co&'val  with  the  hour 
When  Paradise  upsprung. 

Ere  Eve  gave  Adam  knowledge  for  her  dower. 
Or  Adam  his  first  hymn  of  slavery  sung). 
So  massy,  vast,  yet  green  in  their  old  age. 
Are  overtopt. 
Their  summer  blossoms  by  the  surges  lopp'd 
Which  rise,  and  rise,  and  rise. 
Vainly  we  look  up  to  the  low*ring  skies — 

They  meet  the  seas, 
And  shut  out  God  &om  our  beseeching  eyes. 
Fly,  son  of  Noah,  fly,  and  take  thine  ease 
In  thine  allotted  ocean-tent ; 
And  view,  all  floating  o'er  the  element. 
The  corpses  of  the  world  of  thy  young  days : 
Then  to  Jehovah  raise 
Thy  song  of  praise  ! 
A  MoYiaX,  Bl^sM  are  the  dead 
Who  die  in  the  Lord  ! 
And  though  the  waters  be  o'er  earth  outspread, 
Yet,  as  Hu  word. 
Be  the  decree  adored  1 
Uc  gave  me  life — He  taketh  but 
The  breath  which  His  is  own : 
And  though  these  eyes  should  be  for  ever  shni* 
Nor  longer  this  weak  voice  before  His  throne 
Be  heard  in  supplicating  tone. 
Still  blessM  be  the  Lord, 
For  what  is  past. 

For  that  which  is: 
For  all  are  His, 
Trom  &r8t  to  last — 
Time— Bpaoe^eternity— 'life— deskth—* 
The  vast  known  and  immeasurable  unkooinu 
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To  meet  the  ocean,  whioh,  advanoing  stil 
Already  grasps  each  drowning  hiU, 

Nor  leaves  an  unsearch'd  cave. 

JSnier  a  WouAN. 

Woman.  Oh^  sa^e  me,  save  1 

Our  valley  is  no  more  : 
My  father  and  my  fether^s  tent, 

My  brethren  and  my  brethren's  herds, 
Tho  pleasant  trees  that  o'er  our  noonday  b 

And  sent  forth  evening  songs  from  sweet 
Tho  little  rivulet  which  freshen*d  all 
Our  pastures  green. 
No  more  are  to  bo  seen. 
When  to  the  mountain  oliflf  I  olimVd  this  i 

I  tum'd  to  bless  the  spot. 
And  not  a  leaf  appear'd  about  to  fall ; — 

And  uow  they  are  not  1 
Why  was  1  bom  ? 

Japh.  To  die  !  in  youth  to  die  I 
And  nappier  in  that  doom, 
Tlian  to  behold  the  universal  tomb 

Which  I 
Am  thus  condenm'd  to  weep  above  in  vain 
Why,  whfm  all  perish,  why  must  I  romain 

[The  Waters  rue;  Men  fy 
many  are  overtaken  by  tk§ 
of  AfortaU  disperses  in  h 
mouniains;  Japhbt    ren 
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L'miTwn  est  tme  aq^tea  de  liTie,  dont  on  n**  la  que  la  premiSre  page  qiiand  on  n'a  tq 
•  MU  paya.  J*en  ai  feolUeti  on  asses  grand  nombre,  que  J'ai  trouv6  ^alement  mau- 
im.  Oat  examen  na  m'a  point  6t6  infrnctueiCz.  Je  halasaia  ma  patrie.  Toutea  lea 
peitinenoea  daa  paaplea  dlveia,  parml  leaquela  J'al  v6cu,  m'ont  recoucili6  aveo  alle. 
and  Ja  n'anraia  tir64'autre  bfoftfloe  de  mea  voyages  que  oelai-l&,  Je  n'en  regretterals  ni 
ftaia  ni  laa  fotiguaa.— Lb  CkKxoFouTB. 


PBEFACE. 

[to  thc  fibst  and  second  cantos.] 

Tnm  following  poem  was  written,  for  the  most  part,  amidst  the  scenes 
lidi  it  attempts  to  describe.  It  was  begun  in  Albania;  and  the  parts 
ative  to  Spain  and  Portugal  were  composed  frpm  the  author's  obser- 
ttons  in  these  countries.  Thus  much  it  may  be  necessary  to  state  for 
t  correctness  of  the  descriptions.  The  scenes  attempted  to  be  sketched 
» in  Spain,  Portugal,  Epirus,  Acamania,  and  Greece.  There,  for  the 
Bi^^  the  poem  stops :  its  reception  will  determine  whether  the  author 
ly  Tentnre  to  conduct  his  readers  to  the  capital  of  the  East,  through 
Bia  and  Phrygia :  these  two  Cantos  are  merely  experimental. 
Allctitioas  character  is  introduced  for  the  sake  o£.  giving  some  con. 
ctton  to  the  piece;  which,  however,  makes  no  pretensions  to  regularity. 
has  been  suggested  to  me  by  friends,  on  whose  opinions  I  set  a  hi^h 
lae,  that  in  this  fictitious  character,  "  Childe  Harold,"  I  may  incur  the 
■pidon  of  having  intended  some  real  personage :  this  I  beg  leave,  once 
rail,  to  disclaim— Harold  is  the  child  of  imagination,  for  thc  purpose  I 
ve  stated.  In  some  very  trivial  particulars,  and  those  merely  local, 
ere  might  be  grounds  for  such  a  notion;  but  in  the  main  pouits,  I 
tMxld  hope,  none  whatever. 

[t  is  almost  superfluous  to  mention  that  the  appellation  **  Childe,"  as 
:}tulde  Waters,"  "  Childe  Childers,"  &c.,  is  used  as  more  consonant 
Hi  the  old  structure  of  versification  which  I  have  adopted.  The  "  Good 
ght,"  in  the  beginning  of  the  first  canto,  was  suggested  by  "  Lord 
ixwell's  Good  Night,"  in  the  Border  Minstrelsy,  edited  by  Mr.  Scott. 
Vnxti  the  different  poems  which  have  been  published  on  Spanish  sub- 
te,  there  may  be  found  some  shght  coincidence  in  the  first  part  which 
iats  of  the  Peninsula,  but  it  can  only  be  casual ;  as,  with  the  exception 
a  few  concluding  stanzas,  the  whole  of  this  poem  was  written  in  the 
rant 

rhc  stanza  of  Spenser,  according  to  one  of  our  most  successful  poets, 
mits  of  every  variety.  Dr.  Seattle  makes  the  following  observation  :— 
•fot  long  ago,  I  began  a  poem  in  the  style  and  stanza  of  Speiiser,  in 
iich  I  propose  to  give  full  scope  to  my  inclination,  and  be  either  droll  or 
thetic,  descriptive  or  sentimental,  tender  or  satirical,  as  the  humour 
ikes  me;  for,  if  I  mistake  not,  the  measure  which  I  have  adopted 
nits  equally  of  all  these  kinds  of  composition."  Strengthened  in  my 
nion  by  such  authority,  and  by  the  example  of  some  in  the  highest 
ler  of  Italian  poets,  I  shall  make  no  apology  for  attempts  at  similar 
iations  in  the  following  composition ;  satisfied  that,  if  they  are  unsuc. 
Bfol,  their  failure  must  be  in  the  execution,  rather  than  in  the  des\^\N^ 
ctioned  by  the  practice  of  Ariosto,  Thomson,  and  Beattie, 
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ADDITION  TO  THE  PREFACE. 

I  HAVB  now  waited  till  almost  all  our  periodical  joumali  liavt  &> 
ti  ibnted  their  usual  portion  of  criticism.  To  the  justice  of  the  gCDcnlty 
of  their  criticisms  I  have  nothing:  to  object:  it  would  ill  become  me  ta 
quarrel  with  their  very  slight  degree  of  censure,  when,  perhaps,  if  tbef 
had  been  less  kind,  they  had  been  more  candid.  Returning,  therefore,  to 
all  and  each  my  best  thanks  for  their  liberality,  on  one  point  alone  sbsll  I 
venture  an  observation.  Amongst  the  many  oljections  jusQy  nrged  to 
the  very  indifferent  character  of  the  "  vagrant  Childe  "  (whom,  nobritb. 
standing  many  hints  to  the  contrary,  I  still  maintain  to  be  a  ilctitioin 
personage},  it  has  been  stated  that,  besides  the  anachronism,  be  is  to? 
uTUcnighlljf,  as  the  times  of  the  Knights  were  times  of  Love,  Hmoor.  nA 
so  forth.  Now,  it  so  happens  that  the  good  old  times,  when  **ramottr  da 
bon  vieux  tems,  Tamour  antique  "  flourished,  were  the  most  profli{tteaC 
all  possible  centuries.  Those  who  have  any  doubts  on  this  sul^ect  msj 
consult  Sednte-Palaye,  passinif  and  more  particularly  vol.  ii.  p.  69.  T^ 
vows  of  chivalry  were  no  better  kept  than  any  other  vows  whatsoereri 
and  the  songs  of  the  Troubadours  were  not  more  decent  and  certaiolr 
were  much  less  refined,  than  those  of  Ovid.  The  **Coar8  d*uiMMr, 
parlemens  d*amour,  ou  de  court^e  et  de  gentUesse,"  had  mudi  mareof 
love  than  of  courtesy  or  gentleness.  See  Roland  on  the  same  sulject 
with  Sainte.Palaye.  Whatever  other  objection  may  be  urgrd  to  thil 
most  anamiable  personage,  Childe  Harold,  he  was  so  far  perfectly  kni^iilr 
in  his  attributes—** No  waiter,  but  a  knight  templar."*  By  thelv<ti 
fear  that  Sir  Tristrem  and  Sir  Lancelot  were  no  betbo'  than  they  dioaU 
be,  although  very  poetical  personages  and  true  knights,  ''cans  pev,** 
though  not  *'  sans  reproche."  If  the  story  of  the  instttatknk  of  the 
**  Garter"  be  not  a  fable,  the  knights  of  that  order  have  for  aenfiloea* 
tunes  borne  the  badge  of  a  countess  of  Salisbury,  of  indiffierant  memoiT. 
So  mach  for  chivalry.  Barke  need  not  have  regretted  that  its  dajs  vt 
over,  though  Marie- Antomette  was  quite  as  cluiste  as  most  of  thoieis 
whose  honours  lances  were  shivered  and  knights  unhorsed. 

Before  the  days  of  Bayard,  and  down  to  those  of  Sir  Joseph  Baatojftc 
most  chaste  and  celebrated  of  ancient  and  modem  times),  few  exceptiaM 
will  be  found  to  this  statement ;  and  I  fear  a  little  investigatioa  wffltMdi 
us  not  to  regret  these  monstrous  mummeries  dT  the  middle  ages. 

I  now  leave  **  Childe  Harold  "  to  live  his  day,  snch  as  he  is ;  it  bad  be» 
more  agreeable,  and  certainly  more  easy,  to  have  drawn  an  amiaUe  chin^ 
tcr.  It  had  been  easy  to  varnish  over  his  faults,  to  make  him  do  wan,  wm 
express  less ;  but  he  never  was  intended  as  an  example,  fnrOer  ttis  ^ 
show,  that  early  perversion  of  nund  and  morals  leads  to  satiety  of  ft^ 
pleasures  and  disappomtment  in  new  ones,  and  that  even  tbt  boWttH* 
nature,  and  the  stimulus  of  travel  (except  ambition,  the  most  po*^M« 
nil  excitements),  are  lost  on  a  soul  so  constituted,  or  rather  miidbuM 
Had  I  proceeded  with  the  poem,  this  character  wofoid  have  deepcMi  ■ 
he  drew  to  the  close;  for  the  outline  which  I  once  meant  to  flU  op  for  Ha 
was,  with  some  exceptions,  the  sketch  of  a  modem  Timoii»  pcAV>  * 
pr^tical  Zeluco. 
hovDov,  1813. 


*  Tbe  BoTvn,  or  the  Doable  Unrniflnaiwii 
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TO    lANTHE. 

Not  in  those  climes  where  I  have  late  been  straying, 
Though  Beauty  long  hath  there  been  matchless  deem'J 
Not  in  those  visions  to  the  heart  displaying 
Forms  which  it  sighs  but  to  have  only  dream'd, 
HaUi  aught  like  thee  in  truth  or  fancy  seem'd  : 
Nor,  having  seen  thee,  shall  I  vainly  seek 
To  paint  those  charms  which  varied  as  they  beam*d ; 
To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  words  were  weak  ; 
To  Uiose  who  gaze  on  thee  what  language  could  they  speak  ? 

Ah!  mayst  thou  ever  be  what  now  thou  art. 
Nor  unbeseem  the  promise  of  thy  spring, 
As  &ir  in  form,  as  warm  yet  pure  in  heart. 
Love's  image  upon  earth  without  his  wing, 
And  guileless  beyond  Hope's  imagining ! 
And  surely  she  who  now  so  fondly  rears 
Thy  youth,  in  thee,  thus  hoxu-ly  brightening, 
Benoids  the  rainbow  of  her  future  years. 
Before  whose  heavenly  hues  all  sorrow  disappears. 

Young  Peri  of  the  West ! — 'tis  well  for  me 
My  yean  already  doubly  number  thine  ; 
My  loyeless  eye  unmoved  may  gaze  on  thee. 
And  safely  view  thy  ripening  beauties  shine ; 


Happy,  I  ne'er  shall  see  them  in  decline ; 
Happiei 


Happier,  that  while  all  younger  hearts  shall  bleed. 
Mine  shall  escape  the  doom  thine  eyes  assign 
To  tiiose  whose  admiration  shall  succeed. 
Bat  mix'd  with  pangs  to  Love's  even  loveliest  hours  dccreci 

Oh  !  let  that  eye,  which,  wild  as  the  gazelle's. 
Now  brightly  bold  or  beautifully  shy. 
Wins  as  it  wanders,  dazzles  where  it  dwells. 
Glance  o'er  this  page,  nor  to  my  verse  deny 
That  smile  for  which  my  breast  might  vainly  sigh. 
Could  I  to  thee  be  ever  more  than  friend  : 
This  much,  dear  maid,  accord ;  nor  question  why 
To  one  so  young  my  strain  I  would  commend, 
But  bid  me  with  my  wreath  one  matchless  lily  blend. 

Such  is  thy  name  with  this  my  verse  entwined ; 
And  long  as  kinder  eyes  a  Iook  shall  cast 
On  Harold's  page,  lanthe's  here  enshrined 
Shall  thus  be  firist  beheld,  forgotten  last : 
My  da3rs  once  number'd,  should  this  homage  past 
Attract  thy  fairy  fingers  near  the  lyre 
Of  him  who  haii'd  thee,  loveliest  as  thou  wast, 
Such  is  the  most  my  memory  may  desire  ; 
Though  more  than  Hope  can  claim,  could  FriendBlil][)  \mb 
require? 
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fL   itotaunt* 


CANTO  THE  FIBST. 


Oh,  thou  I  in  HeHas  deem'd  of  heavenly  birth, 
Muse !  formed  or  fabled  at  the  minstrers  will ! 
Since  shamed  full  oft  by  later  lyres  on  earth, 
Mine  dares  not  call  thee  from  thy  sacred  hill : 
Yet  there  Fve  wander'd  by  thy  vaunted  rill ; 
Yes  I  sigh'd  o'er  Delphi's  long-Kleserted  shrine,* 
Where,  save  that  feeble  fountain,  all  is  still ; 
Nor  mote  my  shell  awake  the  weary  Nine 
To  grace  so  plain  a  tale — ^this  lowly  lay  of  mine. 

n. 

Whilome  in  Albion's  isle  there  dwelt  a  youth. 
Who  ne  in  virtue's  ways  did  take  delight ; 
But  spent  his  days  in  riot  most  uncouth. 
And  vex'd  with  mirth  the  drowsy  ear  oi  Night. 
Ah,  me  !  in  sooth  he  was  a  shameless  wight, 
Soi  e  given  to  revel  and  ungodly  glee  ; 
Few  earthly  things  found  fevour  in  his  sight 
Save  concubines  and  carnal  companie. 
And  flaunting  wassailers  of  high  and  low  degree. 

m. 
Childe  Harold  was  he  hight : — but  whence  his  name 
And  lineage  long,  it  suits  me  not  to  say  ; 
Suffice  it,  that  perchance  they  were  of  fame. 
And  had  been  glorious  in  another  day  ; 
But  one  sad  lozel  soils  a  name  for  aye. 
However  mighty  in  the  olden  time  ; 
Nor  all  that  heralds  rake  from  coflBn'd  clay. 
Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhyme. 
Can  blazon  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 

•  The  little  village  of  Castri  stands  partly  on  the  Ait  ot  Delphi.  Along  th«  path  of 
mountain,  from  Chrysso,  are  the  remains  of  sepulchres  hewn  in  and  ftom  th«  r 
*'  One,"  said  the  guide,  "  of  a  king  who  broke  his  neck  hunting."  His  m^festy 
certainly  chosen  tVve  fitteat  v^t  for  such  an  achievement.  A  little  above  Gnrtri  fc »e 
•npposed  the  rytbla.n,  ot  \TOTOeT^&ft  0Lft-5\.Yv\  \.\i«» xxw« "^•s* of  it  i«  paved, and  now  a< 
house.  On  the  ot\\er  Ride  oi  0\s.\.t\.  %U«\i\ft  «k  QrcfcaV  lucwBal^Ts  \  vssAk'^VS  •hove  whfc 
the  cleft  in  the  rocW,  wit\\  k  iraiwge  ot  tA-veTitt*  (ii«\^c>3\\.  oil  «»ft«t»\.,  kbA.  v^-^t!EC&ii^>« 
to  the,  Interior  of  the  monnxAm;  pTo\ivCta\^  \«  W«  euvltiaav<^«.'s«^cv'ov«!fi^^•es&ilj^>s 
■anul     From  tbU  part  deaceixd  v^ie  loMix\»A5iwi^V\vft"  IJ*^  ^lQ».4«a2»r  _ 
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IV. 

Childe  Harold  bask'd  him  in  the  noontide  sun. 
Disporting  there  like  any  other  fly^ 
Nor  deen?d  before  his  little  day  was  done 
One  blast  might  chill  him  into  misery. 
But  lon^  ere  scarce  a  third  of  his  pass'd  by. 
Worse  than  adversity  the  Childe  befell ; 
He  felt  the  ^ness  oi  satiety : 
Then  loathed  he  in  his  native  land  to  dwell, 
Which  seem'd  to  him  more  lone  than  Eremite's  sad  eelU 

V. 
Pc*"  he  through  Sin's  long  labyrinth  had  run, 
Kor  made  atonement  when  he  did  amiss  ; 
Had  sigh'd  to  many  though  he  loved  but  one. 
And  tl^t  loved  one,  alas  !  could  ne'er  be  his. 
Ah,  happy  she  !  to  'scape  from  him  whose  kiss 
Had  been  pollution  unto  aught  so  chaste; 
Who  soon  nad  left  her  charms  for  vulgar  bliss, 
And  spoil'd  her  goodly  lands  to  gild  his  wasto, 
Nor  calm  domestie  peace  had  ever  deign'd  to  taste. 

VI. 
And  now  Childe  Harold  was  sore  sick  at  heart. 
And  from  his  fellow  bacchanals  would  flee ; 
'Tis  said,  at  times  the  sullen  tear  would  start. 
But  Pride  congeal'd  the  drop  within  his  ee : 
Apart  he  staUrd  in  joyless  reverie, 
And  from  his  native  land  resolved  to  go. 
And  visit  scorching  climes  beyond  the  sea ; 
With  pleasure  drugcfd,  he  almost  long'd  for  woe, 
And  e'en  for  change  of  scene  would  seek  the  shades  below. 

vn. 
The  Childe  departed  from  his  father's  hall ; 
It  was  a  vast  and  venerable  pile ; 
So  old,  it  seembd  only  not  to  fall. 
Yet  strength  was  pillar'd  in  each  massy  aisle. 
Monastic  dome  !  condemn'd  to  uses  vile  ! 
Where  Superstition  once  had  made  her  den 
Now  Paphian  girls  were  known  to  sing  and  smile  ; 
And  monks  might  deem  their  time  was  come  agcD, 
If  ancient  tales  say  true,  nor  wrong  these  holy  men. 

vm. 
Yet  oft-times  in  his  maddest  mirthful  mood 
Strange  pangs  would  flash  alon^  Childe  Harold's  brow, 
As  if  the  memory  of  some  de&aly  feud 
Or  disappointed  passion  lurk'd  below  : 
But  this  none  knew,  nor  haplv  cared  to  know; 
For  his  was  not  that  open  artless  soul 
That  feels  relief  by  hiddiDg  sorrow  flow, 
Nor  sought  be  Mend  to  counsel  or  condole, 
Wia^'o-  this  grief  mote  be,  which  he  could  not  conbtoV 
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IX. 

And  none  did  lovo  him — though  to  hall  and  bowflr 
Ho  gathered  revellers  from  far  and  near. 
He  knew  them  flatt'rers  of  the  festal  hour ; 
The  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer. 
Yea !  none  dia  love  him — ^not  his  lemans  dear— 
But  pomp  and  power  alone  are  woman's  care. 
And  whoro  these  are,  light  Eros  finds  a  feere ; 
Maidens,  like  moths,  are  ever  caught  by  glare, 
And  Mammon  wins  his  way  where  Seraphs  might  despair. 

X. 

Childe  Harold  had  a  mother— not  forgot, 
Though  parting  from  that  mother  he  did  shun ; 
A  sister  whom  no  loved,  but  saw  her  not 
Before  his  weary  pilgrimage  b^un  : 
If  friends  he  had,  he  bade  adieu  to  none ; 
Yet  deem  not  thence  his  breast  a  breast  of  steel : 
Yo,  who  have  known  what  'tis  to  dote  upon 
A  few  dear  objects,  will  in  sadness  feel 
Such  partings  break  the  heart  they  fondly  hope  to  heal. 

XL 
His  house,  his  home,  his  heritage,  his  lands, 
The  lai^hing  dames  in  whom  he  did  delight, 
Whose  bulge  blue  eyes,  fair  locks,  and  snowy  hands, 
Might  shake  the  samtship  of  an  anchorite, 
And  long  had  fed  his  youthful  appetite  ; 
His  goblets  brimm*d  with  every  costly  wine^ 
And  all  that  mote  to  luxury  invite. 
Without  a  sigh  he  left  to  cross  the  brine. 
And  traverse  Paynim  shores,  and  pass  Earth's  central  ucft 

xn. 
The  sails  were  fill'd,  and  fair  the  light  winds  V.ow, 
As  glad  to  waft  him  from  his  native  home ; 
And  fast  the  white  rocks  &ded  from  his  view^ 
And  soon  were  lost  in  circumambient  foam : 
And  then,  it  may  be,  of  his  wish  to  roam 
Bepented  he,  but  in  his  bosom  slept 
The  silent  thought,  nor  from  his  lips  did  come 
One  word  of  wail,  whilst  others  sato  and  wept, 
And  to  the  reckless  gales  unmanly  moaning  kept 

xin. 
But  when  the  sun  w&n  sinking  in  the  sea, 
He  seized  his  harp,  which  he  at  times  could  striogy 
And  strike,  albeit  with  untaught  melody, 
When  deem'd  he  no  strange  ear  was  listeoiiDgt 
And  now  his  fingers  o'er  it  he  did  fling. 
And  tuned  his  &rewell  in  the  dim  twilight^ 
While  fte^  t^a  -veaasA.  owYiSc  vsioi^  Nrin^, 
And  ftee^ing  liboTeB  T«sa^^  ^£otsi\£i&  ^sts^gofi^     «v:ja? 
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*'  Adieu,  adieu  I  my  Dative  shore 

Fades  o'er  the  waters  blue ; 
The  night-winds  sigh,  the  breakers  roar. 

And  shrieks  the  wild  8ea-mew« 
Yon  sun  that  sets  upon  the  sea 

We  follow  in  his  flight : 
Farewell  awhile  to  him  and  thee, 

M7  native  Land— (}ood  Night ! 

"  A  few  short  hours,  and  he  will  rise 

To  give  the  morrow  birth ; 
And  I  shall  hail  the  main  aud  skies. 

But  not  my  mother  earth. 
Deserted  is  my  own  good  hall. 

Its  hearth  is  desolate ; 
Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  the  wall ; 

My  dog  howls  at  the  gate. 

"  Come  hither,  hither,  my  little  page, 

Why  dost  thou  weep  and  wail  t 
Or  dost  thou  dread  the  billow's  rage. 

Or  tremble  at  the  gale  ? 
But  dash  the  tear-drop  from  thino  eye ; 

Our  ship  is  swift  and  strong : 
Oiu*  fleetest  falcon  scarce  can  fly 

More  merrily  along." 

"  Let  winds  be  shrill,  let  waves  roll  high, 

I  fear  not  wave  nor  wind : 
Yet  marvel  not,  Sir  Childe,  that  I 

Am  sorrowful  in  mind ; 
For  I  have  from  my  father  gone, 

A  mother  whom  I  love. 
And  have  no  friend,  save  these  alone. 

But  thee — and  One  above. 

"  My  father  bless'd  me  fervently. 

Yet  did  not  much  complain ; 
But  sorely  will  my  mother  sigh 

Till  I  come  back  again." — 
"  Enough,  enough,  my  little  lad  I 

Such  tears  become  thine  eye ; 
If  I  thy  guileless  bosom  had, 

Mine  own  would  not  be  dry, 

"  Come  hither,  hither,  my  stanch  yeoman. 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  pale  ? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  a  French  foeman  I 

Or  shiver  at  the  gale  ?" — 
*'  Doem'st  thou  I  tremble  for  my  life  ? 

Sir  Childe,  Fm  not  so  weak ; 
But  thinking  on  an  absent  wife 

Will  blanch  a  faithful  cheek. 

**  My  spouse  and  boys  dwell  near  tby  hsSi^ 
Along  the  bordering  lake, 
2  L 
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And  when  they  on  their  ftUS^er  eall. 
What  answer  shall  she  make  1"-^ 

«  Enough,  enough,  my  y«oma&  ^ood, 
Thy  grief  let  none  gainsay; 

But  I,  who  am  of  lighter  mood, 
Will  laugh  to  flee  away. 

''  For  who  would  trust  the  seeming  sight 

Of  wife  or  paramour  ? 
Fresh  feres  will  dry  the  bright  blue  eyes 

We  late  saw  streaming  o'er. 
For  pleasures  past  I  do  not  grieve^  • 

Nor  perils  gathering  near ; 
My  greatest  grief  is  that  I  leaTa 

No  thing  tibat  olaims  a  tear. 

''  And  now  I'm  in  the  world  alon^^ 

Upon  the  wide,  wide  sea : 
But  why  should  I  ior  othe>«  groani 

When  none  will  si^  for  me  ? 
Perchance  my  dog  wiU  whin«  in  vaia^ 

Till  fed  by  stranger  hands ; 
But  long  ere  I  oome  baek  again 

He'd  tear  me  where  he  stands. 

"  With  thee,  my  b^rk,  FU  swifUj  go 

Athwart  the  foaming  brine : 
Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  ma  to, 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  welcome,  ye  dark  blue  wa^es ! 

And  when  you  £Eiil  my  sight. 
Welcome,  ye  deserts,  and  ye  eaires  t 

My  native  land— Ciood  Night  I" 

XIV. 
On,  on  the  vessel  flies,  the  land  is  gone^ 
And  winds  are  rude,  in  Biscay's  sleepless  boy. 
Four  days  are  sped,  but  with  the  fifth,  anon, 
New  shores  descried  make  everv  bosom  m ; 
And  Cintra's  mountain  greets  them  on  their  way» 
And  Tagus  dashing  onward  to  the  de^. 
His  fabled  golden  tribute  bent  to  pay ; 
And  soon  on  board  the  Lusian  pilots  leap, 
And  steer  'twixt  fertile  shores  wher^  yet  rew  ruslics  itaf 

Oh,  Christ!  it  is  a  goodly  sight  to  see 
What  Heaven  hath  done  for  this  delicious  land  1 
What  fruits  of  fragrance  blush  on  every  tree  I 
What  goodly  prospects  o'er  the  hills  expand ! 
But  man  would  mar  them  with  an  impious  bond : 
And  when  the  Almighty  lifts  His  fieroest  scourge 
'Gainst  thoao  ^ho  most  transgress  His  high  oooiinacdf 
With  trciblo  'veng^itaiQi©  -^'^^S&VcX.^&Aita  urge 
Gaul's  locust  Voat,  wi^  Qa«\Xi%NwiV^^R*iVs«DM».'^jo:^ 
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XVI. 

What  beantieB  dQ^  I48lH)a  fl|«t  unfold  t 
Her  image  floatiqg  ou  tl^t  pob^^  ^''^^4. 
Whicli  poets  vaiiuy  pave  with  9an4s  or  gold; 
But  now  whereon  a  thousand  keels  did  ride 
Of  mighty  strangth,  since  Albion  was  allied^ 
And  to  the  Lusians  did  her  aid  afford  : 
A  nation  swohi  with  ignorance  and  pride, 
Who  lick  yet  loathe  tnQ  hapd  that  waves  the  sword 
To  save  them  from  the  wrath  of  GaiU^s  unsparing  lor4, 


?vn. 
But  whoao  ent^reth  inHJm  thw  U^vm, 
That,  sheening  fax,  oele^tial  999ms  to  be^ 
Disconsolate  ^W  wander  up  and  down, 
'Mid  many  things  unsightly  to  strange  ee,- 
For  hut  and  palace  show  like  filthily : 
The  dingy  denisens  arc(  x^d  in  dirt ; 
Ne  personag^e  of  high  or  mean  degree 
Dotn  care  ^r  o}eanBQS9  of  surtpv^^  or  shirt, 
Though  shent  with  Egypt's  plague,  VM;^kempt,unwa8h*(i  j  unhurt 

Poor,  paltry  Blaves  I  yet  bom  'midst  noblest  sceoea^ 
Why,  Xf  ature,  wasto  thy  wonders  on  such  men  ? 
Lo  1  Cintra's  glorious  £iden  intervenes 
In  variegated  maze  of  mount  and  glen. 
Ah,  me  !  what  hand  can  pencil  guide,  or  pen. 
To  follow  half  on  which  the  eye  dilates 
Through  views  more  dazzling  unto  mortal  ken 
Than  those  whereof  such  things  the  bard  relates, 
Who  to  the  awestruck  world  unlock'd  ^ysium's  gates  ? 

XIX. 
The  horrid  crags,  by  toppling  eonvent  crown'd. 
The  cork-trees  hoar  that  clouie  the  shaggy  steep, 
The  moimtein-moss  by  scorching  skies  imbrown'd, 
The  sunken  glen,  whose  sunless  shrubs  must  weep. 
The  tender  azure  of  the  unrufiQed  deep. 
The  orange  tints  that  gild  the  greenest  bough, 
The  torrents  that  from  cliff  to  valley  leap. 
The  vine  on  high,  the  willow  bi'anch  below, 
Mix'd  in  one  mighty  scene,  with  varied  b^uty  glow. 

XX. 

Then  slowly  climb  the  many-winding  way. 
And  frequent  turn  to  linger  as  you  go, 
Aom  loiller  rocks  new  loveliness  survey, 
And  rest  ye  at  "Our  Lad/s  house  of  woe  ;*** 

Jhe  oonrent  of  "Oar  L»dy  of  PanUbment."  Noua  Senora  de  Pena,  oTi^%  v&inmS^ 
awiwefc,  Balow.»ttom0  dittance,  is  the  Ctorlc  Ck>nvent,  -whextt  Bit.BoDiQi)AQ&  d^a  «* 
onr  wMeb  U  bb  epUapb.    Fxom  the  hillM,  th«  sea  adds  to  ihftliMraty  ot^^'^W* 
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Where  firugal  monks  their  little  relios  show , 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  tell : 
Here  impioiis  men  hsTe  ponish'd  been,  and  ]p ! 
Deep  in  yon  oaTe  Hononns  loxi|af  did  dwell. 
In  hope  to  merit  heaven  by  malong  earth  a  hell. 

TTT, 

And  here  and  there,  as  ap  the  crags  yon  springy 
Mark  many  rude-^sanred  crosses  near  the  jMUh : 
Yet  deem  not  these  devotion's  offaring' 
These  are  memorials  firail  of  murderous  wrath : 
For  wheresoe'er  the  shrieking  victim  hath 
Pour*d  forth  his  blood  beneath  the  assassin's  knifii^ 
Some  hand  erects  a  cross  of  mouldering  lath ; 
And  grove  and  glen  with  thousand  su<m  are  rifo 
Throughout  this  purple  land,  where  law  secures  not  lilc  i ' 

XXIX* 
On  sloping  mounds,  or  in  the  vale  beneath, 
Are  domes  where  whilome  kings  did  make  repair ; 
But  now  the  wild  flowers  round  them  only  breathe ; 
Yet  ruin'd  splendour  still  is  lingering  there^ 
And  yonder  towers  the  Prince's  palace  fair ; 
There  tiiou  too,  Yathek  I  England's  wealthiest  sod, 
Once  form'd  thy  Paradise,  as  not  aware 
When  wanton  Wealth  her  mightiest  dcodi  hath  done^ 
Meek  Peace  voluptuous  lures  was  ever  wont  to  shoo. 

XHIL 
Here  didst  thou  dwell,  here  schemes  of  pleaaureplaDi 
Beneath  yon  mountain's  ever  beauteous  dtow. 
But  now,  as  if  a  thing  unblest  by  Man, 
Thy  fairy  dwelling  is  as  lone  as  thou ! 
Here  ^ant  weeds  a  passage  scarce  allow 
To  haiUs  deserted,  portals  gaping  wide ; 
Fresh  lessons  to  the  thinking  bosom,  how 
Vain  are  the  pleasaunces  on  earth  supplied ; 
Swept  into  wrecks  anon  by  Time's  ungentle  tide. 

xxrv. 
Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  convened  !t 
Oh !  dome  displeasing  unto  British  eye  I 
With  diadem  bight  foolscap,  lo  !  a  fiend, 
A  little  fiend  that  scofb  incessantly, 

•  It  U  ft  weU-knovn  fact,  that  in  ibe  year  1800.  Um  

likbou  Mid  ito  vldnity  were  not  confined  by  the  PnrtagOMe  to 


that  Englishmen  were  cUUy  butchered  :  and  lo  Cur  flro>n  ndTe«bilBfaMu*>^^| 
reqtieeUid  not  to  Ifterfere  if  we  peroelved  any  compatrioi  deHmdiagllwwW'g^ 
alllM.  I  wae  ouce  etopiiad  in  the  way  to  the  theatre  at  eight  o'doAb  tke  *"|5.r^ 
.. .    ..  _ ..       [,  atthrtfctw.^ffftl 


the  itreeta  were  not  more  empty  than  they  generally  are  at  thathegi^Tf*," 
opeu  ehop,  and  in  a  carriage  with  a  Mend :  had  wo  net  frrtmr^T^  *■—*'**  f 
not  the  least  doubt  that  we  should  have  "adorned  a  tale."  inrtMd  oT  fM<"^ 
<-rime  of  naianlu&Uon  \a  noX. cavvftxi«d  to  Portugal :  in  Slotly  aad  Maltft— y^*yS 
( u  the  lioftd  fti  ft  Yuvndiioni«  ft\«t»«,«  xi\|^viit  «sA  'uiafc  %  SfdllaB  «r  >«■■  ■* 
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There  sits  in  parchment  robe  array'd,  and  by 
His  side  is  hung^  a  seal  and  sable  scroll. 
Where  blazon'd  glare  names  known  to  chivalry. 
And  smidry  signatures  adorn  the  roll. 
Whereat  the  Urchin  points,  and  laughs  with  all  his  soul. 

XXV. 

Convention  is  the  dwarfish  demon  styled 
That  foird  the  knights  in  Marialva's  dome : 
Of  brains  {if  brains  they  had)  he  them  beguiled. 
And  turn'a  a  nation's  shallow  joy  to  gloom. 
Ilere  Folly  dash'd  to  earth  the  victor  s  plume, 
And  Policy  regained  what  arms  had  lost : 
For  chiefs  like  oui^  in  vain  may  laurels  bloom  ! 
Woe  to  the  conqu'ring,  not  the  conquer*d  host, 
^co  baffled  ^IMumph  droops  on  Lusitania's  coast. 

XXVI. 

And  ever  since  that  martial  synod  met, 
Britannia  sickens,  Cintra !  at  thy  name ; 
And  folks  in  office  at  the  mention  fret. 
And  £iin  would  blush,  if  blush  they  could,  for  shame. 
How  will  posterity  the  deed  proclaim  1 
Will  not  our  own  and  fellow-nations  sneer. 
To  view  these  champions  cheated  of  their  fame. 
By  foes  in  fight  o'erthrown,  yet  victors  here, 
Where  Scorn  her  finger  points  through  many  a  coming  year  f 

xxvn. 
So  deem*d  the  Childe,  as  o'er  the  mountains  he 
Did  take  his  way  in  solitary  guise : 
Sweet  was  the  scene,  yet  soon  he  thought  to  flee, 
'  More  restless  than  the  swallow  in  the  skies : 
Though  here  awhile  he  leam'd  to  moralize. 
For  Meditation  fix'd  at  times  on  him, 
And  conscious  Reason  whisper'd  to  despise 
His  early  youth  misspent  in  maddest  wliim  ; 
Bat  as  he  gazed  on  truth,  his  aching  eyes  grew  dim. 

XXVllI. 
To  horse !  to  horse  !  he  quits,  for  ever  qmts 
A  scene  of  peace,  though  soothing  to  his  soul : 
Again  he  rouses  from  his  moping  fits. 
But  seeks  not  now  the  harlot  and  the  bowl. 
Onward  he  flies,  nor  fi^c'd  as  ^et  the  goal 
Where  he  shall  rest  him  on  his  pilgrimage ; 
And  o'er  him  many  changing  scenes  must  roll 
Ere  toil  his  thirst  for  travel  can  assuago, 
Or  he  shall  calm  his  breast,  or  learn  experience  n&ge, 

XXIX. 

Yet  Mafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay, 

Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Lusians'  luckless  qaeen  \* 

Iprftaf  Jcbtfitr  iwrtonuiiau^  Mmld  auke  nothingVf  beta. 
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Anrl  church  and  conrt  did  mingle  their  arraj, 
Antl  mass  and  revel  were  alternate  Been 
Lordlings  and  freres — ^ill  sorted  fry  I  ween  ! 
}>ut  here  the  Babylonian  whore  hath  built 
A  dome,  where  flaunts  she  in  such  glorions  sheen. 
That  men  forget  the  blood  which  she  hath  spilt, 
And  bow  the  knee  to  Pomp  that  loves  to  varnish  guilt* 

XXX. 

O'er  vales  that  teem  with  fruits,  romantic  hiUa, 
(Oh,  that  such  hills  upheld  a  freebom  race !) 
Whereon  to  gaze  the  eye  with  joyaunce  fills, 
Childe  Harold  wends  through  many  a4>lea8ant  place. 
Tliough  sluggards  deem  it  but  a  foolidi  cdiase. 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  easy  chmr. 
The  toilsome  way,  and  long,  long  league  to  traoe^ 
Oh  !  there  is  sweetness  in  the  moimtain  air. 
And  life,  that  bloated  Ease  can  never  hope  to  share. 

XXXI. 
More  bleak  to  view  the  hills  at  length  recede. 
And,  less  luxuriant,  smoother  vales  extend; 
Immense  horizon-bounded  plains  succeed  1 
Far  as  the  eye  discerns,  withouten  end, 
Spain's  realms  appear,  whereon  her  shepherds  tend 
Flocks,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  trader  know»^ 
Now  must  the  pastor's  arm  his  lunbs  defiaod : 
For  Spain  is  compass'd  by  imyielding  foes. 
And  all  must  shield  their  aU,  or  share  subjection's  woes. 

xxxn. 

Where  Lusitania  and  her  Sister  meet. 
Deem  ye  what  bounds  the  rival  realms  divide  f 
Or  ore  the  jealous  queens  of  nations  greets 
Doth  Tayo  interpose  his  mighty  tide  t 
Or  dark  Sierras  rise  in  craggy  pride  ? 
Or  fence  of  art  like  China's  vasty  wall  f — 
Ne  barrier  wall,  ne  river  deep  and  wide, 
No  horrid  crags,  nor  mountains  dark  and  tall, 
Eise  like  the  rocks  that  part  Hispania's  land  from  Gatil. 

xxxni. 
But  those  between  a  silver  streamlet  glides, 
And  scarce  a  name  distinguisheth  the  brook, 
Though  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant  sides. 
Here  leans  the  idle  shepherd  on  his  crook, 
And  vacant  on  the  rippling  waves  doth  look, 
That  peaceful  still  'twixt  bitterest  foemen  flow ; 
For  proud  each  peasant  as  the  noblest  duke : 
Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference  know 
Twixt  him  and  liusian  slave,  the  lowest  of  the  low.* 

•  Ab  I  found  ihe  PoTtoguwvft,  »o  \  Vv»ft  ^«.TM^AfclM^  \:b«m.  That  they  are  tHrtt  I5 

Eoved,  at  least  in  coxnrwRe,  \»  «v\AftTv\K  T:Vvft\«.\*  «xVV»\\% <sS. \Jst^^<c^sli;^VA.Tc  <&«* 
e  foUle*  ol  Clutnw.    VLt  Yva*.  \w\e«A»  A^oti^  -woyAstfc-.  \^  >|S>;8««^^,  '^«*S^!!; 
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XXXIV. 

But  ere  the  mingling  bounds  have  fietr  been  pass'd. 
Dark  Guadiana  rolls  his  power  along 
In  sullen  billows,  murmuring  and  vast. 
So  noted  ancient  roundelays  among. 
Whilome  upon  his  banks  did  legions  throne 
Of  Moor  and  Knight,  in  mailed  splendour  dress'd  : 
Here  ceased  the  swift  their  race,  here  sunk  the  strong ; 
The  Paynim  turbaa  and  the  Chnstian  crest 
Miz'd  on  the  bleeding  stream,  by  floating  hosts  oppressed. 

XXXV. 

Oh,  lovely  Spain  I  renown* d,  romantic  land  ! 
Where  is  that  standard  which  Pelagic  bore. 
When  Cava*s  traitor-sire  first  call'd  the  band 
That  dyed  thy  mountain  streams  with  Gothic  gore  ?* 
Where  are  those  bloody  banners  which  of  yore 
Waved  o'er  thy  sons,  victorious  to  the  galo, 
And  drove  at  last  the  spoilers  to  their  shore  ? 
Bed  gleam'd  the  cross,  and  waned  the  crescent  pale. 
While  AMc's  echoes  thrill'd  with  Moorish  matrons'  wail. 

XXXVI. 
Teems  not  each  ditty  with  the  glorious  tale  ? 
Ah  !  such,  alas :  the  hero's  amplest  fate  ! 
When  granite  moulders  and  when  records  fail, 
A  peasant's  T»Iaint  prolongs  his  dubious  date. 
Pride  !  bena  thine  eye  from  heaven  to  thine  estate^ 
See  how  tho  miriity  shrink  into  a  song ! 
Can  Volume,  I'ular,  Pile,  preserve  thee  great  ? 
Or  must  thou  trust  Tradition's  simple  tongue. 
When  Flattery  sleeps  with  thee,  and  History  does  thee  wrong ! 

xxxvn. 
Awake,  ye  sons  of  Spain  !  awake !  advance ! 
Lo  !  Chivalry,  your  ancient  goddess,  cries ; 
Bat  wields  not,  as  of  old,  her  thirsty  lance, 
Nor  shakes  her  crimson  plumage  in  the  skies : 
Now  on  the  smoke  of  hlsLzing  l^lts  she  flies. 
And  speaks  in  thunder  through  yon  engine's  roar  I 
In  every  peal  she  calls — **  Aimke  I  arise  I" 
Say,  is  her  voice  more  feeble  than  of  yore. 
When  her  war-song  was  heard  on  AndcJusia's  shore ! 

XXXVlil. 

Hark  !  heard  you  not  those  hoofs  of  dreadful  note  f 
Sounds  not  the  dang  of  conflict  on  the  heath  ? 
Saw  ye  not  whom  the  reeking  sabre  smote ; 
Nor  saved  your  brethren  ere  they  sank  beneath 
Tyrants  and  tyrants'  slaves  ? — the  fires  of  death, 

ItAuubtarjOu ffelcn  of  Siwin.     PdH^ins iic«wrY«aL "W*  Vii4«©wA«m* 
af^tb0AftmiMB,Mad  tha  deaoendaixto   of  hU  toUo^wtn,  •»«  vmba 
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The  bale-fires  flash  on  high. : — from  rook  to  rooV 
Each  volley  tells  that  thousacds  cease  to  breathe ; 
Death  ridos  upon  the  sulphury  Siroo, 
Bed  Battle  stamps  his  foot,  and  nations  feel  the  shodc 

XXXIX. 

Lo !  where  the  Giant  on  the  mountain  stands, 
His  blood-red  tresses  deepening  in  the  sun. 
With  death-shot  glowing  in  his  fiery  hands, 
And  eye  that  scorcheth  all  it  glares  upon ; 
Restless  it  rolls,  now  fix'd,  ana  now  anon 
Flashing  afar, — and  at  his  iron  feet 
Destruction  cowers,  to  mark  what  deeds  are  done; 
For  on  this  mom  three  potent  nations  meet> 
To  shed  before  his  shrine  the  blood  he  deems  mostfwoet 

XL. 

By  Heaven !  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 
(For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 
Their  rival  scarfs  of  mix'd  embroideiy. 
Their  various  arms  that  glitter  in  the  air ! 
What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from  their  lair, 
And  ^ash  their  fangs  loud-yelling  for  the  prey ! 
All  jom  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share ; 
The  Grave  shall  bear  the  ohiefest  prize  away. 
And  Havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array. 

xu. 
Three  hosts  combine  to  offer  sacrifice ; 
Three  tongues  prefer  strange  orisons  on  Ugh ; 
Three  gaudy  standards  flout  the  pale  blue  Aj ; 
The  shouts  are  France,  Spain,  Albion,  Victory ! 
The  foe,  the  victim,  and  the  fond  ally 
That  fights  for  all  but  ever  fights  in  vain. 
Are  met, — as  if  at  home  they  could  not  die- 
To  feed  the  crow  on  Tnlavera's  plain. 
And  foi*tilize  the  field  that  each  pretends  to  gain. 

XLn. 
There  shall  they  rot— Ambition's  honoured  ibols  I 
Yes,  Honour  decks  the  turf  that  wraps  their  day ! 
Vain  Sophistry  1  in  these  behold  the  tools, 
The  broken  tools,  that  tyrants  cast  away 
By  myriads,  when  they  dare  to  pave  their  way 
With  human  hearts — to  what? — a  dream  aloDO. 
Can  despots  compass  aught  that  hails  thdrswayt 
Or  call  with  truth  one  span  of  earth  their  own. 
Save  th  at  wherein  at  last  they  crumble  bone  by  ooofi ' 

XLm. 
Oh,  Albuera,  glorious  field  of  grief  1 
As  o*er  Uiv  pVo^  ^'d'^^^^^'oi  \in!i^d.Ua  «toed| 
VHio  co\3i\a  ioT«ae©  \>cxftft,  vo. «.  vono^  %ck\(e^     xx-xv 
A  scene  wbore  ia«i^^sti^i«ft  ^5MwX^\sR«ii5.«A^9w^ 
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Peace  to  the  perish'd  1  may  the  warrioi'^s  moed 
And  tears  of  triumph  their  reward  prolong ! 
Till  others  &11  where  other  chieftains  lead, 
Thj  name  shall  circle  round  the  gaping  throng, 
And  shine  in  worthless  lays,  the  theme  of  transient  song. 

XUV. 

Enough  of  Battle's  minions  I  let  them  play 
Their  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for  fame : 
Fame  that  will  scarce  re-animate  their  day, 
lliough  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  namo. 
In  sooth  'twere  sad  to  thwart  their  noble  aim 
Who  strike,  blest  hirelings !  for  their  country's  good. 
And  die,  that  living  might  have  proved  her  shamo  ; 
Porish'd,  perchance,  in  some  domestic  feud. 
Or  in  a  narrower  sphere  wild  Rapine's  path  pursued. 

XLV. 

Full  swiftly  Harold  wends  his  lonely  way 
Whore  proud  Sevilla  triumphs  unsubdued : 
Yet  is  she  free — the  spoiler  s  wish'd-for  prey  ! 
Soon,  soon  shall  Conquest's  fiery  foot  intrude. 
Blackening  her  lovely  domes,  with  traces  rude. 
Tnovitable  hour !    'Gainst  fate  to  strive 
Where  Desolation  plants  her  &mish'd  brood 
Is  vain,  or  Ilion,  Tyre,  mif  ht  yet  survive. 
And  Virtue  vanqiush  all,  and  Murder  cease  to  thrive. 

XLVI. 

But  all  QDOOiisoious  of  the  coming  doom. 
The  feast,  the  song,  the  revel  here  abounds ; 
Strange  modes  of  merriment  the  hours  consume. 
Nor  bleed  these  patriots  with  their  country's  wounds : 
Nor  here  War's  clarion,  but  Love's  rebek  sounds ; 
Here  Polly  still  his  votaries  enthralls ; 
And  youn^-eyed  Lewdness  walks  her  midnight  rounds : 
Girt  with  uie  silent  crimes  of  Capitals, 
Still  to  the  last  kind  Vice  clings  to  the  tott'ring  walls. 


Not  so  the  rustic — ^with  his  trembling  mate 
He  lurks,  nor  casts  his  heavy  eye  afia^. 
Lest  he  diould  view  his  vineyard  desolate, 
Blasted  below  the  dun  hot  breath  of  war. 
No  more  beneath  soft  eve's  consenting  star 
Fandango  twirls  his  jocund  castanet : 
Ah,  monarchs !  could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye  mar. 
Not  in  the  toils  of  Glory  would  ye  fret ; 
The  hoarse  dull  drum  would  sleep,  and  Man  be  happy  yet  1 

XLVin. 
Sow  carols  now  ibe  lusty  muleteer  1 
Of  lore,  romance,  devotion  is  his  lay, 
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Ab  whilome  he  was  wont  the  leagaes  to  cheer, 
His  quick  beDs  wildly  jingling  on  the  way  ? 
No  !  as  he  speeds  he  ohants  *'  Viva  el  Bey  !"* 
And  checks  his  song  to  execrate  Qodoy, 
The  royal  wittol  Clmrles,  and  corse  the  day 
When  first  Spain's  queen  beheld  the  black-eyed  boy, 
And  gore-£Ekced  Treason  sprung  from  her  adulterate  joy. 

XLIX. 
On  yon  long,  level  plain,  at  distance  orown'd 
With  crags,  whereon  those  Moorish  turrets  test, 
Wide  Bcatter*d  hoof-marks  dint  the  wounded  ground ; 
And,  scathed  by  fire,  the  greensward's  darkend  vest 
Tells  that  the  foe  was  Andalusia's  guest : 
Here  was  the  camp,  the  watch-flame,  and  the  ho8t» 
Here  the  bold  peasant  storm'd  the  dragon's  nest; 
Still  does  he  mark  it  with  triumphant  boast, 
And  points  to  yonder  difib  which  oft  were  won  and  lost 

L. 

And  whomsoe'er  along  the  path  you  meet 
Bears  in  his  cap  the  badge  of  crimson  hne,t 
Which  tells  you  whom  to  shun  and  whom  to  greet : 
Woe  to  the  man  that  walks  in  public  Tidw 
Without  of  loyalty  this  token  true : 
Sharp  is  the  knife,  and  sudden  is  the  stl!oke ; 
And  sorely  would  the  Gallic  foeman  rue. 
If  subtle  poniards,  wrapt  beneath  the  doke. 
Could  blunt  the  sabre's  edge,  or  dear  Uie  cannon's  smoke. 


At  every  turn  Morena's  dusky  height 
Sustains  aloft  the  battery's  iron  Itmd ; 
And,  far  as  mortal  eye  can  compass  Bight, 
The  mountain-howitser,  the  broiroQ  road. 
The  bristling  palisade,  the  fosse  o'erflow'd. 
The  station'd  bands,  the  never-vacant  wateh, 
The  magasine  in  rooky  durance  stow*d. 
The  holster'd  steed  beneath  the  shed  of  thatch, 
The  ball-piled  pyramid,  the  ever-bla^g  match,^ 

Ln. 
Portend  the  deeds  to  come  : — ^but  he  whose  nod 
Has  tumbled  feebler  despots  from  their  sWay, 

•  "ViTa el Rey  Fernando! "Long  live  mnfFUdtnandl  fa th« efcf  rf *f*y .? 
Rimnioh  patriotic  songs.  They  are  ehlefly  in  dbpnlae  of  the  old  King  Gbtflct. tM^|7 
and  the  Frince  of  Peace.  I  have  heard  many  of  them :  Mine  of  tha  aln  ■>•  ***r|I 
Don  Manuel  Godoy,  the  Prineip*  d*  la  Pom,  of  an  aaotont  bmt  doeafed  fltfMg.**^ 
at  BadiOoz,  on  the  frontien  of  Portagal,  and  was  origtBaUy  In  the  lanLiof  »>?T^ 
giiarda,  till  hit  penon  atiraeted  the  qneen'fe  eyie,  and  nind  hte  to  •!»*■■■■■  5 
Alcudia,  Ae.  Ae.  It  ia  to  thla  nian  that  the  Bpaniaias  nalTtnaUy  iBpota  tht  rw" 
their  country, 
t  The  red  coclutde,  -wi\Ai "  Y«cnam!aLO  Tli:'  Vll^h«  oentre.  ...  ^ 

t  All  who  have  Been  a  ^laUen  ^«rtSi^  \wS\»rit^%  \WTMiaftil,tMML  fai.wyih  **3 
■heltaiiwpUed.  The  Sierra  lto»a>a-wi>  twWlMA  Vn.  wwiq  ^aSBi^  ^w».>ftlih.Hi^ 
iamy  w«7toa«vme. 
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A  moment  pauseth  ere  he  lifts  the  rod ; 
A  little  moiqent  deigneth  to  delay : 
Soon  will  his  legions  sweep  through  these  their  way ; 
The  West  most  own  the  Sooinver  of  the  world. 
Ah !  Spain !  how  sad  will  he  thy  reokoning-day. 
When  soars  Oanl*i  Voltiire,  with  his  wings  unftirl'd. 
And  thou  shalt  view  thy  sons  in  crowds  to  Hades  htiri'd. 

im. 
And  most  they  &11  ?  the  young,  the  proud,  the  bmvc. 
To  swell  one  bloated  chief's  unwholesome  reign  ! 
No  step  between  submission  and  a  grare  ? 
The  rise  of  n^)ine  and  the  £fdl  of  Spain  ? 
And  doth  the  Power  that  man  adores  ordain 
Their  doom,  nor  heed  the  suppliant's  appeal  ? 
Is  all  that  desperate  Valour  acts  in  vain  ? 
And  Counsel  sage,  and  palariotic  Zeal, 
rhe  Veteran's  skill,  Toutlrs  fire,  and  Manhood's  heart  of  steel ! 

UV. 
Is  it  for  this  the  Spanish  maid,  aroused. 
Hangs  on  the  willow  her  unstnmg  guitar, 
And,  all  unsex'd,  the  anlaoe  hath  espoused, 
Suiuf  the  loud  song,  and  dared  the  deed  of  war  ? 
And  she,  whom  once  the  semblance  of  a  scar 
Appall'd,  an  owlet's  larum  chill'd  with  dread. 
Now  views  the  oolumn-soatt'ring  ba/net  jar. 
The  fidohion  flash,  and  o'er  the  vet  warm  dead 
Stalks  with  Mintrva's  st^  where  Mars  might  quake  to  tread. 

LV. 

Te  who  shall  marvel  when  you  hear  her  tale. 
Oh  !  had  you  known  her  in  her  softer  hour, 
M^rk'd  her  black  eye  that  mocks  her  coal-black  veil. 
Heard  her  light,  lively  tones  in  lady's  bower. 
Seen  her  long  locks  that  foil  the  pamter's  power, 
Her  fairy  form,  with  more  than  female  grace, 
S«irce  would  you  deem  that  Saragoza's  tower 
Beheld  her  smile  in  Danger's  Gonpn  face, 
rhin  the  dosed  ranks,  and  lead  in  Glory's  fearful  chase. 

LVI. 
Her  lover  sinks — she  sheds  no  ill-timed  tear ; 
Her  chief  is  slain — she  fills  his  fatal  post ; 
Her  fellows  flee — she  checks  their  base  career ; 
The  foe  retires — she  heads  the  sallying  host : 
Who  can  appease  like  her  a  lover's  ghost  ? 
Who  can  avenge  so  well  a  leader's  fell  ? 
What  maid  retrieve  when  man's  flush'd  hope  is  lost  I 
Who  hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flying  Gaul, 
'oil'd  by  a  woman's  hand,  before  a  batter*d  wall  ?* 

h  VMw  tb«  exploltg  of  tb»  Mold  offbwgogm,  who  bj  her  valonx  eleTD.VA&'bATMM  \a 
mttaak  ofberoUtm.  Whm  the  witlMr  wm  at  SevUlA,  dM  fraXk«d  dfttty  oa  \\M 
wawtorf  wttkmttKWtmdtHm,  ^>amaMMt<l  of  tlw  Jimtaw 
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LTn. 
Yet  are  Spain's  maids  no  race  of  AmaioM, 
But  form  d  for  all  the  'witching  arts  of  lore : 
Though  thus  in  arms  they  emulate  her  sons. 
And  in  the  horrid  phalanx  dare  to  move, 
'Tis  but  the  tender  fierceness  of  the  dove. 
Pecking  the  hand  that  hovers  o'er  her  mate : 
In  softness  as  in  firmness  &r  above 
Kemoter  females,  famed  for  sickening  prate ; 
Ucr  mind  is  nobler  sure,  her  charms  perchance  as  great. 

LVm. 
The  seal  Love's  dimpling  finger  hath  impress'd 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bears  nis  touch: * 
Her  lips,  whose  kisses  pout  to  leave  th^  nest. 
Bid  man  be  valiant  ere  he  merit  such : 
Hor  glance,  how  wildly  beautiful  I  how  much 
Hath  Phoebus  woo'd  in  vain  to  spoil  her  cheek, 
Which  glows  yet  smoother  from  his  amorous  clutch ! 
Who  round  the  North  for  paler  dnmcs  would  seek  ? 
How  poor  their  forms  appear  !  how  languid,  wan,  and  r.T2kl 

Lix. 
Match  me,  ye  climes  I  which  poets  love  to  land ; 
Match  me,  ye  harams  of  the  land  1  where  now 
I  strike  my  strain,  far  distant,  to  applaud 
Beauties  that  ev'n  a  cynic  must  avow  I 
Match  me  those  houris,  whom  ye  scarce  allow 
To  taste  the  gale  lest  Love  should  ride  the  wind, 
With  Spain's  dark-glancing  daughters— deign  to  kiow, 
There  your  wise  Prophet's  paradise  we  find. 
His  black-eyed  maids  of  Heaven,  angelically  kind. 

LX. 
Oh,  thou  Parnassus  1  whom  I  now  survey. 
Not  in  the  phrensv  of  a  dreamer's  eye. 
Not  in  the  fabled  landscape  of  a  lay. 
But  soaring  snow-clad  through  thy  native  sky. 
In  the  wild  pomp  of  mountain  majesty ! 
What  marvel  if  I  thus  essay  to  sin^  T 
The  humblest  of  thy  pilgrims  passmg  by 

Would  gladly  woo  thme  Echoes  with  his  string, . 

Though  from  thy  heights  no  more  one  Muse  wiD  wave  horwil 

T.TT, 

Oil  have  I  dream'd  of  thee  !  whose  glorious  name 
Who  knows  not,  knows  not  man's  divinest  lore  * 
And  now  I  view  thee,  'tis,  alas  1  with  shame 
That  I  in  feeblest  accents  must  adore. 
When  I  recount  thy  worshippers  of  yore, 
I  tvembW,  «cad  cwa.  only  bend  the  knee ; 
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Nor  raiie  my  voioe,  nor  vainly  dare  to  soar, 
But  gase  beneath  lliy  cloudy  canopy 
In  lileiit  joy  to  think  at  last  I  look  on  thee  t 

T.TTT, 

Happier  in  this  than  mightiest  bards  have  been. 
Whose  finte  to  distant  homes  confined  their  lot. 
Shall  I  unmoyed  behold  the  hallow'd  scene. 
Which  others  raye  of,  thonfi;h  they  know  it  not  ? 
Thoiigh  here  no  more  Apollo  haunts  bis  grot. 
And  thou,  the  Muses*  seat,  art  now  their  grave. 
Some  gentle  spirit  still  pervades  the  spot, 
Sighs  in  the  sale,  keeps  silence  in  the  cave. 
And  glides  with  glassy  mot  o*er  yon  melodious  wave. 

Lxm. 
Of  thee  hereafter. — ^Ev'n  amidst  my  strain 
I  tum'd  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here ; 
Forgot  the  land,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Spain ; 
Her  fiite,  to  eyecy  fireebom  bosom  dear  ; 
And  haiTd  thee^  not  perchance  without  a  tear. 
Now  to  my  theme— but  from  thy  holy  haunt 
Lei  me  some  remnant — some  memorial  bear ; 
Yield  me  one  leaf  of  Daphne's  deathless  plant, 
Nor  let  thy  votary's  hope  be  deem'd  an  idle  vaunt. 

Lxnr. 
But  ne'er  didst  thou,  &ir  Mount !  when  Greece  was  y>^ung, 
See  round  thy  giant  base  a  brighter  choir. 
Nor  e'er  did  Diiphi,  when  her  priestess  sung 
The  Pvthian  hynm  with  more  than  mortal  m-e, 
B^old  a  train  more  fitting  to  inspire 
The  song  of  love  than  Andalusia's  maids. 
Nursed  m  the  glowing  lap  of  soft  desire : 
Ah  I  that  to  these  were  given  such  peaceful  shades 
As  Greece  can  still  bestow,  though  Glory  fly  her  glade?. 

LXV. 
Fair  is  proud  Seville ;  let  her  country  boast 
Her  strength,  her  wealth,  her  site  of  ancient  days  ; 
But  Cadiz,  rising  on  the  distant  coast. 
Galls  forth  a  sweeter,  though  ignoble  praise. 
Ah,  Vice !  how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  ways  I 
While  boyish  blood  is  mantling,  who  can  'scapo 
The  &scination  of  thy  magic  gaze  ? 
A  Cherub-hydra  round  us  dost  thou  gape. 
And  mould  to  every  taste  thy  dear  delusive  shape. 

LZYL 
Whon  Paphos  fell  by  Time— accursed  Time ! 
The  Queen  who  conquers  all  must  yield  to  theo^ 
The  Pleasures  fled,  but  sought  as  warm  a  dime ; 
And  Venus,  constant  to  her  native  sea, 
To  Boaarht  ebe  oonatant,  hither  ddgn'd  to  Aee  ; 
Anda^dherahtiao  within  these  walls  of  wYut»* 
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Though  not  to  ono  domo  oirenniiwriMh  fh^ 
Her  worship,  but^  devot«d  to  to  rit9« 
A  thousand  altan  rise,  for  ever  blwiing  Varid^t. 

LXYn. 
From  mom  till  night,  from  niffht  till  tterOed  Ikltb 
Peeps  blushing  on  the  reYeVa  laughing  oreVj 
The  song  is  heard,  the  rosy  garland  w«m ; 
Devioefl  quaint,  and  irolioa  ever  netv. 
Tread  on  each  other's  Idbea.    A  long  adim 
He  bids  to  sober  joy  that  here  gojourns : 
Nought  interrupts  the  riot,  though  in  lieu 
Of  true  devotion  monldah  incense  bums. 
And  love  and  prayer  unite,  or  rule  the  hour  by  tani. 

Lxvni. 
The  Sabbath  oumes,  a  day  of  blesabd  rest ; 
What  hallows  it  upon  this  Ghxiatian  shore  I 
Lo  !  it  is  sacred  to  ^  solemn  feast: 
Hark !  heard  you  not  ih^  fcrost  moDAnsh's  roar  t 
Crashing  the  lance>  he  aaxdS^  the  spoutil^  gore 
Of  man  and  steed,  o'erU^rown  bene^tb  his  {nm ; 
The  throng*d  arena  shakes  with  sMttp  for  mars; 
Yells  the  mad  crowd  o*er  entraUs  ^eshly  tonm 
Nor  shrinks  the  female  eye,  nor  ev'n  a^to  to      ^ 


LXIX. 

The  seventh  day  this ;  the  jufaUet  of  i 
London !  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  pmyer: 
Then  thy  spruce  dtizen,  wash'd  artisan, 
And  smug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air ; 
Thy  coach  of  hackney,  whiskey,  one-hone  ofaair, 
And  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suburbs  whirl ; 
To  Hampstcad,  Brentfora,  Harrow,  make  repair; 
Till  the  tired  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hnri. 
Provoking  envious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian  ohurL 

LXZ. 

Some  o'er  thy  Thamis  row  the  ribbon'd  fiur, 
Others  along  the  safer  turnpike  fly ; 
Some  Richmond-hill  ascend,  some  sood  to  Wan, 
And  many  to  the  steep  of  Highgate  hie. 
Ask  ye,  Bceotdan  shades  1  the  reason  vAyf 
'Tis  to  the  worship  of  the  solonn  Horn, 
Grasp'd  in  the  holy  hand  of  Mystenr, 
In  whose  dread  name  both  men  and  maida  are  '*?[^V^ 
And  consecrate  the  oath  with  draughty  and  danoa  till  aian 

T.TTT. 

All  have  their  foderiea — not  alike  are  thine^ 
Fair  Cadiz,  rising  o'er  the  dark  Uoe  aea  t 
Soon  as  the  matin  bell  proolaimeth  nina^ 
Thy  saint  adorera  oount  the  roaaiy : 
Muc\i  is  tSiva  NiSQSS  VAMttdL  \a  Wn%\hflBL  frii 
(WeUdo  l^e«a>iha  01^  ^iHisi^^dMM^ 


omuiiB  MABOUili  maaxAGE.  S27 


Then  tD  the  onwdtd  dnni  ioitli  thqr  &r» : 
TiMug^  old.  Ugh,  low,  ai  o«oo  tba  mifte  diT«nB<«i  thai*. 

uzn. 

The  liste  are  op«d,  te  ■pMioQi  aim  clfit^d, 
Thouaanda  on  thonaanria  pOad  an  aeatad  roand ; 
Long  ere  tba  finfe  load  tnon^'a  note  ia  bearJ, 
Ne  vacant  apaee  fMT  latod  wigbt  ia  fbond : 


Here  dona,  giaiidaai,  bat  tkaafij  damaa  abooad, 

SkiU'd  in  theofl^ora  nmmk  tg^e. 

Yet  erer  well  inelmed  to  iiaal  taa  wound  ; 


None  throogli  their  oold  diadain  are  doom'd  to  dia^ 
^  mooB-atnick  baida  oomplaia,  by  Lore'a  aad  arebeiy. 

Hnsh'd  ia  tba  din  oftongqai    on  gallant  ateeds, 

"^th  milk-wbite  oraft»  sold  ^por,  and  Ijgbt-poiaed  lance. 

Four  oafaUaia  iin|MU«  for  ip«wtareaa  daeda, 

And  lowly  beoaing  to  tba  UaU  »d«a«ea ; 

Rich  are  their  aaam»  tbok  chaifpnt  £9atly  pnmoe : 


If  in  the  dangaroaa  gsma  they  ahina  to-day. 
The  erewd'a  load  aboot  and  ladiea*  lovely  gkmoa. 
Beat  priae  of  better  aeU,  thej  bear  away. 
And  all  that  Ungi  or  chiefr  e'ar  gain  thmr  toila  repay, 

LXZIY. 

In  coatly  ahaen  and  gaody  eleak  anmy'd. 
But  all  afoot,  the  li^t-limb'd  ICatadore 
Stands  in  the  centre,  eager  to  invade 
The  lord  of  lowing  berda ;  bat  not  before 
The  ground,  with  oaotioaa  tread,  ia  traveraed  o*er, 
Lest  aught  unseen  should  luric  to  thwart  his  speed : 
His  arms  a  dart,  he  ilghta  aloo^  nor  more 
Can  man  adiieve  without  the  friendly  steed — 
Alas!  too  oft  eondemn'd  for  him  to  bear.and  bleed. 

LXXV. 

Thrice  sounds  the  clarion ;  lo  !  the  signal  falls, 
The  den  expanda,  and  Ezpeotation  mute 
Grapes  round  the  silent  cinders  peopled  waUs. 
Bounds  with  one  lashing  sjning  the  mighty  brute. 
And,  wildly  staring,  spurns,  with  sounding  foot. 
The  sand,  nor  bHndly  rushes  on  his  foe : 
Here,  there,  he  points  his  threatening  front,  to  Hii'.t 
His  first  attack,  wide  waving  to  and  fro 
Uis  angry  tail ;  red  rolls  his  eye's  dilated  glow. 

LXXTI. 

Sudden  he  stops ;  his  eye  is  fix'd :  away, 
Awa^r,  thou  heedless  boj !  prepare  the  spear : 
Now  is  thy  tiine,  to  pensh,  or  display 
The  skill  that  yet  may  check  his  mad  career. 
With  well-timed  croupe  the  nimble  coorsers  veer  ; 
On  foams  the  bull,  but  not  unscathed  he  goes ; 
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StreamB  from  hiB  flank  the  orimson  torrent-  oleer : 
He  flies,  he  whe€|^,  distracted  with  his  throes : 
Dart  follows  dart ;  lance,  lance ;  loudbettowiDgsspeok  hh 

Lzxvn. 
Again  he  comes ;  nor  dart  nor  lance  avail. 
Nor  the  wild  plunging  of  the  tortured  horse ; 
Though  man  and  man's  avengine  arms  assail. 
Vain  are  his  weapons,  vainer  is  his  force. 
One  eallant  steed  is  stretch'd  a  mangled  corse ; 
Anouer,  hideous  si^ht !  unseam'd  appears. 
His  gory  chest  unveils  life's  panting  source ; 
Though  death-struck,  still  his  foeble  frame  he  rean ; 
Staggermg,  but  stemming  all,  bis  lord  unhann'd  he  beov 

Lxzvm. 
Foil'd,  bleeding,  breathless,  furious  to  the  last^ 
Full  in  the  centre  stands  the  bull  at  bay, 
'Mid  wounds,  and  clinging  darts,  and  lances  bmst, 
And  foes  disabled  in  the  brutal  frav : 
And  now  the  Matadores  around  him  play. 
Shake  the  red  doak,  and  poise  the  rmdy  brand : 
Once  more  through  all  he  hursts  his  thundenbff  mj" 
Vain  rage !  the  mantle  quits  the  conynge  huia, 

Wraps  his  fierce  eye— 'tis  past— he  sinks  upon  the  Mad  t 
t.yttXt 
Where  his  vast  neck  just  mingles  with  the  i^ine, 
Sheathed  in  his  form  the  deamy  weapon  lies. 
He  stops — he  starts— disdaining  to  decline: 
Slowly  he  foils,  amidst  triumphant  cries, 
Without  a  groan,  without  a  struggle  dies. 
The  decorated  car  appears — on  high 
The  corse  is  piled — sweet  sight  for  vuk^ar  eyes- 
Four  steeds  that  spurn  the  rein,  as  swift  as  diy, 

Ilurl  the  dark  bulk  along,  scarce  seen  in  dashiqg  b^i 

LXXX. 

Such  the  ungentle  sport  that  oft  invites 
The  Spanish  maid,  and  cheers  the  Spanish  swain. 
Nurtured  in  blood  betimes,  his  heart  delights 
In  vengeance,  gloating  on  another's  pam. 
What  private  fouds  the  troubled  viUiure  stain  1 
Though  now  one  phalanx'd  host  should  meet  tbe  ^t 
Enough,  alas  I  in  humble  homes  remahi. 
To  meditate  'gainst  friends  tiie  secret  blow. 
For  some  slight  cause  of  wrath,  wh«ice  life's  warm  stream  » 
flow. 

LXXXI. 
But  jealousy  has  fled :  his  bars,  his  bolts. 
His  wither'd  sentinel.  Duenna  sa^e  I 
And  all  whereat  the  generous  soul  revolts. 
Which  t\ie  aVAtn.  ^o\ax^  ^^-oi'dhA  oould  encage 
Have  pasa'dto  dL!Qxkn»&!&m^t}D.>(ki^^^s£)a&i^ 
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Who  late  so  free  as  SpaniBh  gbls  were  seen 
(Ere  War  uprose  in  his  wclksunc  rage). 
With  braided  tresses  bounding  o'er  the  green^ 
While  on  the  gay  danoe  shone  Night's  lover-kmng:  Qaeeo  * 

LXXXll. 
Oh  !  manv  atime  and  oft^  had  Harold  lored. 
Or  dream  d  he  loved,  since  rapture  a  a  dream ; 
But  now  his  wayward  bosom  was  unmoved. 
For  not  yet  had  he  drunk  of  Lethe's  stream  : 
And  lately  had  he  leam'd  with  truth  to  deem 
Love  has  no  gift  so  grateful  as  his  wings : 
How  fair,  how  young,  how  soft  soe'er  he  seem. 
Full  from  the  font  of  joy's  delicious  springs  * 
Some  bitter  o'er  the  flowers  its  bubblii^r  Tenom  flings. 

LXXXnL 
Tet  to  the  beauteous  form  he  was  not  blind. 
Though  now  it  moved  him  as  it  moves  the  wise ; 
Not  wat  Philosophy  on  such  a  mind 
£*er  deign'd  to  bend  her  chastely-awful  eyes : 
But  P^uBsion  raves  itself  to  rest,  or  flies ; 
And  Vice,  that  di^  her  own  voluptuotis  tomb, 
Had  buried  long  his  hopes,  no  more  to  rise : 
Pleasure's  pall'd  idctim  !  life-abhorring  gloom 
Wrote  on  his  &ded  brow  oursL  ^lin's  unresting  doom. 

CZXXTV. 

Still  he  beheld,  nor  mingled  with  the  throng ;  . 
But  view'd  them  not  with  misanthropic  hate : 
Fain  would  he  now  have  joln'd  the  dance,  the  song ; 
But  who  may  smile  that  sinks  beneath  his  fate? 
Nought  that  he  saw  his  sadness  could  abate : 
Yet  once  he  struggled  'gainst  the  demon's  sway, 
And  as  in  Beauty's  bower  he  pensive  sate. 
Poured  forth  this  unpremeditated  lay. 
To  charms  as  fiEur  as  those  that  soothed  his  happier  day. 


TO   INEZ. 

Nat,  smile  not  at  m^  sullen  brow , 

Alas !  I  cannot  smile  again : 
Yet  Heaven  avert  that  ever  thou 

Shouldst  weep,  and  haply  weep  in  vain. 

And  dost  thou  ask,  what  secret  woe 
I  bear,  corroding  joy  and  youth  T 

And  wilt  thou  vaimy  seek  to  know 
A  pang,  ev'n  thou  must  fail  to  soothe  T 


"  ■  Medio  d«  fonte  laporam, 

Smiit  amart  aliqiild  cniod  in  iptU  florlbiii  Angat." 
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It  18  not  lov^  it  U  not  hate. 
Nor  low  ambition'&  honours  loc^ 

That  bids  me  loathe  my  present  stats^ 
And  fly  fix)m  all  I  pnsed  the  i — '■ ' 


It  is  that  weariness  which  springs 
From  all  I  meet,  or  hear,  or  see : 

To  me  no  pleasm*e  Beauty  brings ; 
Thine  eyes  hare  searoe  a  chairln  finr  bn^ 

It  is  that  settied.  OMseless  giOCHD 
The  fabled  Hebrew  wanderer  bore : 

That  win  not  look  beyond  the  tomb^ 
But  cannot  hope  for  rest  before. 

What  Exile  from  himself  can  flee  T 
To  zones,  though  more  and  more  remote^ 

Still,  still  pursuesi,  where'er  I  be. 
The  blight  of  life— ihe  demon  llioqght. 

Yet  others  rapt  hi  pleasmid  BOdtA, 

And  taste  of  all  that  I  forsake : 
Oh  1  may  they  still  of  transport  di«Stti, 

And  ne'er,  at  least  like  me,  aUrake  I 

Throuffh  many  a  clime  'tis  mine  to  ^ 
With  many  a  tetrospeoti6n  curst; 

And  all  my  solace  is  to  know, 
Whate'er  betides,  Fve  known  the  wont. 

What  is  that  went!    Nay,  donotvk-- 
In  pity  from  the  ■eeroh  fotbear : 

Smile  on — nor  Tsotiire  to  wnwnai*- 
Man*s  hearty  and  Tiew  the  HeU  that^  th«t> 

Adieu,  fair  Cadiz !  yea,  a  long  adieu ! 
Who  mav  forget  how  well  thy  walls  have  stood? 
When  all  were  changing,  thou  alone  wert  true, 
First  to  be  free  and  last  to  be  subdued : 
And  if  amidst  a  scene,  a  shook  so  rude. 
Some  native  blood  was  seen  thy  streets  to  dye; 
A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud :  * 
Here  all  were  noble,  save  Nobility ; 
None  hugg'd  a  conqueror's  ohai^  save  fidkn  CUsnJiy' 

LZXXVI. 

Such  be  the  sons  of  Spain,  attd  fetfaage  her  fktel 
They  fight  for  freedom,  who  were  never  free ; 

»  Anodtog  to tt»  vaJirQth  otA  4wMh  <S%fl^M  >%fc\|w^aM»<L^idakto »>'* 


i^ 


A  king^ev  peopfe  fir  a  ] 
Her  VBasab  r"""^"'  vben  iSbar  nhifftfcTng  :fiee. 
True  to  the  ■ikM  Aw  nf  TreaAgrr : 
Fond  of  ft  knd  whaA  gave  fliBm  ssm^  'bat  life. 
Pride  pointi  the  pat^  tftol  >»dB  ^  SbBTTT ; 
Back  to  the  ffcn^gg^  Wfled  a  ^tt  Birzfe : 
War^  war  it  stfll  thectj,  "  Wk-cvbl  ^i  lisslaak  '. 


Te,  who  vmU  flHTO  «f  SgiaBa  ana  ......1-. . 

Go,  read  wfaafteTcr  m  wnx  oi  iugodJoB  acnfe 
Whate'er  keenVcB^BaBfla  wK^pac  ol  ioraq^  ii^ 
Can  act>  la  aetwr  there  aRi'iii  MBao:  i  Jifc  j 
From  flflBUar  adaaiiar  t»  aaonc  ionhL. 
War  mooldeft  tiben  eech 


So  may  he  gawd  the  Hur  aBft  litt  vifa^ 
So  may  he  make  each  one  efpavaHT  suBBC. 
So  may  audi  foea  4mmrm  the  wei  Jiimihii  owt ' 


Flows  then  a  tev  cf  pn- ihratt  OBU  ^ 
Look  o'er  the  Faiage  «r  i^  rKCinr  liiun. : 
Look  on  the  hands  wah  finaje  wuntiage  rsfC  - 
Then  to  the  dan  icsifn  the -oBbonM  aauiy 
Then  to  the  vattore  ks  mm.  i 
Albeit  onworthj  ef  the  aR7-%Brf«  a 
Let  their  Ueaeh'd  hsa^  flkd  fMirs 
Long  mark  the 
Thus  only  nay  ear  aaas 


Nor  Tet^  alas !  1 

Freeh  kgionspoor  ac 

It  deepena  still,  the  vork  »  sent  'vttrxB^ 


I kgionspoar  adovz.  itte  I^TTBUfifa  . 


Nor  mortal  eye  the  daKaras  caii  iuewiiiis. 
Fallen  natiaaa  gaee  on  Spaen  ;  2f  ^HufC^  et*  Sews 
More  than  her  fell  Piaii  1 1  ft  taett  ta$ixutucL  -z  . 
Strange  retribatioB !  now  Omausi3^\,  «kM 
Bepaire  the  wvoagji  tibea  Qacscrs  sme  «ur.wi''4i. 
While  o'er  the  panafc  cfaas  piyeli  Hnrfar  urMeoMb'^'^ 

Not  all  the  hh»ed  afc  Tafasvn  nsii. 
Not  an  the  merrebef  fitanw'sic^ 
Not  Albnen  lavkh  ef  the  dMi, 
Hare  won  fir  Spaan  hsr  waikeaMteil  f%Mi' 
When  sImJI  hsr  Ohve-Bnach  he  frw  frm  ttttUt 
When  shaU  die  hiaethe  hv  fi«s  tltt  iMUil^  I 
How  many  a  deahifal  daf  shaSI  dak  m  aaiiU. 
Ere  the  Frank  rebber  tan  hoi  fiMh  Ui  a^ 
And  Freedon's  straagsr-tiae  gaew  aadr*  ^«he  avatt 

t  Wvmitk  awwafcaKM  ■■<»  ^ttoni>ae» 
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XCL 
And  thou,  my  friend ! — ranoe  unavailbig  woe 
Burst&from  my  heart,  and  mingles  with  the  stnin— 
Had  the  sword  laid  thee  with  the  mighty  low, 
Pride  might  forbid  e'en  Friendship  to  oomplaiii: 
But  thus  UDdaurell'd  to  descend  in  Tain, 
By  all  foi^tten,  save  the  lonely  breast. 
And  mix  unbleeding  with  the  boasted  slain, 
While  Glory  crowns  so  many  a  meaner  crosk ! 
What  hadst  thou  done  to  sink  so  peacefully  to  rest  ? 

xcn. 
Oh,  known  the  earliest,  and  esteem'd  the  most! 
Dear  to  a  heart  where  nought  was  left  so  dear ! 
Though  to  my  hopeless  days  for  ever  lost^ 
In  dreams  deny  me  not  to  see  thee  here ! 
And  Mom  in  secret  shall  renew  the  tear 
Of  Consciousness  awaking  to  her  woes. 
And  Fancy  hover  o*er  thy  bloodless  bier. 
Till  my  frail  frame  return  to  whence  it  rose, 
And  moum*d  and  mourner  lie  united  in  repose. 

zom. 
Here  is  one  ^te  of  Harold's  pilgrimage : 
Ye  who  of  hmi  may  further  seek  to  know. 
Shall  find  some  tidings  in  a  future  page, 
If  he  that  rhymeth  now  may  scribble  moe. 
Is  this  too  much  ?  stem  critic  !  say  not  so : 
Patience  !  and  ye  shall  hear  what  he  behold 
In  other  lands,  where  he  was  doom'd  to  go : 
Lands  that  contain  the  monuments  of  Eld,  ^ 

Ere  Greece  and  Grecian  arts  by  barbarous  handi  vflre  ^^ 


CANTO  THE  SECOND. 


CosfB,  blue-eyed  maid  of  heaven  I — ^bnt  thoo,  altst 
Didst  never  yet  one  mortal  song  inspire  — 
Goddess  of  \V  isdom  1  here  thy  temple  was, 
And  is,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire,* 
And  years,  that  bade  thy  worship  to  expire : 
But  worse  than  steel,  and  fiame,  and  ages  akm. 
Is  the  dread  sceptre  and  dominion  dii« 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  sacred  glow 
That  thoughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polish'd  braasto  beito 
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indent  of  days!  august  Athena !  where,* 

l¥here  are  thy  men  of  might  ?  thy  grand  m  soul  ? 

3one— glimmering  through  the  dream  of  things  that  were : 

9'irst  in  the  race  Uiat  led  to  GlorVs  goal, 

Dhey  won,  and  pass'd  away — ^is  tnis  the  whole  ? 

i  schoolboy^s  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  hour ! 

The  warrior's  weapon  and  the  sophist's  stole 

ire  sought  in  vain,  and  o'er  each  mouldering  tower, 

n  with  the  mist  of  years,  gray  flits  the  shade  of  power. 

ni. 

>on  of  the  morning,  rise  1  approach  you  here  1 
)ome — ^but  molest  not  yon  defenceless  urn : 
jook  on  this  spot — a  nation's  sepulchre  ! 
Lbode  of  gods,  whose  shrines  no  longer  bum. 
Sven  gods  must  yield — reli^ons  take  their  turn 
rwas  Jove's— 'tis  MahomePs — and  other  creeds 
^ill  rise  with  other  years,  till  man  shall  learn 
Mainly  his  incense  soars,  his  victim  bleeds ; 
>r  child  of  Doubt  and  Death,  whose  hope  is  built   on 
reeds. 


Sound  to  the  earth,  he  lifts  his  eye  to  heaven — 
s't  not  enoiu^h,  unhappy  thing  1  to  know 
["hou  art  ?    Is  this  a  boon  so  kindly  given, 
?hat  being,  thou  wouldst  be  again,  and  go, 
[Tiou  know'st  not,  reck'st  not  to  what  region,  so 
)n  earth  no  more,  but  mingled  with  the  skies  ? 
itUl  wilt  thou  dream  on  future  joy  and  woe  ? 
legard  and  weigh  yon  dust  before  it  flies : 
at  little  urn  saith  more  than  thousand  homilies. 


tjk  all  feel,  at  imagine,  the  regret  with  which  the  roin^  of  dtles,  onoe  the 
r  emplzee,  an  beheld ;  the  reflections  snggested  by  such  objects  are  too  trite  to 
capitulation.  But  never  did  the  littleness  of  man,  and  the  vanity  of  his  very 
ee— of  patriotism  to  exalt,  and  of  valour  to  defend  his  country— appear  more  con* 
han  in  the  record  of  what  Athens  was,  and  the  certainty  of  what  she  now  is. 
Ue  of  contention  between  mighty  factions,  of  the  struggles  of  orators,  the  ex* 
rnd  deposition  of  tjrrants,  the  triumph  and  punishment  of  generals,  is  now 
scene  of  petty  intrigue  and  perpetual  disturbance,  between  the  bickering  agents 
BritlA  uoblllty  and  gentry.  "  The  wild  foxes,  the  owls  and  serpents  in  the 
abylon,"  were  surely  less  degrading  than  such  inhabitants.  The  Turks  have 
f  conquest  for  their  tyranny,  and  the  Greeks  have  only  suffered  the  fortune  of 
«utal  to  the  bravest ;  but  how  are  the  mighty  fallen,  when  two  painters  contest 
Bge  of  plundering  the  Parthenon,  and  triumph  in  turn,  according  to  the  tenour 
loeeeding  firman  1  Sylla  could  but  punish,  Philip  subdue,  and  Xerxes  bum 
tint  it  remained  for  the  imltTy  antiquarian,  and  his  despicable  agents,  to  render 
mptible  as  himself  and  his  pursuits.  The  Parthenon,  before  its  destruction  in 
re  during  the  Venetian  siege,  had  been  a  temple,  a  church,  and  a  moscjue.  In 
t  of  view  it  is  an  ol^ccl  of  regard  :  it  changed  its  wonhippers ;  but  still  it  was 
wonhip  thrioe  saa«d  to  devotion :  its  >'lolation  is  a  triple  sacri&ce,   Butr— ' 

"  Man,  proud  man, 
Ifnat  la  m  little  brief  authority, 
Flaya  such  tantastio  tricks  be/ore  higb  heavon 
Jig  tu»k9  the  Angela  weep," 
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V. 

Or  baiBt  tha  TanSih'd  Horo's  lo^  inaiip4; 
Fkr  <Hi  the  solitary  shore  he  sleepA  :* 
He  feUj  end  faQing  nations  moum'd  azo1^l4 ; 
But  now  not  one  ^  saddening  thousands  we^wia 
Nor  warlike  worahq>per  his  vigil  keeps 
Where  demi-gods  appeared,  as  records  tell. 
Bemove  yon  skull  firoxn  out  the  scattered  he4ups : 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  god  may  dwell ! 
Why  ev^  tho  worm  at  last  disdainB  her  shattar'd  mB( 

VI. 
Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  ruin'd  wall. 
Its  chambers  desolate,  ^pd  portals  fi>ul : 
Tes,  this  was  once  Ambition's  airy  hiJ], 
The  dome  of  Thoi^t,  the  palace  of  ik^  8o«l : 
Behold  through  each  laok-huitre,  ej^Iest  holi^ 
The  gay  recess  of  Wisdon^  and  of  Witu 
And  Passion's  hoat,  that  neyer  brook'a  ooatrot: 
Can  all  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  wril^ 
People  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refits 

TIL 
Well  didst  thou  speak,  Athena's  wisest  son  f 
"  All  that  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known." 
Why  should  we  shrink  from  what  we  cannot  Am  f 
Each  hath  his  pang,  but  fseble  sufbrers  groaa 
With  brain-bom  drean^B  of  evil  all  their  own. 
Pursue^  what  Chance  or  Fate  prodsdmeth  best ; 
Peace  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron : 
There  no  forced  buiquet  dtaixM  the  sated  gnsi^ 
But  Silence  spreads  the  couch  of  oyer  weloome  ifit 

vm. 
Yet  if,  as  holiest  men  have  deem'd,  thne  b* 
A  land  of  souls  beyond  Uiat  sable  liiore^ 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sadduoee 
And  sophists,  madlr  vain  of  dubious  lose ; 
How  sweet  it  were  m  concert  to  adore. 
With  those  who  made  our  mortal  ]idx>un  light  I 
To  hear  each  voice  we  fear'd  to  hear  no  mora ! 
Behold  each  mighty  shade  reveal'd  to  sight 
The  Bactrian,  Samian  sage,  and  all  who  ttmgn  tlie  ng»- 

IX. 

There,  thou  i— whose  love  and  life  togeyiarflod, 
Have  left  me  here  to  love  and  live  in  vain — 
Twined  with  my  heart,  and  can  I  deem  th«e  dsA 
When  busy  memory  flashes  on  my  bra^  f 

particular,  WM  ii\tuxe&  «n\lkrtt.    MmmX  iSl.  >9Hb  <^d«  ' 
«ul  he  -wu  iixde«&  aftg!LagWA,'<rV>ftV»a.i«».taac»A 
•onour  of  bis  mvmory  Ixj  ^\ft  cfonaaSxTs^^  ~~     ~ 
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Well— I  will  dream  that  we  may  meet  again. 
And  woo  the  Tision  to  my  vacant  Inreast : 
K  aught  of  young  Bemembranoe  then  remain^ 
Be  08  it  may  Futiinty*&  l^be^t, 
For  me  'twer€i  bli&a  enough  to  know  thy  i|pi|it  bl^t ! 

Here  let  me  sit  upon  this  massy  stone, 
The  marble  column's  yet  unshi^en  base ; 
Here,  son  of  Saturn  !  was  thy  fjAVrite  throne  :* 
Mightiest  of  many  such  1    Here  let  me  trace 
The  latent  grandeur  of  thy  dwelling-place. 
It  may  not  do  :  nor  ev*n  can  Fancjrs  eye 
Bestore  what  Time  hath  labom*'d  to  defiEice. 
Yet  these  proud  pillars  olaim  no  passing  sigh ; 
UnmoYod  the  Moslen^  sits,  the  light  Qreek  carols  by« 


,  But  who,  of  an  the  plunderers  of  yon  fhne 
*  On  high,  where  Pallas  linger'd  loath  to  flee 

The  latest  relic  of  her  ancient  reign ; 

The  last,  the  worst,  dull  spoiler,  who  was  ho  ? 

Blush,  Caledonia  !  such  thy  son  could  be  ! 

England  1  I  joy  no  child  he  was  of  thine : 

Thy  free-bom  men  should  spare  what  once  was  free ; 

Tet  they  could  violate  each  saddening  shrine, 
And  bear  these  altars  o'er  the  long-reluctant  brine. 

301. 
But  most  the  modem  Pict's  ignoble  boast, 
To  rive  what  Gk)th,  and  Turk,  and  Tim^  hath  spared 
Gold  as  the  crags  upon  his  native  coast. 
His  mind  as  barren  and  his  heart  as  hard. 
Is  he  whose  head  conceived,  whose  hand  prepared. 
Aught  to  displace  Athena's  poor  remains : 
Her  sons  too  weak  the  sacreq  shrine  to  guard, 
Tet  felt  some  portion  of  their  mQther's  pains. 
And  never  knewj  till  then^  the  weight  of  Despot's  chains. 

zm. 

What !  shall  it  e*er  be  said  by  British  tongne, 
Albion  was  happy  in  Athena's  tears  ? 
Though  in  thv  name  the  slaves  her  bosom  wrung, 
Tell  not  the  ueed  to  blushing  Europe's  ears ; 
The  ocean  queen,  the  free  Britannia,  bears 
The  last  poor  plunder  from  a  bleeding  land  : 
Tes,  she,  whose  gen'rous  aid  her  name  endears, 
Tore  down  those  remnants  with  a  harpy's  hand. 
Which  envious  Eld  forbore^  and  tyrants  left  to  stand. 

A*  iMnbof/nffarOlnBpfi^  ot  wlifab  ilxtMa  eotaBM.  «b»»&9  q&  iuhj^Aa^  ^ j^ 
MqvoMdtoAsiwbriMWMlioilieFMiilMo*,  ^^ 
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XIV. 

Where  was  thine  ^gis,  Pallas  !  that  appall'd 
3tern  Alario  and  Havoc  on  their  way  ?* 
Where  Peleus'  son  !  whom  Hell  in  vain  enthralTci, 
His  shade  from  Hades  upon  that  dread  day 
Bursting  to  light  in  ternhle  array ! 
What !  could  not  Pluto  spare  the  chief  once  more, 
To  scare  a  second  rohber  from  his  prey  ? 
Idly  he  wander  d  on  the  Siygian  shore, 
.^or  now  preserved  the  walls  he  loved  to  shield  before. 


Cold  is  the  heart,  fair  Greece  !  that  looks  on  thee^ 
Nor  feels  as  lovers  o'er  the  dust  they  loved  1 
Dull  is  the  eye  that  will  not  weep  to  see 
Thy  walls  de&oed,  th^  mouldering  shrines  removed 
By  British  hands,  which  it  had  best  behoved 
To  guard  those  relics  ne*er  to  be  restored. 
Curst  be  the  hour  when  from  their  isle  they  roved, 
And  once  again  thy  hapless  bosom  gored. 
And  snatch'd  thy  shi'inking  Gods  to  northern  climes  abborrJ 

XVI. 
But  where  is  Harold  ?  shall  I  then  forget 
To  urge  the  gloomy  wanderer  o*er  the  wave ! 
Little  reck'd  he  of  all  that  men  regret ; 
No  loved-one  now  in  feign'd  lament  could  rave ; 
No  friend  the  parting  hand  extended  gave. 
Ere  the  cold  sti-anger  pass'd  to  other  chmes : 
Hard  is  his  heart  whom  charms  may  not  enslave; 
But  Harold  felt  not  as  in  other  times. 
And  left  without  a  sigh  the  land  of  war  and  crimes. 


He  that  has  sail'd  upon  the  dark  blue  sea. 
Has  view'd  at  times,  I  ween,  a  full  fair  sight : 
When  the  fresh  breeze  is  fedr  as  breeze  may  be, 
The  white  sail  set,  the  gallant  frigate  tight; 
Masts,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right. 
The  gloiious  main  expanding  o'er  the  bow. 
The  convoy  spread  like  wild  swans  in  their  flight, 
The  dullest  sailor  wearing  bxavely  now, 
So  gaily  curl  the  waves  before  each  dashing  prow. 

xvni. 
A.nd  oh !  the  little  warlike  world  within ! 
The  well-reeved  guns,  the  netted  canopyit 
The  hoarse  command,  the  busy  humming  din, 
When  at  a  word,  the  tops  are  mann'd  on  high : 
Hark,  to  the  Boatswain  s  cidl,  the  cheering  cry  1 

*  Aooordlng  to  ZoftVmxu,  lAVxi«rr»,«avaL  IkS^tiSiMA  tI^^^nMd  AUrio  ttm^^ 
but  others  relate  that  the  QtothtoYisk^  ira*  -&itw^  »» i^aiebibJiR«»w^'««<*^*^ 

t  To  prevent  Wocka  or  epWatere  tx<»m  tiMto*  wv  ^wJfc.^xB^%»»»«»« 


White  Is 

Where  a 

LookoBtlMfc 

FortheloM 

SUeotandfev^dky 

Withaneiii' 

That-^^- 


Bknr  1  swifttr  hlsv,  thas  imTi  iiniijaiTiiin.-  £!»» 

'nnthehiwdaMi 

Thcnmniiti 

That  bsgi^K  li*^  ■■f  > 

Ah !  gnetaaee Hra^  nd  3kmib  saiL  leas',' 

What  leegnai  an  katy  haftr*  2w  ttsrx  xr  tasr, 
Thw  katfltinr  peiBni  ca  aa  vouno'  waa. 
Tha  fli9pii«  anl  kari'd  4a«B  ta  JAfi  ±r 


The  moon  is  op ;  hjl 
Long  ifrwi  of  fi^  a'«r  i 
Now  hub  on  Amm  mmf  m^  mAi 
Such  be  oar  fiita  «kaa  -aa  i«caae&  fa  jani  * 
Meantime  Mna  nda  lnmC%  rttatm  iaagt 
Wakes  the  hriric  hanmn^  das  auisn  iew» ; 
A  drde  there  of  win  j  aCeaaBi  caaii. 
Or  to  soma  wcD-kDown  maHBs*  Sa&j  a^na^ 
Tfaoughtlem,  as  if  on  dkaa  tibcj  kLI  T«r*  irw  t<k  rwa^t 


Through  OsWa  akiaiu  nrrej  ?Le  Kjutpfmum^ 
Europe  and  Afrie  on  each  other  gaza : 
Lands  of  the  daik-emd  Maid  aan  dvfej  JCaar 
Alike  bdksld  beneaA  pab  HceaMTs 'uas« : 
How  softly  on  tJaaSiniBh  dhora  mo  ^i^j^ 
Disdoemg  rock,  and  slope,  abi  Ibnai  hrvaa, 
DiAtmct,  thoiKh  darkwiing  with  her  wkJa-^  |hai»; 
But  Msaritaan'seiant-ehadaws  firjwKy 
From  moontain-cfisto  eoast  flparfrrfTug  scabhta  dMRi* 

Tis  nig^t,  when  Meditation  bids  V  ftal 
We  onoe  have  kved,  thoi^  kyre  is  at  an  ttA; 
The  hearty  loae  moanker  of  ito  batted  x«^ 
riW/i  iMsodleas  sow,  wiU  dream  It  Ikad  n  USanA. 
IITio  aith  the  wa^;iit  of  years  wcmld  wnl^  U»W«A« 
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When  Touth  itoelf  survives  yoong  Love  and  joj  f 
Alas  !  when  ndngling  souls  roiget  to  blend^ 
Death  hath  bat  littlo  left  him  to  destroy ! 
Ah !  happy  years  I  (Aoe  more  who  would  not  be  a  boy  I 

zxiv. 
Thus  bending  o'er  the  vessel's  laving  sidc^ 
To  gaze  on  San's  wave-refleoted  sphere. 
The  soul  forgets  her  schemes  of  Hope  and  Pride, 
And  flies  unoonsdous  o'er  each  backward  year. 
None  are  so  desolate  but  something  dear. 
Dearer  than  self,  possesses  or  possess'd 
A  thought,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a  tear ; 
A  flashing  pang  1  of  which  the  weary  breast 
Would  still,  sklbeit  in  vain^  the  heavy  heart  divest. 


To  sit  on  ro(^  to  muse  o'er  flood  and  teHl, 
To  slowlv  trace  the  forest's  shadv  seen^ 
Where  things  that  own  not  man  s  dominioii  dvelli 
And  mortal  foot  hath  ne'er  or  rarely  been ; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen. 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  neeids  a  fold ; 
Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  foils  to  lean ; 
This  is  not  solitude ;  'tis  but  to  hold  . 

Converse  with  Nature's  charms,  and  view  her  dkm  vroiri 

XXVI. 

But  'midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  men, 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess. 
And  roam  along,  the  world's  tired  deniseo. 
With  none  who  oless  us,  none  whom  we  oan  Uess ; 
Minions  of  splendour  shrinking  firom  distresi ! 
None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  endued, 
If  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less 
Of  all  that  flatter'd,  follow'd,  sought,  andsoed; 
This  is  to  be  alone ;  this,  this  is  solitude  J 

xxvu. 
More  blest  the  life  of  godly  eremite, 
Such  as  on  lonely  Athos  may  be  seeoi. 
Watching  at  eve  upon  the  giant  hdght. 
Which  looks  o'er  waves  so  blue,  skies  so  i 
That  he  who  there  at  such  an  hour  hath  I 
Will  wistful  linger  on  that  hallow'd  m>ot ; 
Then  slowly  tear  him  from  the  'witchmg  so 
Sigh  forth  one  wish  that  such  had  lieenliis  lot» 
Then  turn  to  hate  a  world  he  had  almost  foigot. 

xxvni. 
Pass  we  the  long,  unvarying  course,  the  trade 
Oft  trod)  \2ick&\.  YiVT«c  \«aN«a  «k  trace  Mhbid ; 
Pass  we  0:iQ  oaXtn,  >iXvd  ^<b^>QDA  <S&MD)9i8^,>3EA^sflkt 
And  eaob  "w«^\-\aio^m  c«.vc^<s»  oi'«w*«A.'^a^\ 
Pass  'WO  tho  V>y^  ^-^^  «oTto^%  wS^oM^fi^ 
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Coop'd  in  their  wiiic;M  sea-giit  citedel. 
The  foul,  the  &ir,  lAe  eontrary,  the  kind. 
As  breezes  rise  and  fell  and  billows  sweQ, 
mi  on  some  jocund  mom— lo^  land !  and  all  is  wiflL 


But  not  in  silenoe  pass  Galjpao's  iaiea,* 
The  sister  tenants  of  the  middle  deep ; 
There  fiur  the  veaiy  stiill  a  haTen  smflc% 
Though  the  fiur  soddew  long  hath  cc«Hd  to  vccp. 
And  o'er  her  ohm  ^  traiaem  watch  to  hecp 
For  him  who  darodl  piefer  a  miarUd  bride : 
Here,  too,  his  boj  etnyd  the  drvidfal  leap 
Stem  Mcptor  vmd  frqni  higfa  to  yoBder  ode  ; 
While  thus  of  botn  b«c«^  the  iijm{»h'qacc&  doob* j  sg^'d 


Her  reign  is  pasty  her  gentle  ^ories  gone : 
But  trust  not  this ;  too  easj  yooth.  be«ar»  ' 
A  mortal  Soveraign  hoUa  her  daat^MMs  thnc*^ 
And  thou  m^yii  fi«d  a  new  G^Tpao  Hktw. 
Sweet  Florenoe  1  eoold  sftothflr  mm  shaie 
This  wayward,  loTfte  hMit*  ik  woald  be  taiaa . 
But  cheek'd  by  eieiy  tky  |  wmj  not  dave 
To  cast  a  worudew  nfhi'Mn  a(  thy  shiiw^ 
Nor  ask  so  dear  a  braart  to  Ml  #n*  fan^  fer  B*5A. 

XBOL 
Thus  Harold  deem'd,  as  on  that  lad/s  m 
He  look'd,  and  met  its  beaa  withcicc  a  zkcx^:.',, 
Saye  Admiration  gliariag  kamleH  by : 
Love  kept  ako^  albeil 
Who  knew  his  Totary 
But  knew  him  as  Idb  i 
And  ne'er  agsla  the  boy  Ual 
Since  now  he  Tsmly  used  hma  to  adc/n. 
Well  deem'd  the  httle  God  1^  acMBS  sw»y  WM  ^Tei 


Fair  Florence,  foand,  m  sooth  widi  woat  mtsa/t^ 
One  who,  'twas  said,  stiD  rig^'d  to  a2I  La  ww^ 
Withstand,  immorsd,  Aalastiiol  Wr  ^hs. 
Which  othen  haiTd  with  ml  er  Kiwe  awe. 
Their  hope,  their  doom,  their  iwlilffliTt^f,  tknr  \»m  ; 
All  that  gay  Beanty  fnm  her  bor.i4wi»f.  e^iscrar  : 
And  much  she  mamird  that  a  yMCth  u»  rkv 
Nor  felt,  nor  fieign'd  at  leaet,  the  oftrU^  Amms, 
Which,  thoo|^  somelimca  they  fiuvB,  y«»  nsgtxj  %t,^a  ^jm/A, 


little  knew  she  that  sMBfltg  nerUe  h«ttt. 
Now  maak'd  ID  jtOeoce  or  vShhdd  bj  i^itef 

•  aa>ili«tf  tofeM»kMtt»MaeA  ^  €Mr»M^ 


M) 
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Was  not  unskilful  in  the  spoiler's  art. 
And  spread  its  snares  licentious  &r  and  wide ; 
Nor  from  the  base  pursuit  had  tum*d  aside, 
As  long  as  aught  was  worthy  to  pursue : 
But  Harold  on  such  arts  no  more  relied  ; 
And  had  he  doted  on  those  eyes  so  blue, 
Tet  never  would  he  join  the  lover^s  whining  erew. 

JLXXtV, 

Not  much  he  kens,  I  ween,  of  woman's  breast, 
Who  thinks  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by  sighs ; 
What  careth  she  for  hearts  when  once  possess'd  f 
Do  proper  homage  to  thine  idol's  eyes  f 
But  not  too  humbly,  or  she  will  despise 
Thee  and  thy  suit,  though  told  in  moving  ttapet ; 
Disguise  ev'n  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise ; 
Bri^  Confidence  still  best  with  woman  copes ; 
Pique  her  and  sootho  in  turn,  soon  Passion  crowns  tby 

XXXY. 

'Tis  an  old  lesson ;  Time  approves  it  true, 
And  those  who  know  it  best,  deplore  it  i 
When  all  is  won  that  all  desire  to  woo. 
The  paltry  prize  is  hardly  worth  the  cost : 
Youth  wasted,  minds  degraded,  honour  lost, 
These  are  thy  finiits,  successful  i^assion !  these  I 
If,  kindly  cruel,  early  Hope  is  cross'd. 
Still  to  me  last  it  rankles,  a  disease. 
Not  to  be  cured  when  Love  itself  forgets  to  please. 

XXXYI. 

Away  I  nor  let  me  loiter  in  my  song. 
For  we  have  many  a  mountain-path  to  tread. 
And  many  a  varied  shore  to  sail  along. 
By  pensive  Sadness,  not  by  Fiction,  led— 
Cmnes,  fair  withal  as  ever  mortal  head 
Imagined  in  its  little  schemes  of  thought ; 
Or  e  er  in  new  Utopias  were  ared. 
To  teach  man  what  he  might  be,  or  ho  ought ; 
If  that  corrupted  thing  could  ever  such  be  taught. 

xxxvn. 
Dear  Nature  is  the  kindest  mother  still. 
Though  alway  changing,  in  her  aspect  mild ; 
From  her  bare  bosom  let  me  take  my  fill. 
Her  never-wean'd,  though  not  her  favour'd  child. 
Oh  1  she  is  fairest  in  her  features  wild. 
Where  nothing  polish'd  dares  pollute  her  path : 
To  me  by  day  or  night  she  ever  smiled. 
Though  I  have  mark'd  her  when  none  othor  hath. 
And  sought  her  more  and  more,  and  loved  her  best  it 
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[  he  Ms  namesake,  whose  oft-baffled  foes 
link  from  his  deeds  of  chivalrous  ompHzo : 
d  of  Albania !  let  mo  bend  mine  eyes 
thee,  thou  rugged  nurse  of  savage  men  1 
cross  descends,  thy  minarets  arise, 
[  the  pale  crescent  sparkles  in  the  glen, 
gh  many  a  cypress  grove  within  each  city's  ken. 

XXXIX. 

de  Harold  sail'd,  and  pass'd  the  barren  spot, 

ere  sad  Penelope  o*erlook*d  the  wave;* 

I  onward  view'a  the  mounts  not  yet  foi^got, 

lover's  refuge,  and  the  Lesbians'  grave. 

k  Sappho  t  could  not  verse  immortel  save 

t  breast  imbued  with  such  immortal  fire  ! 

Id  she  liot  live  who  life  eternal  gave ! 

fe  eternal  may  await  the  lyre, 

inly  Heaven  to  which  Earth's  children  may  aspire. 

XL. 

IS  on  a  Grecian  autumn's  gentle  eve 

de  Harold  hail'd  Leucadia^s  cape  a&r  ;t' 

K>t  he  longed  to  see,  nor  cared  to  leave : 

iid  he  mark  the  scenes  of  vanish'd  war, 

um,  Lepanto,  fiital  Tra£eilgar  :X 

s  them  unmoved,  for  he  would  not  delight 

n  beneath  some  remote  inglorious  star) 

lemes  of  bloody  iray,  or  gallant  fight> 

ithed  the  brave's  trade,  and  laugh'd  at  martial  wight. 

xu. 
when  he  saw  the  evening  star  above 
adia's  £Eur-projecting  rock  of  woe, 
hail'd  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  love, 
3lt,  or  deem'd  he  felt,  no  common  glow : 
as  the  stately  vessel  glided  slow 
ath  the  shadow  of  tluit  ancient  mount, 
ratch'd  the  billows'  melancholy  flow, 
sunk  albeit  in  thought  as  he  was  wont, 
lacid  seem'd  his  eye,  and  smooth  his  pallid  front. 

XLII. 

I  dawns  ;  and  with  it  stem  Albania's  hills, 
Suli's  rocks,  and  Pindus'  inland  peak, 
d  half  in  mist,  bedew'd  with  snowy  rills, 
^d  in  oany  a  dun  and  purple  streak, 
» ;  and,  as  the  clouds  along  them  break, 
ose  the  dwelling  of  the  mountaineer : 


nr  Santa  Maura.  From  the  promontory  (the  Lovor**  LeaiA  Sa^l^*!^  \a«t&& 

henelf. 

.  TraCklgmr  need  no  Atrtber  mention.  The  battle  of  Lepanio,  eQXiaai7'\AQ<Ai 

9,  bat  lem  known,  mm  fought  in  the  (^lOf  of  Pairaa.    Ueia  tn»  voXikiVK  «1 

\  lUe  len  bMttd. 


Uis  breast  wai  arm'd  'gainst  &te,  hi 
Poril  he  sought  not,  but  ne*(fr  fthMttll 
The  scene  was  nyage,  bat  the  Miend 
This  made  the  oeasolw  tdl  OCteftVe] 
Beat  back  keen  wUitet's  btest^  hikd  ^»«l 

ZLTf. 

Here  the  red  orosa— for  still  the  orOi 
Though  sadly  scoff'd  at  by  the  oirou 
Forgets  that  pride  to  pamper'd  priee 
Churchman  and  votary  aluce  despise 
Foul  Superstition !  howsoe'er  di^TQ^ 
Idol,  samt,  virgin,  prophet,  ofeacent 
For  whatsoever  sj^bol  thou  art  pris 
Thou  sacerdotal  gfdn,  but  genenu  lo 
Who  from  true  worahip's  gold  can  Mpi 

XLV. 
Ambraoia's  gulf  behold,  where  once 
A  world  for  woman,  lovely,  harmlesi 
Tn  vender  rippiing  bay,  their  naval  1 
Did  many  a  Boman  chief  and  Aman 
To  doubtful  oonfliot)  certafai  dauig^ti 
Look  where  the  second  Onsar^s  trop 
Now,  like  the  hands  that  reai^d  then 
Imperial  anarchs,  doubling  hniiuua  >i 
God !  was  Thy  globe  ordahra  ibr  meh 

XLYX. 
From  the  daik  barriers  of  that  rnggi 
Ev*n  to  the  centre  of  Illyria*s  vales, 
Childe  Harold  pass'd  o*er  mahy  a  m 
Thrnnorh  lnnHn  mnumm  nntinAd  in  hfidu 
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XLVn. 
s'd  bleak  Pindus,  Acherusia's  lake,* 
[  left  the  primal  city  of  the  land, 
I  onwards  did  his  farther  journey  take 
^jeet  Albania's  chief,  whose  dread  command  f 
iwless  law ;  for  with  a  bloody  hand 
sways  a  nation  tm'bulent  and  bold  : 
here  and  there  some  daring  mountain -band 
lain  his  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hold 
;heir  defiance  feu*,  nor  jriel^*  cnless  to  gold.:}: 

XLVHI. 
lasticZitsa!  from  thy  sh'vdy  brow,  § 
u  small  but  &voiu-'d  spot  of  holy  around  I 
are'er  we  gase,  arouna,  above,  below, 
it  rainbow  tints,  what  magic  charms  are  found ! 
k,  river,  foresL  mountain,  all  abound, 
I  bluest  skies  that  harmonize  the  whole : 
eath  the  distant  torrent's  rushing  sound 
s  where  the  volumed  cataract  doth  roll 
ea  those  hanging  rocks,  that  shock  yet  please  the  soul. 

XLIZ. 
dst  the  grove  that  crowns  yon  tufted  hill, 
oh,  were  it  not  for  many  a  mountain  nigh 
og  in  lofty  ranks,  and  loftier  still, 
bt  well  itself  be  deefti'd  of  dignity, 
convent's  white  walls  glisten  fair  on  high : 
9  dwells  the  oaiover,  nor  rude  is  he,  N 
niggard  of  his  cheer  :  the  passer  bv 
elcome  still :  nor  heedless  will  he  flee 
lienoe,  if  he  delight  kind  Nature's  sheen  to  see, 

L. 

)  in  the'sultriest  season  let  him  rest, 

ih  is  the  green  beneath  those  aged  trees ; 

3  winds  of  gentlest  wing  will  fan  his  breast, 

n  heaven  itdelf  he  may  mhale  the  breeze : 

plain  is  far  beneath — oh  1  let  him  seize 

)  pleasure  while  he  can ;  the  scorching  ray 

3  nierceth  not,  impr^^ate  wiUi  disease : 

1  let  his  length  the  loitering  pilgrim  lay, 

ize,  untired,  the  mom,  the  noon,  the  eve  away. 

to  Pmuimvllle,  Vb»  lake  of  Tftnfaia  t  trat  PonqneTille  la  always  ont. 

Aad  All  Paeha.    Of  thia  eztraonlinaiy  man,  there  is  an  incorrect  uccouiit 

's  Travels. 

uid  Soliotaa,  among  tha  rooks  and  In  the  castle  of  Snli,  withstood  thirty 

aians  for  eighteen  years;  tha  eaatle  at  last  was  taken  by  bribery.    In 

lere  were  aufntnl  acts  performed  not  unworthy  of  the  bettex  days  of 

it  and  Tillage  of  Zitia  are  four  hours' Journey  fh>m  Joannlna,  or  Yanina, 
be  FaehaUck.  la  the  raUey  the  rlrer  Kalamae  (once  the  Acheron)  flows, 
im  Zitia,  fonns  a  fine  eatarut.  The  situation  is,  iicrhaps,  the  finest  in 
the  approaeh  to  DelTinaehi  and  parts  of  Acamanla  and  JBtolia  may  contest 
pill,  Finassu,  and,  in  Attica,  even  C^^  Oolonna  and  Fort  Baphti.  art 
M  alMavwyKBna  In  Ionia,  «r  the  Tread:  I  am  almost  inclined  to  add  the 
~      lmt,ft«nthadlfllrtentflBa*iut«a  01  the  laat,a  oomparlson 
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LI. 
Diisky  and  huge,  enlarging  on  tho  sigbt. 
Nature's  volcanic  amphitheatre,* 
Cbimsera's  alps  extend  from  left  to  right : 
Beneath,  a  living  valley  seems  to  stir ; 
Flocks  play,  trees  wave,  streams  flow,  the  moimtaiBi 
Nodding  above ;  behold  black  Acheron  1 1 
Once  consecrated  to  the  sepulchre. 
Pluto  !  if  this  be  hell  I  look  upon. 
Close  shamed  Elysium's  gales,  my  diade  ahaiQ  seek  for  i 

LII. 
Ne  city's  towers  pollute  the  lovely  view ; 
Unseen  is  Tanina,  though  not  remote, 
Veil'd  by  the  screen  of  hills :  here  men  are  few, 
Scanty  the  hamlet,  rare  the  lonely  cot ; 
But,  peering  down  each  precipice,  the  coat 
Browseth  ;  and,  pensive  o'er  his  scatterd  flode^ 
The  little  shepherd  in  his  white  capote  $ 
Doth  lean  his  boyish  form  along  the  rock, 
Or  in  his  cave  awaits  the  tempest's  short-lived  shock. 

un. 
Oh !  where,  Dodona !  is  thine  aged  grove^ 
Prophetic  fount,  and  oracle  divine  ! 
What  valley  echoed  the  response  of  Jovef 
What  trace  remaineth  of  the  Thunderer^s  shiine? 
All,  all  forgotten — and  shall  man  repine 
That  his  frail  bonds  to  fleeting  life  are  broke ! 
Cease,  fool !  the  fate  of  gods  may  well  be  thine : 
Wouldst  thou  survive  the  marble  or  the  oak  1 
When  nations,  tongues,  and  worlds  must  sink  boMtt 
stroke ! 

uv. 

Epints'  bounds  recede,  and  mountains  fiiil ; 
Tired  of  up-gazing  still,  the  wearied  eye 
Beposes  gladly  on  as  smooth  a  vale 
As  ever  Spring  yclad  in  grassy  ^e  : 
E'en  on  a  plain  no  humble  beauties  lie, 
Where  some  bold  river  breaks  the  long  ezpanfle^ 
And  woods  along  the  banks  are  waving  lu^. 
Whose  shadows  in  the  glassy  waters  danoe. 
Or  with  the  moonbeam  sleep  in  midnight's  solemn  tianoi 

LV. 

The  sun  had  sunk  behind  vast  Tomerit,§ 
The  Laos  wide  and  fierce  came  roaring  ^ ;  I 

*  The  Chlmarlot  motmtaiiu  appear  to  lutTs  been  vokania 

t  Nov  called  Kalamaa.  t  Albani—  ctak. 

^  Anciently  Mount  Tomanu. 

k  The  river  Laoe  was  tail  at  the  time  the  author  paaed  it; 
Tei>aleen,  was  to  the  eye  as  wide  as  the  Thames  at  Wecbniu 

of  the  anthor  and  his  feUow  traveUer.    In  the  eamiiMr  it  !»,...  ... 

eeitiUnly  is  the  finest  river  in  the  Levant:  neither  Adieloai.  Iliitil  Jl^ 
mander,  nor  Oayster, approached  it  in  breadUi  or bMutr.  '"'       ' 


OHLLDE  HAROLD'S  PILaBIMAaB.  5J5 

The  sliados  of  wonted  night  were  gathering-  yet, 
When,  down  the  steep  baiiks  winding  waril/, 
Childe  Harold  saw,  like  meteors  in  the  sky. 
The  glittering  minarets  of  Tepalen, 
Whose  walls  o'erlook  the  stream  ;  and  drawing  nigh, 
He  heard  the  busy  hum  of  warrior-men 
BwoUing  the  breeze  that  sigh'd  along  the  lengthening  glcii. 

LVI. 

He  pass'd  the  sacred  Hatam's  silent  tower. 
And  underneath  the  wide  overarching  gate 
Survey'd  the  dwelling  of  this  chief  of  power. 
Where  all  around  proclaim'd  his  high  estate. 
Amidst  no  common  pomp  the  despot  sate. 
While  busy  preparation  shook  the  court, 
Slaves,  eunuchs,  soldiers,  guests,  and  santons  wait ; 
Within,  a  palace,  and  without,  a  fort ; 
Here  men  of  every  clime  appear  to  make  resort, 

LVII. 

Richly  caparison'd,  a  ready  row 
Of  armbd  horse,  and  many  a  warlike  store. 
Circled  the  wide-extending  court  below ; 
Above,  strange  groups  adom'd  the  corridore ; 
And  oft-times  through  the  area's  echoing  door. 
Some  hieh-capp'd  Tartar  spurred  his  steed  away : 
The  Tui%,  the  Greek,  the  Albanian,  and  the  Moor, 
Here  mingled  in  their  many-hued  array, 
"While  the  deep  war-drum's  soimd  announced  the  close  of  day, 

LVin. 
The  wild  Albanian  kirtJed  to  his  knee. 
With  shawl-girt  head  and  ornamented  gun, 
And  gold-embroider'd  garments,  fair  to  sea* 
The  crimson-scarfed  men  of  Macedon ; 
The  Delhi  with  his  cap  of  terror  on. 
And  crookfed  glaive ;  the  lively,  supple  Greek ; 
And  swarthy  Nubia's  mutilated  son  ! 
The  besmied  Turk,  that  rarely  deigns  to  speak. 
Master  of  all  around,  too  potent  to  be  meek, 

MX. 

Are  mix'd  conspicuous :  some  recline  in  groups. 
Scanning  the  motley  scone  that  varies  round ; 
There  some  grave  Moslem  to  devotion  stoops. 
And  some  that  smoke,  and  some  that  play,  are  fomid  ; 
Here  the  Albanian  proudly  treads  the  ground ; 
Half-whispering  there  the  Greek  is  heard  to  prate : 
Hark  !  from  the  mosque  the  nightly  solemn  sound, 
Tho  Muezzin's  call  doth  shake  the  minaret, 
**  There  is  no  god  but  God !— to  prayer— lo !  God  is  great  I " 

LX, 
Just  at  this  season  Bamazani's  fast 
Through  the  long  day  its  penance  did  maintain : 

2  N 
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Bat  when  the  lingering  twilight  hour  was  pant, 
Kevel  and  feast  assumed  the  rule  agfdn  ; 
Now  all  was  bustle,  and  the  menial  train 
Prepared  and  spread  the  plenteous  board  within ; 
The  vacant  gallery  now  seem'd  made  in  vain, 
But  from  the  chambers  came  the  mingling  din, 
As  page  and  slave  anon  were  passing  out  and  in. 

LXL 
Here  woman's  voice  is  nover  heard :  apart, 
And  scarce  permitted,  guarded,  veird,  to  mov*^ 
She  yields  to  one  her  person  and  her  heart, 
Tamed  to  her  cage,  nor  feels  a  wish  to  rove : 
For,  not  unhappy  in  her  master^s  love. 
And  joyful  in  a  mother's  ^ntlest  cares. 
Blest  cares  i  all  other  feelings  far  above ! 
Herself  more  sweetly  rears  the  babe  she  bean, 
Who  never  quits  the  breast,  no  meaner  passion  sIinrM 

Lxn. 
In  marble-paved  pavilion,  where  a  spring 
Of  living  water  from  the  centre  rose. 
Whose  bubbling  did  a  genial  freshness  ffing, 
And  soft  voluptuous  couches  breathed  repose, 
Ali  reclined,  a  man  of  war  and  woes  : 
Yet  in  his  lineaments  ye  cannot  trace. 
While  Gentleness  her  milder  radiance  throws 
Along  that  aged  venerable  face. 
The  deeds  that  lurk  beneath,  and  stain  him  witL  disgrace 

Lxm. 
It  is  not  that  yon  hoary  lengthening  beard 
111  suits  the  passions  wnich  belong  to  youth : 
Love  conquers  age — so  Haflz  hath  averr'd. 
So  sin^  the  Teian,  and  he  sings  in  sooth ; 
But  cnmes  that  scorn  the  tender  voice  of  rutbt 
Beseeming  all  men  ill,  but  most  the  man 
In  years,  have  mark'd  him  with  a  tiger's  tootb : 
Blood  follows  blood,  and  thix>ugh  their  morki^  vpf^> 
In  bloodier  acts  conclude  those  who  with  blood  b^- 

LXIV, 

'Mid  many  things  most  new  to  ear  and  e^ 
The  pilgrim  rested  here  his  weary  feet, 
And  gazed  around  on  Moslem  luxury, 
Till  Quickly  wearied  with  that  ^acious  aesti 
Of  Wealth  and  Wantonness,  the  choioe  nMi 
Of  sated  Grandeur  from  the  city's  noise : 
And  were  it  humbler,  it  in  sooth  were  sweet; 
But  Peace  abhorreth  artificial  joys,  ,  ..^ 

And  Pleasure,  leagued  with  Pomp,  the  zest  of  both  dostrop 

Pierce  axe  M»bl\«2^  Ok^^xwx,  :}«iw^^\t^ 
Kot  vktuea,  were  t\iQae  V«\MRaTMst^\aatess»* 


OHILDB  BABOLD'S  FILQBIMAGB.  517 

Where  is  the  foe  that  ever  saw  their  back  ? 
Who  can  so  well  the  toil  of  war  endure  ? 
Their  native  fostnesses  not  more  secure 
Than  they  in  doubtful  time  of  troublous  need : 
Their  wrath  how  deadly  1  but  their  friendship  anre. 
When  Oratitade  or  Valour  bids  them  bleed. 
Unshaken  rushing  on  whereV  their  chief  may  lead. 

LtVI. 

Ghilde  Harold  saw  them  in  their  chieftain's  tower, 
Thronging  to  war  in  splendour  and  success  ; 
And  after  view'd  them,  when,  within  their  power, 
Hfanself  awhile  the  victim  of  distress  ; 
That  saddening  hour  when  bad  men  hotlier  press : 
But  these  did  shelter  him  beneath  tlieir  roo( 
When  less  barbarians  would  have  cheer'd  him  less, 
And  feUow-ooimtnrmin  have  ptood  aloof  *-^ 
In  aught  that  tries  tM  heart  bow  iow  withstand  the  proof  I 

LXTIL 
It  ehaneed  ihtit  adverse  winds  once  drove  his  baric 
Full  on  the  coast  of  Suli's  shaggy  shore. 
When  all  around  was  desolate  and  dark  ; 
To  land  was  perilous^  to  sojourn  more  ; 
Yet  for  awhile  the  marin^:^  forbore. 
Dubious  to  trust  where  treachery  might  lurk  : 
At  length  they  ventured  forth,  though  doubting  sore 
That  those  who  loathe  alike  the  Frank  and  Turk 
Might  once  again  renew  their  cmoient  butcher-work. 

LXVUI. 
Vain  fbar !  the  Suliotes  stretch'd  the  welcome  hand. 
Led  them  o'er  rocks  and  past  the  dangerous  swamp, 
Kinder  than  polish'd  slaves,  though  not  so  bland. 
And  piled  the  hearth,  and  wrung  their  garments  damp; 
And  fill'd  the  bowl,  and  trimm'd  the  cheerful  lamp, 
And  spread  their  fare :  though  homely,  all  they  had  '. 
Such  conduct  bears  Philanthropy's  rare  stamp — 
To  rest  the  weary  and  to  soothe  the  sad. 
Doth  lesson  happier  men,  and  shames  at  least  the  bad. 

LXIX. 
It  came  to  pass,  that  when  he  did  addi^ess 
Himself  to  quit  at  lengUi  this  mountain  land. 
Combined  marauders  half-way  barr'd  egress, 
And  wasted  &r  and  near  with  glaive  and  brand ; 
And  therefore  did  he  take  a  trusty  band 
To  traverse  Acamania's  forest  wide, 
Tn  war  well  season'd,  and  with  labours  tann'd, 
Till  he  did  met  white  Achelous'  tide, 
And  from  his  further  bank  JStoIia's  wolds  espied. 

'•  AUadinf  to  tbf  wrecken  of  OomwiaL 
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ISZ. 

Whore  lone  Utraikey  forms  its  drclingcore. 
And  weary  waves  retire  to  gleam  at  rest» 
How  brown  the  foliage  of  the  green  hill's  groTe, 
Nodding  at  midni^^ht  o'er  the  calm  bay's  br«ast) 
As  winds  come  whispering  lightly  from  the  westj 
Kissing,  not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep's  serene : 
Hero  Harold  was  received  a  welcome  guest ; 
Nor  did  he  pass  unmoved  the  gentle  scene. 
For  many  a  joy  could  he  from  Night's  soft  preseDoe  glean. 

LXXI. 

On  the  smooth  shore  the  night-fires  brightly  blaied, 
The  fenst  was  done,  the  red  wine  circling  fast,* 
And  he  that  unawares  had  there  ygased 
With  gaping  wonderment  had  stared  aghast ; 
For  ere  night's  midmost,  stillest  hour  was  pasfe^ 
The  native  revels  of  the  troop  began ; 
Each  Palikar  his  sabre  from  him  cast>  i* 
And  boimding  hand  in  hand,  man  lixik'd  to  man, 
Yelling  their  uncouth  dii^ge,  long  daanced  the  kirtled  dan. 

T.mrTT, 
Ohilde  Harold  at  a  little  distance  stood. 
And  view'd,  but  not  displeased,  the  reveliiey 
•Nor  hated  harmless  mirth,  however  rude : 
In  sooth,  it  was  no  vulgar  sight  to  see 
Their  barbarous,  yet  their  not  indecent,  glee ; 
And,  as  the  flames  along  their  faces  gleam'd, 
Their  gestures  nimble,  dark  eyes  flawing  free, 
The  long  wild  locks  that  to  their  eirdles  stream'd, 
While  thus  in  concert  they  this  lay  half  sang,  half  sontB  d: 

Tambouroi!    Tambourgi!  thy larom  afar:}: 
Gives  hope  to  the  valiant,  and  promise  of  war; 
All  the  sons  of  the  mountains  arise  at  the  note^ 
Chimaiiot,  lUyrian,  and  dark  Suliote  1  § 

Oh  !  who  is  more  brave  than  a  dark  SuUote, 

In  his  snowy  camese  and  his  shaggy  capote  f 

To  the  wolf  and  the  vulture  he  leaves  bis  wild  flock, 

And  descends  to  the  plain  like  the  stream  from  the  loet 

Shall  the  sons  of  Chimari,  who  never  foigive 
The  fault  of  a  friend,  bid  an  enemy  live  f 
Let  those  ^uns  so  unerring  such  vengeance  fSongoT 
What  mark  is  so  &ir  as  the  breast  of  a  foot 

*  The  Albanian  Mnawnlmans  do  notabataJn  from  wiD!t,a»i,taABiit^*f^ 
others.  ^0 

t  ralikar,  a  genenCL  iiAsnft  tot  «b  «(Ml«c  amongst  the  Oreaks  tati  AAn**  ^"'^ 
komiiic  :  \tineana,pTOcexVj,«b"  VtA." 

&  TtiMA  KtA-ncaa  are  T>«x\^9  tiX«iitt<Rfi  QikSst«iv\i  kSDWBMA%Efun>^^»^'^'**'''' 
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Macedonia  sends  forth  her  invincihie  race  ; 
For  a  time  they  ahandon  the  cave  and  the  chase  : 
But  those  scars  of  blood-red  shall  be  redder,  before 
The  sabre  is  sheathed  and  the  battle  is  o'er. 

Then  the  pirates  of  Paiiga  that  dwell  by  the  waves, 
And  teach  the  pale  Franks  what  it  is  to  be  slaves. 
Shall  leave  on  the  beach  the  long  galley  and  oar, 
And  track  to  his  covert  the  captive  on  shore. 

I  ask  not  the  pleasures  that  riches  supply, 
My  sabre  shall  win  what  the  feeble  must  buy  ; 
Shall  win  the  young  bride  with  her  long  flowing  hair, 
And  many  a  maid  from  her  mother  shall  tear. 

I  love  the  &ir  face  of  the  maid  in  her  youth. 
Her  caresses  shall  lull  me,  her  music  shall  soothe; 
Let  her  bring  from  her  chamber  the  mauy-toned  lyro. 
And  sing  us  a  song  on  the  fall  of  her  sire. 

Bemember  the  moment  when  Previsa  fell,* 
The  shrieks  of  the  conquered,  the  conquerors'  yell , 
The  roo&  that  we  fired,  and  the  plunder  we  shared. 
The  wealthy  we  slaughtered,  the  lovely  we  spared. 

I  talk  not  of  mercy,  I  talk  not  of  fear ; 
He  neither  must  know  who  would  serve  the  Vizier  : 
Since  the  days  of  our  prophet  the  Crescent  ne'er  saw 
A  chief  ever  glorious  like  Ali  Pashaw. 

Dark  Muchtar  his  son  to  the  Danube  is  sped. 

Let  the  yellow-haired  f  Giaours t  view  his  horsetail  f  witli 

dread. 
When  his  Delhis  X  come  dashing  in  blood  o'er  the  banks. 
How  few  shall  escape  from  the  Muscovite  ranks  ! 

Selictar  !  §  unsheath  then  our  chiefs  scimitar ; 
Tambourgi !  thy  larum  gives  promise  of  war. 
Ye  mountains,  that  see  us  descend  to  the  shore, 
^all  view  us  as  victors,  or  view  us  no  more ! 

LXXIU. 
Pair  Greece  I  sad  relic  of  departed  worth  ! 
Immortal,  though  no  more  ;  though  fe,llen,  gieat ! 
Who  now  shall  lead  thy  scatter'd  children  forth, 
And  long  accustom'd  l>ondage  uncreate  ? 
Not  such  thy  sons  who  whilome  did  await. 
The  hopeless  warriors  of  a  willing  doom. 
In  bleak  Thermopylae's  sepulchral  strait — 
Ob  !  who  that  gallant  spirit  shall  resiune, 
I*eap  froaa  Eurotas'  banks,  and  call  thee  from  the  tomb  ? 

r  .JfM  Uken  by  stoim  from  the  French. 

^uow  b  the  epithet  given  to  tt%T  Btusiozu.     Olaoux  t  In&d,«\.     ILMMVAtxi.  •.  >^aL« 

255"°*"'  aogweriag  to  our  tOrium  h  OM. 
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Spuib  of  Freedom !  when  on  PhyWs  brow  * 
Thou  Bat>b  with  Thrasybnlus  and  his  tndn« 
Couldsb  thou  forebode  the  dumal  hour  whiek  warn 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  thine  Attio  plain  ! 
Not  thirty  tyrants  now  enforee  the  eham. 
But  every  carle  can  lord  it  e'er  thy  laBd ; 
Nor  rise  thy  sons,  bub  Idly  rail  in  Tafait 
Trembling  beneath  the  scourge  ef  Turkish  haad> 
From  birth  till  death  enalaTcd ;  in  word^  in  dsed. 

In  all  save  form  alone^  how  changed  1  and  wbo 
That  marks  the  fire  still  sparkling  in  each  eye. 
Who  but  would  deem  their  bosoms  bumM  aosw 
With  thy  unquenohM  beam,  lest  liberty  I 
And  many  dream  withal  the  hour  is  nini 
That  gives  them  back  their  ftthers*  heritage : 
For  foreign  arms  and  aid  they  fondly  sigh« 
Nor  solely  dare  encounter  hostile  rage. 
Or  tear  their  name  defiled  fiiom  Slavery's  monmfid  pig^ 

Hereditary  bondsmen  I  know  ye  not 
Who  would  be  firee  themselvea  must  strike  the  Uo'* 
By  their  right  arms  the  conquest  must  be  wrought' 
Will  Gaul  or  Muscovite  redress  ye  f  no  1 
True,  they  may  lajr  your  proud  despoUers  low, 
But  not  for  you  wiU  Freedom's  altars  flanie. 
Shades  of  the  HelotsI  triumph  o^er  your  fte  I 
Greece  !  change  thy  lords,  thy  state  is  Still  the  same ; 
Thy  glorious  day  is  o'er,  but  net  ti^ne  years  of  shus^ 

Lxxvn. 
Tho  city  won  for  Allah  from  the  Glaoar, 
The  Giaour  fix>m  Othman^s  race  again  may  iinA$ 
And  the  Serafs  impenetrable  toy(nr 
Receive  the  fiery  Frank,  her  former  guest  ^^ 
Or  Wahab's  rebel  brood,  who  dared  divest 
The  Prophet's  tomb  of  all  its  pious  spoil,  t 
May  wind  their  path  of  blood  along  tiie  West ; 
But  ne'er  will  freedom  seek  this  fated  soil, 
But  slave  succeed  to  dave  through  yean  of  uuiUw  tou. 

Yet  mark  their  rxasrih. — ere  Lenten  days  hsgli^ 
That  penance  which  theur  holy  rites  prsoaM 
To  shrive  from  man  his  weight  of  mortal  siii| 
By  daily  abstinence  and  id^tly  prayer : 


*  niyle.'wldQhcomxBAadav.Vw.utlAilTlew  of  Athou.hM  itfll  o«. 
ft  WIU  Mlsed  by  TbxMy\raa«i,  -vcwiVaoa  Xa  Vb»«s!0«Aitani.«(  tiM  Tblil7. 

iWben  taken  b»  th«  lAUuft,  tcoA.  tcKmAomA.  tot  wR«ni!k.<niBB!w  _^-iA  fe 

Mecca  and  llediiBa  irvm  USiLeTi  «wb^«  >&»«  %vk  V|  ^i^^ikikMa^^MK^ 
•fMMlnff. 
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But  ere  his  sackcloth  garb  Repentance  wear, 
Some  days  of  joyaunce  are  decreed  to  all. 
To  take  of  pleasaunce  each  his  secret  share^ 
In  motley  robe  to  dance  at  masking  hall, 
And  join  tiie  mimio  train  of  merry  Camiyal. 

T.TTTT, 

And  whose  more  rife  with  merriment  than  thine. 
Oh  Stamboul  1  once  the  empress  of  their  reign ! 
Thouffh  turbans  now  pollute  Sophia's  shrine. 
And  Greece  her  v€anr  altars  eyes  in  vaitt : 
^as !  her  woes  wm  still  pervade  my  strain !) 
Gay  were  her  minstrels  once,  for  free  her  throng. 
All  felt  the  common  joy  they  now  must  feign. 
Nor  oft  Tve  seen  such  si^^ht,  nor  heard  such  song. 
As  woo*d  the  eye,  and  thrSu'd  the  Bospho'rus  along. 

T.TTT. 

Loud  was  the  lightsome  tumult  on  the  shore, 
Oft  Music  changed,  but  never  ceased  her  tone, 
And  timely  eoho'd  back  the  measured  oar. 
And  rippling  waters  made  a  pleasant  moan  : 
The  Queen  of  tides  on  high  oonsenting  shone. 
And  when  a  transient  breeze  swept  o^r  the  wave, 
Twas,  as  if  darting  from  her  heavenly  throne, 
A  brighter  glance  her  form  reflected  gave, 
TVl  sparkling  Dillows  seem*d  to  light  the  banks  they  lave. 

T-TTTT. 

Glanced  many  a  light  caique  along  the  foan\, 
Danced  on  the  shore  the  oaughters  of  the  lan^, 
No  thought  had  nian  or  maid  of  rest  or  home. 
While  many  a  languid  eye  and  thrillinjg^  hand 
Exohaufi^  t&e  look  few  bosoms  may' withstand. 
Or  wmuy  pressed,  returned  the  pressure  still : 
Oh  Love  1  young  Love !  bound  m  thy  rosy  bend. 
Let  sage  or  eynio  prattle  as  he  will, 
These  hours,  and  only  these,  redeem  life's  years  of  iU  t 

Lxxxn. 
But,  'midst  the  throng  in  m^riy  masquerade, 
Lurk  there  no  hearts  uiat  throb  with  secret  pain. 
Even  through  the  closest  searment  half  betray'd  T 
To  such  the  gentle  murmurs  of  the  main 
Soem  to  re-echo  all  they  mourn  in  vain ; 
To  such  the  gladness  of  the  gamesome  crowd 
Is  source  of  wayward  thought  and  stem  disdain : 
How  do  they  loathe  the  la^hter  idly  loud. 
And  long  to  cnange  the  robe  of  revel  ror  the  idirood  t 

Lxzxni. 
This  must  he  feel,  the  true-bom  son  of  Greece, 
If  Greece  one  true-bom  patriot  still  can  boast : 
Not  such  as  prate  of  war,  but  skulk  in  peace, 
The  hoDdsmaD's  peace,  who  sighs  for  all  he  loiX, 
Y^  with  smooth  smile  bia  tyrant  can  acoosty 
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And  \vield  tho  slavisli  sickle,  not  tlie  sword : 

Ah  !  Greece  !  they  love  thee  least  who  owe  theo  m<^; 

Their  birth,  their  blood,  and  that  sublime  record 

Of  hero  sires^  who  shame  thy  now  degenerate  horde  1 
Lxxxrv. 
When  riseth  Lacedsemon's  hardihood. 
When  Thebes  Epaminondas  rears  again, 
When  Athens*  cnildren  are  with  hearts  endued, 
When  Grecian  mothers  shall  give  birth  to  men. 
Then  mayst  thou  be  restored  ;  but  not  till  then. 
A  thousand  years  scarce  serve  to  form  a  state ; 
An  hour  may  lay  it  in  the  dust :  and  when 
Can  man  its  shattered  splendour  renovate, 

Kecall  its  virtues  back,  and  vanquish  Time  and  Fate  ? 

LXXXV. 

And  yet  how  lovely  in  thine  age  of  woo, 
Land  of  lost  gods  and  godlike  men !  art  thou ! 
Thy  vales  of  evergreen,  thy  hills  of  snow. 
Proclaim  thee  nature's  varied  favourite  now  ;* 
Thy  fanes,  thy  temples  to  thy  surface  bow, 
Commingling  slowly  with  heroic  earth. 
Broke  by  the  share  of  every  rustic  plough : 
So  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth. 
So  perish  all  in  turn,  save  well-recorded  Worth ; 

LXXXVI. 

Save  where  some  solitary  column  mourns 
Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave ;  t 
Save  where  Tritonia's  airy  shrine  adorns 
Colonna's  cliff,  and  gleams  along  the  wave  ;  + 
Save  o'er  some  warrior's  half-forgotten  grave, 

*  On  many  of  the  moontaiiu,  particularly  Liakiira,  tha  auov  new  is  Mtlidy  a^ 
Botwithstanding  the  intense  heat  of  the  summer;  butlnarersairitUtoa  thsfi* 
•▼en  in  winter. 

t  Of  Mount  Feutelions,  ftom  wfaenoe  the  marUe  was  dug  that  eonstnetsd  thi  1^ 
edifices  of  Athens.  The  modem  name  is  Mount  Mendeli.  An  t """"*'—  mr%hB^ 
the  quarries,  still  remains,  and  will  till  the  end  of  time. 

t  In  aU  Attica,  if  we  except  Athens  itself  and  Maimthon,  there  to  no  sosos  r' 


terestinff  than  Cape  Ool<mna.    To  the  antiquary  and  artist,  sixteen  eolai„ 
hatutible  source  of  observation  and  design ;  to  the  philosopher,  the  smi>°**  ' 
-™. . .        »;andSetii     "  *- 


li 

some  of  Plato's  oonTersations  will  not  be  miweloome;  and  thiiriimrtdat^riSL  be  li 
with  the  beauty  of  the  prospect  over  "  Isles  that  crown  the  JSgtau  deep:*  tat, I 
Englishman,  Colonna  has  yet  an  additional  interest,  as  the  aetaal  rast  ef  M* 
Shipwreck.  JPallas  and  Plato  are  foigotten  in  the  xeooUsctlon  «C  Vskoaff 
Campbell:— 

**  Here  in  the  dead  of  night  by  Lonna**  steep. 

The  seaman's  ciy  was  heard  along  the  daepj* 
This  temple  of  Minerva  may  be  seen  at  sea  from  a  great  distanee.  iBtwoJeurMfS^ 
I  made,  and  one  voyage  to  Gape  Oolonna,  the  view  from  either  rids,  Iv  hud.  «« 
striking  than  the  approach  from,  the  isles.  In  our  second  land  exeonioii,  ve  hsd  a  ■ 
escape  fh)m  a  party  of  Mainotes,  concealed  in  the  cavema  beneath.  We  wws  toH 
wai'ds,  by  one  of  their  prisoners,  subsequently  ransomed,  that  they  were  dstcnsl 
attacking  us  by  the  appearance  of  my  two  Albanians :  ooAjecturing  rerr  SH'"*— * 
faUely,  that  we  had  a  complete  guard  of  theee  Amaouts  attaaBd,  thsf  m 
sUtlonary,  and  thus  sayed  our  party,  which  was  too  small  to  have  oppoHd  aaj  ii 
wslstance.  CkOonna  £i  no  less  a  resort  of  painters  than  of  pizmteaj  then 
**  The  hireling  artist  plants  his  paltry  desk. 

And  makxa  4hKvnA!QAk-D».Vaixa  vtstuxeequa.* 

Bat  theie Natun,  ^ih ^e  aid ot  AxV.,\iAa &«&» ^k»x t<» YmbmSO.  \<«m ^iMiiHi' 
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Where  the  gray  stones  and  unmolested  grass 
J  but  not  oblivion,  feebly  brave, 
ile  strangers  only  not  regardless  pass, 
ingering  like  me,  perchance,  to  gaze,  and  sigh  ''  Alas  !  *' 

Lxxxvn. 
Tet  are  thy  skies  as  blue,  thy  crags  as  wild : 
Sweet  are  thy  groves,  and  verdant  are  thy  fields. 
Thine  olive  ripe  as  when  Minerva  smiled. 
And  still  his  honied  wealth  Hymettus  yields  ; 
There  the  blithe  bee  his  fragrant  fortress  builds, 
The  froebom  wanderer  of  thy  mountain-air ; 
Apollo  still  thy  long,  lon^  summer  gilds. 
Still  in  his  betun  Mendeli  s  marbles  glare ; 
iit,  Glory,  Freedom  fsdl,  but  Nature  still  is  fair. 

Lxxxym. 
Where'er  we  tread  'tis  haunted,  holy  ground  ;1 
No  earth  of  thine  is  lost  in  vulgar  mould. 
But  one  vast  realm  of  wondei  spreads  around. 
And  all  the  Muse's  tales  seem  truly  told, 
Till  the  sense  aches  with  gazing  to  behold 
The  scenes  our  earliest  dreams  have  dwelt  upon : 
Each  hill  and  dale,  each  deepening  glen  and  wold 
Defies  the  power  which  orush'd  thy  temples  gone  : 
Age  shakes  Athena's  tower,  but  spares  gray  Marathon. 

LXXXIX. 
The  sun,  the  soil,  but  not  the  slave,  the  same  ; 
Unchanged  in  all  except  its  foreign  lord- 
Preserves  alike  its  bounds  and  boundless  fame ; 
The  Battle-field,  where  Persia's  victim  horde 
First  bow'd  beneath  the  brunt  of  Hellas'  sword. 
As  on  the  mom  to  distant  Qlorj  dear, 
When  Marathon  became  a  magic  word ;  * 
Which  uttered,  to  the  hearer^s  eye  appear 
rhe  camp,  the  host,  the  fight,  the  conqueror's  career, 

xo. 
The  flying  Mede,  his  shafUess  broken  bow ; 
The  fier^  Greek,  his  red  pursuing  spear ; 
Mountams  above.  Earth's,  Ocean's  plain  below ; 
Death  in  the  front.  Destruction  in  tne  roar ! 
Such  was  the  scene — what  now  remaineth  here  ? 
What  sacred  trophy  marks  the  hallow'd  gix>und, 
Beoordinsf  Freedom's  smile  and  Asia's  tear  ? 
The  rifled  urn,  the  violated  mound, 
7h»  dust  thy  courser's  hoof,  rude  stranger  1  spurns  around. 

tm,  riatar,  Iimmbi  «bIom  I"  wm  the  epitaph  on  the  flunous  German  general  Couut 
-wba*  thm  must  be  our  feelings  when  standing  on  the  tumulus  ot  lYi«  X.'mo 
d  (OsMki)  who  fell  on  Manthon  ?   The  principal  barrow  hat  recently  \)«eu  uve\\«A 
<wm :  turn  or  no  relioi,  as  raam,  Jte.,  wen  toxxnd  by  the  excavator.   TVie  v^^-Vsv  ^^ 
am  wae  oOand  tomatbr  sate  ttt  the  sum  at  sixteen  thousand  pVaatxfo,  «A>w>aX  uVu^ 
trmmdil  AJath'''Sxpgud0-qnotUdr(uindvuM  atunmo— luvenlw  \"— ^«*  VX^a 
MOtlMdm  worth  no  jBon  t  It  could  acaroel/  have  fetched  leas  it  aold  bv  welaVfc. 
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XGL 

Yet  to  ibo  remnants  of  thy  qplendoar  past 
Shall  pilgrims,  peosiTe,  but  unweariedC  throng , 
Long  shall  the  Toyager,  with  th'  Ionian  bkstj 
Hail  the  bright  chme  of  battle  and  of  song ; 
Long  shall  thine  annals  and  immortal  tongue 
Fill  with  thy  £eune  the  youth  of  many  a  shore : 
Boast  of  the  aged  t  lesson  of  the  young  I 
Which  sages  venerate  and  bards  adore. 
As  Pallas  and  the  Muse  unveil  their  awfiu  lore. 

XCXL 
The  parted  bosom  dllngs  to  wonted  home. 
If  aught  that* s  kindred  cheer  the  weloome  hesrtii ; 
He  that  is  lonelv,  hither  let  him  roam, 
And  gaze  compuicent  on  oong^iial  earth. 
Greece  is  no  lightsome  land  of  social  mirth ; 
But  he  whom  Sadness  sootheth  may  abide, 
And  scarce  rep^ret  the  region  of  his  birth, 
When  wandermg  slow  by  Delphi's  sacred  side, 
Or  gazing  o'er  the  i^ains  where  Greek  and  Porakm  died 

xom. 
Let  such  approach  this  consecrated  land, 
And  pass  in  peace  along  the  magic  waste : 
But  spare  its  relics— let  no  busy  hand 
Deface  the  scenes,  already  how  defiuMd ! 
Not  for  such  purpose  were  these  altars  placed. 
Revere  the  remnants  nations  once  revered : 
So  may  our  coimtr/s  name  be  undisgraoed, 
So  mayst  thou  prosper  where  thy  youth  was  rmi'd, 
By  every  honest  joy  of  love  and  Mfe  endear'd ! 

XOIY. 

For  thee,  who  thus  in  too  protracted  song 
Hast  soothed  thine  idlesse  with  inslorioas  laj% 
Soon  shall  thy  voice  be  lost  amid  &•  throng 
Of  louder  minstrels  in  these  later  days : 
To  such  resign  the  strife  for  fjetdiii^  bays^ 
111  may  such  contest  now  the  spirit  move 
Which  heeds  nor  keen  reproach  nor  partial  praise^ 
Since  cold  each  kinder  heart  that  might  appote, 
And  none  are  left  to  please  wh&a  none  are  left  to  lov^ 

xov. 
Thou  too  art  gone,  thou  loved  and  lovely  one  I 
Whom  youth  and  youth's  affections  bound  toflse; 
Who  did  for  me  wnat  none  becdde  have  done^ 
Nor  shrank  from  one,  albeit  unworthy  thee. 
What  is  my  being  ?  thou  hast  ceased  to  be ! 
Nor  stay'd  to  weloome  here  thy  wanderer  home^ 
Who  mo\uvi«  o'  «t  \vQiva«  ^hich  we  no  more  shafl  M*^ 
W  ou\d  th^y  \i«A  Tiw  w  \se«G.,  <w  -« w^  Xa  «f;»ui  I  . 

"Wov^ld  "be  bsA  tk?  «t  xeXxxni  ^  \fi  %aA%KR^  «MNBlk^l^v«i^ 
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Oh  1  oyer  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved  ! 
How  selfish  Sorrow  ponders  on  the  past^ 
And  clings  to  thougnts  now  better  &r  removed ! 
But  Time  shall  tear  thy  shadow  from  me  last. 
A.11  thou  coul<^t  hare  of  triine.  stern  Death  !  thou  tiast : 
The  parent,  friend^  and  now  the  more  than  friend  ; 
Ne'er  yet  for  one  thine  arrows  flew  so  fast. 
And  grief  with  grief  contikiuing  still  to  blond. 
Hath  snatoh'd  the  littlis  joy  that  life  had  yet  to  lend. 


Then  must  I  plunge  again  into  the  crowd, 
And  follow  aII  that  Peace  disdains  to  seek  ? 
Where  Revel  calls,  and  Laughter,  vednlv  loud. 
False  to  the  heart,  <J&itorts  uie  nollow  cheek, 
To  leave  the  flagg^  4>irit  doubly  weak ; 
Still  o'er  the  features,  which  perforce  they  cheer. 
To  fdgn  the  pleasure  or  conceal  the  pique ; 
Smiles  form  the  channel  of  a  future  tear, 
Or  raise  the  writhing  lip  with  ill-dissembled  sneer. 

xovm. 
What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age? 
What  stamps  the  wrindde  deeper  09  the  broW  ? 
To  view  each  loved  oae  bk>tted  from  ]!&'«  pago^ 
And  be  alone  on  earth*  as  I  am  now. 
Before  the  CSbasteaer  humbly  let  me  bow. 
O'er  hearts  divided  and  o'er  hopes  destro/d  : 
Roll  on,  yain  dayB  I  full  reckless  may  ye  flow, 
Since  Time  hath  reft  whate'er  my  soul  rajoy'd, 
And  with  th«  iils  of  £ld  mine  earlier  years  alloy'd. 


OANTO  THE  THIRD. 

Lfln  que  eetka  appUmtton  ttoas  IbrgAt  de  poHMt  k  asatee  ehoae ;  U  n*y  »  «n  vlSrlM  d« 
a«  (fjM  odol-lA  «i  1«  tOBps."— XMrw  duJMd^  Prut*  d  jyAlembtrc,  Sept.  7»  177ii. 

I. 

Is  thy  face  liko  thy  mother's,  my  fear  child  ! 
Ada !  solo  daughter  of  my  house  and  heart ' 
When  last  I  saw  thy  young  blue  eyes  they  smJed, 
And  then  we  partea, — not  as  now  we  part. 
But  with  a  hope. — 

Awaking  with  a  start. 
The  waters  heave  around  me  ;  and  on  high 
The  winds  lift  up  their  voices :  I  depart, 
Whf  ther  I  know  not ;  but  the  hour  ^s  gone  "by, 
Wl^a  Albion's  leaaeaing  shores  could  ^pneve  or  gVsA  uAxiA  «9%« 


S5G  bt&on's  poems. 

n. 
Onoe  more  upon  the  watera !  yet  onco  more  I 
And  the  wa^es  bound  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  his  rider.    Welcome  to  their  roar ! 
Swift  be  their  giiidance,  wheresoe'er  it  lead ! 
Though  the  strain'd  mast  should  qmver  as  a  rcccL 
And  the  rent  canvas  fluttering  strew  the  gale, 
Still  must  I  on ;  for  I  am  as  a  weed. 
Flung  from  the  rock^  on  Ocean's  foam,  to  sail 
Whwe'er  the  surge  may  sweep,  the  tempest's  breatli  pwal 


In  my  youth's  summer  J  did  sing  of  One, 
The  wandering  outlaw  of  his  own  dark  mind ; 
Again  I  seise  the  theme,  then  but  begun, 
And  bear  it  with  me,  as  the  gushing  wind 
Bears  the  cloud  onwards :  in  that  ^nJe  I  find 
The  furrows  of  long  thought,  and  dried-up  tean, 
Which,  ebbing,  leave  a  sterile  track  behind. 
O'er  which  all  heavil^r  the  journeying  years 
Plod  the  last  sands  of  life,— where  not  a  flower  appears. 

IV. 

Since  my  young  days  of  passion^oy,  or  pain, 
Perchance  my  heart  and  harp  have  lost  a  Bbnogt 
And  both  may  jar :  it  may  be  that  in  vain 
I  would  essay  as  I  nave  sung  to  sing. 
Yet,  though  a  dreary  strain,  to  this  I  clingy 
So  that  it  wean  me  m>m  the  weary  dream 
Of  selfish  grief  or  gladness — so  it  fling 
Forgetfulness  around  me — it  bhall  seem 
To  me^  though  to  none  else,  a  not  ungrateful  theme. 

V. 

He,  who  grown  agbd  in  this  world  of  woe. 
In  deeds,  not  years,  piercing  the  depths  of  11^ 
So  that  no  wonder  waits  him ;  nor  below 
Can  love,  or  sorrow,  fiuue,  ambition,  strife. 
Cut  to  his  heart  again  with  the  keen  knife 
Of  silent,  sharp  endurance  ;  he  can  tell 
Whv  thought  seeks  refuge  in  lone  caves,  vet  rife 
With  airy  images,  and  shapes  which  dwal 
Still  unimpair'd,  though  old,  in  the  soul's  haunted  cdl 

VI. 
*Tis  to  create,  and  in  creating  live 
A  being  moi*e  intense,  that  we  endow 
With  form  our  fancy,  gaining  as  we  give 
The  life  we  image,  even  as  I  do  now. 
What  am  I  ?    Nothing :  but  not  so  art  thou, 
Soul  of  my  thought !  with  whom  I  traverse  earth. 
Invisible  V)\xt  ^;QA\n%,  «a\  ^<QrR 
Mix'  d  vn.\ii  tV?  s^Vnfe,  \>\«cA<eA.  "m^  'OB::^\saSi^ 
And  ieeUivg  b\SCL  m^3itx  ^^  *mmi  wjsfisi^SwSSsM^^  ^»»- 
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vn. 
Tet  must  I  think  less  wildly ! — I  have  thought 
Too  long  and  darkly,  till  my  brain  became. 
In  its  own  eddy  boiling  and  o'erwrought, 
A  whirling  gulf  of  phantasy  and  flame : 
And  thus,  untaught  in  youth  my  heart  to  tame. 
My  sprii^  of  life  were  poison'd.    *Tis  too  late  ! 
Yet  am  Ichanged  ;  though  still  enough  the  same 
In  strength  to  bear  what  time  can  not  abate. 
And  feed  on  bitter  fruits  without  accusing  Fate. . 

vm. 

Something  too  much  of  this  : — ^but  now  *tis  past. 

And  the  spell  closes  with  its  silent  seaL 

Long  absent  Harold  re-appears  at  last ; 
.  He  of  the  breast  which  mm  no  more  would  feel. 

Wrung  with  the  wounds  which  kill  not,  but  ne'er  heal ; 

Yet  Time,  who  changes  all,  had  alter'd  him 

In  soul  and  aspect  as  in  age :  years  steal 

Fire  from  the  mind  as  vigour  from  the  limb  ; 
And  life's  enchanted  cup  but  sparkles  near  the  brim. 

IX. 

His  had  been  quaflfd  too  quickly,  and  he  found 
The  dregs  were  wormwood  ;  but  he  fill'd  again. 
And  frx>m  a  purer  fount,  on  holier  ground, 
And  deom'd  its  spring  perpetual ;  but  in  vain  » 
Still  round  him  clung  invisibly  a  chain 
Which  gaird  for  ever,  fettering  though  unseen. 
And  heavy  though  it  clank'd  not ;  worn  with  pain, 
Which  pined  although  it  spoke  not,  and  grew  keen, 
Storing  with  every  step  he  took  through  many  a  scene. 

X. 

Secure  in  jpfuarded  coldness,  he  had  mix'd 
Again  in  mncied  safety  with  his  kind. 
And  deem'd  his  spirit  now  so  firmly  fix'd 
And  sheathed  with  an  invulnerable  mind. 
That,  if  no  joy,  no  sorrow  lurk'd  behind ; 
And  he,  as  one,  might  'midst  the  many  stand 
Unheeded,  searching  thi-ough  the  crowd  to  find 
Fit  speculation  ;  sudi  as  in  strange  land 
Se  found  in  wonder-works  of  God  and  Nature's  hand^ 

XI. 
But  who  can  view  the  ripen'd  rose,  nor  seek 
To  wear  it  ?  who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beauty's  cheek, 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  old  ? 
Who  can  contemplate  Fame,  through  clouds  unfold 
The  star  which  rises  o'er  her  steep,  nor  climb  ? 
Harold,  once  more  within  the  vortex,  roU'd 
On  with  the  giddy  circle,  chasing  Time, 
jTet  wjfcb  a  nobler  aim  than  in  his  youth's  fond  prime. 
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xn. 
But  soon  he  knew  himself  the  most  unfit 
Of  men  to  herd  with  Man  ;  with  whom  he  held 
Jjittlo  in  common ;  untaught  to  submit 
His  thoughts  to  others,  though  his  soul  was  quell'd 
In  yoiithl)y  his  own  thoughts  ;  still  uncompeU'di 
He  would  not  yield  dominion  of  his  mind 
To  spirits  against  whom  his  own  rebell'd  ; 
Troud  though  in  desolation ;  which  could  find 
A  life  within  itself,  to  breathe  without  mankind. 

xm. 

Where  rose  the  mountains,  there  to  him  wero  friends ; 
Where  roll'd  the  ocean,  thereon  was  his  home ; 
Where  a  blue  sk^,  and  glowing  dime,  extends. 
He  had  the  passion  and  the  power  to  roam  ; 
The  desert,  forest,  cavern,  breaker's  foam. 
Wero  imto  him  companion^ip  ;  they  spake 
A  mutual  language,  clearer  than  the  tome 
Of  his  land's  tongue,  which  he  would  oft  forsake 
For  Nature's  pages  glass'd  by  sunbeams  on  the  lake. , 

XIV. 
Like  the  Chaldean,  he  could  watch  the  stars, 
Till  he  had  peopled  them  with  beings  bright 
As  their  own  beams  ;  and  earth,  and  euth-bon  jarsi 
And  human  frailties,  were  foi^gotten  quite : 
Could  he  have  kept  his  spirit  to  that  flight, 
He  had  been  happy ;  but  this  clay  will  sink 
Its  spark  immortal,  envving  it  the  light, 
To  which  it  mounts,  as  if  to  break  the  Ihik 
That  keeps  us  from  yon  heaven  which  woos  us  to  its  Wni 

XV. 

But  in  Man's  dwellings  he  became  a  thing 
liestless  and  worn,  and  stem  and  wearisome, 
Droop'd  as  a  wild-bom  falcon  with  oUpt  wbg, 
To  whom  the  boundless  air  alone  were  home : 
Then  came  his  fit  again,  which  to  o'ercome, 
As  eagerly  the  barrM-up  bird  will  beat 
His  breast  and  beak  against  his  wiry  dome 
Till  the  blood  tinge  his  plumage,  so  the  heat 
Of  his  impeded  soul  would  through, his  bosom  eii 

XVT. 

Self-exiled  Harold  wandera  forth  again. 
With  nought  of  hope  left,  but  with  less  of  Inborn; 
The  very  knowledge  that  he  lived  in  vaii^ 
That  all  was  over  on  this  side  the  tomb. 
Had  made  Despair  a  smilingness  assume 
Which,  though  'twere  wild, — as  on  the  piandei'd  wi«» 
\V\\ei\  TuaTixvera  viow\d.xaajdlY  moot  their  doom 
With  dra\xg\v\a  vqXiOvcv^'wXm  ovw  "C^^k  ^vc^Ko^^ati^-*- 
Bid  yet  msv^vre  »•  ^^«er ,  ^V\Ock.>aft  iQ>ifts«^  \ft  ^^« 
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XVII. 
Stop  ! — ^for  thy  tread  is  on  an  Empire's  dust ! 
Ad  Earthquake's  spoil  is  sepulchred  below  ! 
Is  the  spot  mark'd  with.no  colossal  bust? 
Nor  column  trophied  for  triumphal  show  ? 
None  ;  but  the  moral's  truth  tells  simpler  so, 
As  the  ground  was  before,  thus  let  it  be  ; — 
How  that  red  rain  hath  made  the  harvest  gix>w  ! 
And  is  this  all  the  world  has  gain'd  by  thee. 
Thou  first  and  last  of  fields !  king-making  Viotory  ? 

xvm. 
And  Harold  stands  upon  this  place  of  skulls. 
The  grave  of  France,  the  deadly  Waterloo  ! 
How  in  an  hour  the  power  which  ^ave  annuls 
Its  gifts,  transferring  fame  as  fleeting  too ; 
In  "  pride  of  place"  here  last  the  eagle  flow,* 
Then  tore  with  bloody  talon  the  rent  plain. 
Pierced  by  the  shaft  of  banded  nations  through ; 
Ambition's  life  and  labours  all  were  vain ; 
He  wears  the  shattered  links  of  the  world's  broken  chain. 

XIX. 
Fit  retribution  !  Gaul  may  champ  the  bit 
And  foam  in  fetters ;— ^but  is  Earth  more  free? 
Did  nations  combat  to  make  One  submit ; 
Or  league  to  teach  all  kings  true  sovereignty  ? 
What!  shall  reviving  Thraldom  again  be 
The  patch'd-up  idol  of  enlighten'd  days  ? 
Shall  we,  who  struck  the  Lion  down,  shall  we 
Pay  the  Wolf  homage?  proflfering  lowly  gaze 
And  servile  knees  to  &ones  ?  No ;  prove  before  ye  praise  I 

XX.  i 

If  not,  o'er  one  fedlen  despot  boast  no  more  !  I 

In  yain  fair  cheeks  were  furrow'd  with  hot  tears  1 

For  Europe's  flowers  long  rooted  up  before  \ 

The  trampler  of  her  vineyards  ;  in  vain  years 
Of  death,  depopulation,  bondage,  fears. 
Have  all  been  borne,  and  broken  by  the  accord 
Of  roused-up  millions  :  all  that  most  endears 
Glory,  is  when  the  myrtle  wreathes  a  sword 
Sach  as  Harmodius  drew  on  Athens'  tyrant  lord.t 

XXT. 
There  was  a  solmd  of  revelry  by  night, 
And  Belgium's  capital  had  gather'4  then 
Her  Beauty  and  her  Chivalry,  and  bright 

«Ia  prlda  of  plM*"  is  ai«nn  of  fidoomy.Mid  mMms  the  high  wt  pHeh  of  flight.  8e« 

"  An  eafl^e  towering  in  his  pride  of  place,**  ke. 
leo  fb0  tuaoiu  Bong  on  HmwdioB  «nd  ArUtogiton.    The  best  ^neVlAi  \,T«kAtX\.o'^  >a 
"»— ^'»  AaUioJogr,''  by  Mr.  (now  Lord  CBiief  Justloe)  DeniuMV--^ 
"  With  myrtle  mj  aword  wUl  I  wreathe,"  Ac. 


0;O  BTBOli'S  POEMS. 

The  lampA  shone  o*er  fair  women  and  brare  men ; 
A  thousand  hearts  beat  happily ;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell. 
Soft  eyes  look'd  love  to  eyes  which  spake  again, 
And  all  went  merrv  as  a  marriage-bell  ;* 
But  hush !  hark !  a  deep  sound  strikes  like  a  rising  kn?]]' 

zxn. 
Did  ve  not  hear  it  ^K"o ;  'twas  but  the  wind. 
Or  tne  car  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street ; 
On  with  the  dance  1  let  joy  be  unconfined ; 
No  sleep  till  mom,  when  Youth  and  Pleasure  meet 
To  chase  the  glowing  Hours  with  flvinp^  feet— 
But,  hark ! — ^that  heavy  sound  breaks  m  once  more, 
As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  would  repeat ; 
And  nearer,  clearer,  deadlier  than  before ! 
Arm  1  arm  !  it  is — it  is— the  cannon's  opening  roar  1 

ZXIII. 

Within  a  window'd  niche  of  that  high  hall 
Sate  Brunswick's  fated  chieftain  ;  he  did  hear 
That  sound  the  first  amidst  the  festival. 
And  caught  its  tone  with  Death's  prophetic  ear; 
And  when  they  smiled  because  he  deem'd  it  neai^ 
His  heart  more  truly  knew  that  peal  too  well 
Which  stretch'd  his  father  on  a  oloody  bier, 
And  roused  the  vengeance  blood  alone  could  qneH : 
He  rush'd  into  the  fidd,  and,  foremost  fightings  SbU^ 


Ah  !  then  and  there  was  hiuT3nbg  to  and  ieo, 
And  gathering  tears,  and  tremblings  of  distzvsi^ 
And  cheeks  all  pale,  which  but  an  hour  ago 
Blush'd  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness; 
And  there  were  sudden  partings,  such  as  press 
The  life  from  out  young  hearts,  and  chokmff  sighs 
Which  ne'er  might  be  repeated :  who  woula  gnesi 
If  ever  more  should  meet  those  mutual  eyes, 
Since  upon  night  so  sweet  such  awful  mom  could  riMf 

XXV. 

And  there  was  mounting  in  hot  haste :  the  steed. 
The  mustering  squadron,  and  the  clattering  cari 
Went  pouring  forward  with  impetuous  speed, 
And  swiftly  forming  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 
And  the  deep  thunder  peal  on  p«al  afiur ; 
And  near,  the  beat  of  the  alarming  drcDOi 
Koused  up  the  soldier  ere  the  morning  star ; 
While  throng'd  the  citizens  with  terror  dumb. 
Or  whispering  with  white  lipa— "  The  foe  I    They  come !  W 
come  I" 
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XXVI. 

And  wild  and  high  the  **  Cameron's  gathermg"  rose, 
The  war-note  of  Lochiel,  which  Alb^ii's  hills 
Have  heard,  and  heard,  too,  have  her  Saxon  foes  : 
How  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  thrills 
Savage  and  shrill !    But  with  the  breath  which  fills 
Their  mountain  pipe,  so  fill  the  mountaineers 
With  the  fierce  native  daring  which  instils 
The  stirring  memory  of  a  thousand  years, 
And  Eyan's,  I^onald's  fame  rings  in  each  clansman's  ears  !  * 

zxvn. 
And  Ardennes  waves  above  them  her  green  leaves,  t 
Dewy  with  nature's  tear-drops,  as  they  pass, 
Oriering,  if  aught  Inanimate  e'er  grieves. 
Over  the  unretuming  brave, — alas  1 
Ere  evening  to  be  tx^den  like  the  grass 
Which  now  braieath  them,  but  above  shall  grow 
In  its  next  verdure,  when  this  fiery  mass 
Of  living  valour,  rolling  on  the  foe. 
And  bunung  with  high  hope,  shall  moulder  cold  and  low. 

xxvni. 
Last  noon  beheld  them  full  of  lusty  life. 
Last  eve  in  Beauty's  circle  i)roudly  gay. 
The  midnight  brought  the  signal  sound  of  strife. 
The  mom  the  marshalling  in  arms, — ^the  day 
Battle's  magnificently-stern  array ! 
The  thunder-clouds  close  o'er  it,  which  when  rent 
The  earth  is  covered  thick  with  other  clay. 
Which  her  own  clay  shall  cover,  heap'd  and  pent, 
Bider  and  horse, — ^fiiiend,  foe, — in  one  rod  buriiil  blent ! 

xxix. 
Their  praise  is  hymn'd  by  lofder  harps  than  mine  ; 
Yet  one  I  would  select  from  that  proud  throng. 
Partly  because  they  blend  me  witn  his  line. 
And  partly  that  I  did  his  sire  some  wrong, 
And  partly  that  bright  names  will  hallow  song ! 
And  his  was  of  the  oravest,  and  when  shower  d 
The  death-bolts  deadliest  the  thinn'd  files  along, 
£vS&  where  the  thickest  of  war's  tempest  lower'd, 
They  reach'd  no  nobler  breast  than  thine,  young,  gulluiil 
Howard  1 

XXX. 
There  have  been  tears  and  breaking  hearts  for  thee, 
And  mine  were  nothing,  had  I  such  to  give ; 

Bl*  Svaa  Oamaron,  and  hlB  deaoendaiit  Donald,  the  "  gentle  Lochiel''  of  the  "forty* 

■^  wood  of  Soigniee  U  rappoeed  to  be  a  remnant  of  the  forest  of  ArdennM.  fAmous 
■oiaido'a  "  Oiiando,"  and  immortal  in  Shakespeare's  "  As  you  like  Itu"    It  Sa  vO.%^ 
Natad  in  Taoitni,  aa  being  the  spot  ot  saoce^sftil  defence  by  the  QeruucDa  tuB».VQsX.  v\\« 
*••»  eneroaehmanttL    I  have  veutxu9d  to  adopt  the  name  oounected  ^NiOi  Tu>\A«t  «»»»>• 
^^tmfbaatboMtfmtnaUugtitex^ 

2  0 
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fiiit  when  I  stood  beneath  the  fresh  groen  tree, 
Which  living  waves  where  thou  didst  oeaae  to  liff% 
And  saw  around  me  the  wide  ^Id  revive 
WiUi  fruits  and  fertile  promise,  and  the  Spiqg 
Come  forth  her  work  of  eladness  to  ocmtnve. 
With  all  her  reckless  biros  upon  the  wizig, 
I  tum'd  from  all  she  brought  to  those  she  oould  not  Witg.* 

I  tum'd  to  thee,  to  thousands,  of  whom-eacb 
And  one  as  all  a  ghastly  gap  did  make 
In  his  own  kind  and  lan^red,  whom  to  teach 
Forgetfulness  w«re  mercy  lor  their  sf^Be^ 
The  Archangel's  ^run^  Bot:gk>i7-a,  muat«wsk» 
Those  whom  they  thfrst  liar ;  Ounigh  the  BouMiflf  FaoM 
May  for  a  moment  soothe,  it  cautei  rinks 
The  fever  of  vain  longiog,  -and  the  oanie 
So  honoured,  but  assumes  a  atiKmget,  httAeMHr  cyn. 


They  mourn,  but  smUe  at  leng^th ;  and,  smiliiig^  i 
The  tree  will  wither  long  before  it  fall ; 
The  hull  drives  on,  though  mast  and  sail  be  torn ; 
The  roof-tree  sinks,  but  moulders  oa^he  haH 
In  massy  hoariness ;  the  min'd  fndl 
Stands  when  its  wind-worn  baittlettentB  are  goos; 
The  bars  survive  the  oaptive  ihey  enthral ; 
The  day  di-ags  through  though  storms  keep  out  the  flun ; 
And  thus  the  heart  will  break,  yet  brokenly  an  on : 

Even  as  a  broken  mirror,  which  the  gkiss 
In  every  fra^ent  multiplies ;  and  makes 
A  thousand  images  of  one  that  was. 
The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  more  it  breaki: 
And  thus  the  heart  will  do  which  not  forsakse^ 
Living  in  shatter'd  guise,  and  BtiQ,  &nd  odd, 
And  bloodless,  with  its  sleepless  sorow  aohs^ 
Yet  withers  on  till  all  without  is  old, 
Showing  no  visible  sign^  for  sueh  things  are  uatold* 


•  My  galde  Ititm  Uont  SL  Jwn  unf  th«  field  MqtQBd  LblaUiscnt  "^^  '^^Sii 


t|htU  tthots  Fiatob  snd  athsr  pkiUnt  tavn  hfld  p«rbh«l.  hhe  gEitilfl  **^_J^^ 
Uvurnhl  lay  i  1  wu  uaiir  Jalin  wbun  wamulod."    I   told  hJiu    mf  5^^**^^*^ 
■Wtutttl  th«li  ittil  ibcie  sn  iJoaa  td  paf nt  out  UiB  p*rf  ~ 
plA<4  li  Olid  vt  III*  Eucflt  iDArk^il  in  tbe  Deld^  rrani  t 

xuf  UUutwd.     1  Wuit  an  banebiuk  twi^  q^kx  tim  iith  ,  _ 

uf  llJUlUf  mniri^     Ai  a.  philn.y  Wuterloo  lecnu  mu'lcKl  eut  IV/lf'tba  i — ^^  . 

MitL^ili,  lliOU^h  tlild  miy  be  merD  bimteluAtian  :  I  lifkT«  rl«wed  Irilk  at^artWJV^ 

fit  J«An  Mid  Ufliiaow^WiTLVi  k™*!*^  TiKia^^JAUfl  but  %  b«tttT  miae,  ^^^'^^^J^m 


,"    I   told  h]iu   1317  naMwg^'yji^i 

noni  the  pcculEiirttjr  iJ  lb*  ^wW^^ 

9  tieli^j  oompariUff  It  Tilh  "^^Jl 
mu'lcKl  out  H/lf  tb»  ■!•*  **^ 
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XXXIV. 

Tbare  Is  a  venr  life  ip  our  despair. 
Vitality  of  poison, — a  quick  root 
Which  feeds  these  deadlv  branches ;  for  it  were 
As  nothing  did  we  die ;  but  life  will  suit 
Itself  to  Sorrow's  most  detested  frc^t. 
Like  to  the  apples  on  the  Dead  Sea's  idMre,* 
All  ashes  to  the  taste :  Did  map  eompvte 
Existence  by  enjoTmeiit,  and  count  -e'er 
kioh  hoon^gamst  years  of  HS^-^m^,  woold  he  name  tfaraesoore  f . 

XZXV. 

The  Psalmkit  numbered  out  the  yeani  of  «un : 
They  are  eneugh :  and  if  thy  tale  be  4ru«, 
Thou,  who  didbt  grudge  him  even  that  fleeting  span. 
More  than  enough,  thou  fiital  Waterloo  ! 
Millions  of  tongues  record  thee,  and  anew 
Their  children'a  Upa  shall  echo  them,  and  say-^ 
"  Here^  where  the  swerd  united  Batiom  drew. 
Our  oeimtiyniai  were  warriag  cb  ^Mit  day  1 " 
&nd  this  is  much,  and  all  whioh  vfll  »ot  pass  away. 

ZXXVX. 
There  sunk  the  greatest,  nor  the  worst  of  ipen, 
Whose  spirit  antithetically^  miz'd 
One  moment  of  the  mightiest,  and  again 
On  little  objects  with  l£e  firmness  fix'd, 
Extreme  in  all  thinfifs !  hadst  thou  been  betwixt, 
Thy  throne  had  still  been  thine,  or  never  been  ; 
For  daring  made  thy  rise  as  fall :  thou  seek'st 
Even  now  to  re-assume  the  imperial  mien, 
Ind  shake  again  the  world,  the  Thunderer  of  the  sceno ! 

xxrvn. 
Conqueror  and  captive  of  the  earth  art  thou  f 
She  trembles  at  thee  still,  and  thy  wild  name 
Was  ne'er  more  bruited  in  men's  minds  than  now 
That  thou  art  nothing,  save  the  jest  of  Fame, 
Who  woo'd  thee  once,  thy  vassal,  and  became 
The  flatterer  of  thy  fierceness,  till  thou  weit 
A  god  unto  thyself :  nor  less  the  same 
To  the  astounded  kingdoms  aU  inert. 
Who  deem'd  thee  for  a  time  whate'er  Uiou  didst  assort 

XXXVIII. 
Oh  1  more  or  less  Ihan  man— in  high  or  low. 
Battling  with  nations,  fljriag  from  the  field ; 
Now  miaking  monarchs'  necks  thy  footstool,  now 
More  than  tliy  meanest  soldier  taught  to  yield  : 
An  empire  thou  couldst  crush,  command,  rebuild. 
But  goivem  not  thy  pettiest  passion,  nor 
However  deeply  in  men's  spnrits  skill'd, 

•  fkbted)  flCplM  on  the  hrink  of  the  lake  Asph^ta  ««•  wi4%»%fttaltt  "W^ 
|tfitn,«*faw.    nMrlheftai^  Hi0tor.  Hh.  T.  7. 
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Look  through  thine  own,  nor  ourb  the  lust  of  war, 
Kor  leam  that  tempted  Fate  will  leave  the  loftiest  stan 

XXXIX. 

Tet  well  thy  soul  hath  brook'd  the  turning  tide 
With  that  untaught  innate  philosophy. 
Which,  be  it  wi^om,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 
Isgall  and  wormwood  to  an  enemy. 
When  the  whole  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by, 
To  watch  and  mock  thee  shrinking,  thou  hast  smiled 
With  a  sedate  and  all-enduring  eye ; — 
When  Fortune  fled  her  spoil'd  and  £ftyourite  child, 
He  stood  unbow'd  beneath  the  ills  upon  him  piled. 

XL. 
Sager  than  in  thy  fortunes ;  for  in  them 
Ambition  steel'd  thee  on  too  far  to  show 
That  just  habitual  scorn,  wliich  could  contemn 
Men  and  their  thous^hts ;  'twas  wise  to  feel,  not  so 
To  wear  it  ever  on  thy  lip  and  brow, 
And  spurn  the  instruments  thou  wert  to  use 
Till  they  were  tum'd  unto  thine  overthrow ; 
Tis  but  a  worthless  world  to  win  or  lose ; 
So  hath  it  proved  to  thee,  and  all  such  lot  who  choose. 

XLI. 

If,  like  a  tower  upon  a  headlong  rock. 
Thou  hadst  been  made  to  stand  or  Ml  alone, 
Such  scorn  of  man  had  help'd  to  brave  the  shock ; 
But  men's  thoughts  were  the  steps  which  pared  thy  tnr 
Their  admiration  thy  best  weapon  shone ; 
The  part  of  Philip's  son  was  thine,  not  then 
(Unless  aside  thy  purple  had  been  thrown) 
Like  stem  Diogenes  to  mock  at  men ; 
For  sceptred  cynics  earth  were  far  too  wide  a  den.* 

TT.TT. 

But  quiet  to  quick  bosoms  is  a  hell, 
And  there  hath  been  thy  bane ;  there  is  a  fire 
And  motion  of  the  soul  which  will  not  dwell 
In  its  own  narrow  being,  but  aspire 
Beyond  the  fitting  medium  of  desire ; 
And,  but  once  kindled,  quenchless  evermore, 
Preys  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  core. 
Fatal  to  him  who  bears,  to  all  who  ever  bore. 

•  The  great  error  of  Napoleon,  *  If  we  have  writ  our  amutb  true,*  ••  •  "i 
ebtnulon  on  mankind  of  his  want  of  all  commimi^  of  feelinff  tat  or  with  tMBjr 
more  offenaiye  to  human  Tanii/  than  the  active  cruellr  ofmon  tniDliUi««^T£ 
tvnumy.  Such  were  his  speeches  to  publio  assemblies  as  weU  as  tadlraMlK  • 
BlngleexpreMlon  which  he  U  said  to  have  used  on  retnxninfftoFuli>fl«**'2 
winter  lu^d«stcoy«d.^^«sm9,T>a^>\sca«V^luuida  over  aflre."  This  is  pl<M*g 
Moscow,"  would  pTo\wA>Vy  sliciUK^A  nuRft  lKVQ«xtKw&,\!ak  «KMA  tlitui  tiM  MitrWS* 


OBSLDm  BAEOUfB  nLGXDCA6& 

xun. 

Thia  malDes  the  vatAmen  vlio  hare  made  mea.  wm 
By  thor  eontagioii !    Gaoqoeron  acd  KineSy 
Fotmdera  of  sects  and  sjatems,  to  vlioai  add 
Sophists,  Bards,  StatesnMo,  all  tmqoet  tfas^ 
Which  stir  too  strungly  tiie  sooTs  aeerec  wpnaa. 
And  are  themsdres  tiie  fisois  to  those  tbej  im; 
Envied,  yet  hour  i 


Are  theirs  1    (hie  breast  laai  oosk  vve  *  adkool 


oewKi 


Which  would  onteadi  niaukiad  the  loai  to  ifcaae  or  ndiu 

XUT. 

Their  breath  Is  agitatioB,  and  d&or  fife 
A  storm  whereon  they  ridtt,  to  smk  at  hHSy 
And  yet  so  nimed  and  faeeoted  to  akviSe, 
That  should  their  dayi^  aorniiaie  pctfls  fael^ 
^Telt  to  cafan  twiEfi^  they  UA  amm^L 
With  sorrow  and  aapMnsas,  a^J  aenSm^ 

With  its  own  ffidosriB^  or  n  awDid  laid  or. 

Which  eats  into  itael^  and  roBU  io^osaow; . 

XLT. 

He  who  ascends  to  imaiiitaiB-tof^  ^oTI  &ri 
The  loftiest  peaks  moat  wrapt  an  ^fcwds  mA  turn; 
He  who  smpaaaea  or  wbdnra  rm,*^'w'^tt^^ 
Must  look  down  on  the  hale  of  tl^ioae  bflov« 
Though  his^  eianrtheaEB  of  g^oty  j^jw. 
And  &r  heneaik  the  earth  and.  oceaa  tyn»A, 
Jtound  him  are  icy  lodcs,  aad  loodhr  tinm 
Contending  t<pniwsla  on  his  naked  head. 
And  thus  reward  the  toOs  which  to  tboae  awncu  M» 

XLTL 
Away  with  these!  tnie  Wmdom's  wrv^  w!r  W 
Within  its  own  creation^  or  m.  ikssMt, 
Maternal  Nature!  fcr  who  teeess  ifke  thee. 
Thus  on  the  banks  of  thy  ms|«tie  Ehac«! 
There  Harold  gases  on  n  w«rK  *LtU», 
A  blending  of  all  hf  Ki^ ;  mrvuxM  and  dcOi^ 
Fruity  fohage^  crar,  wood,  eorefiud,  tuifntHKit,  tfMy 
And  chiefleas  pitws  bteathss^  Kern  fiwwtfis 
From  gray  but  leafy  wnSs^  wfae»  Bisa  fprvtBij  dwcOiu 

xlth. 
And  there  they  stand,  ee  ikxA^  %  r^.j  leraA^ 
Worn,  bat  miatooping  to  tLe  mcmt  *xv»d. 
All  tenantleasy  save  to  the  ama^^f^  ytsA, 
Or  holding  dark  coniwimkin  witik  vu^  ^n/L 
There  was  a  dar  when  ther  wvn;  y<m^  adul  prood, 
BanneM  on  highy  and  hattioi  Uhei^d  Ma^/v  ; 
Bat  tfaer  wfto  ibq^  mn'mu  Uf^Aj  ik,tfrA^ 
And  tbtme  wMA  wstied  en  sfcrwutM  ^nt^  fft  n#^, 
ilzMf  the  hfaak  faattlaoMDle  ebnO  bnr  s«r>  U/i9*^\hiim. 
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XLVni. 
Beneath  these  batUements,  within  those  walls. 
Power  dwelt  amidst  her  passions  ;  in  proud  state 
Each  robber  chief  upheld  his  arm^  halls, 
Doing  his  evil  will,  nor  less  elate 
Than  mightier  heroes  of  a  longer  date. 
What  want  these  outlaws  conquerors  should  have?** 
But  History's  pivchased  page  to  call  them  great? 
A  wider  space,  an  ornamented  grave  ? 
Their  hopes  were  not  less  warm,  their  souls  were  full  as  bnT 

XLDL 
In  their  baronial  leads  and  smgle  fields. 
What  deeds  of  prowess  uareoorded  died ! 
And  Love,  whioh  lent  a  blazon  to  their  sbieMa^ 
With  emblems  well  devised  by  amorous  jnide, 
Through  all  the  mail  of  iron  hearts  would  glkis; 
But  still  their  flame  was  fierceness  and  drew  ei 
Keen  contest  and  destruction  near  allied, 
And  many  a  tower  for  some  fiur  mischief  woo. 
Saw  the  discolour'd  Bhine  beneath  its  ruin  run. 

L. 

But  Thou,  exulthig  and  abounding  liver ! 
Making  thy  waves  a  blessing  as  they  flow 
Through  banks  whose  beauty  woula  endure  for  eter 
Could  man  bul  leave  thy  bright  creation  so, 
Nor  its  fair  promise  from  the  surface  mow 
With  the  sharp  scythe  of  conflict, — ^then  to  see 
Thy  valley  of  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 
Earth  paved  like  Heaven  ;  and  to  seem  such  *<*  ™®  ,  ,^ 
Even  now  what  wants  thy  stream  I — ^that  it  should  Lethe  » 

LI. 

A  thousand  battles  have  assail'd  thy  banksi 
But  these  and  half  their  fame  hc^ve  passed  away« 
And  Slaughter  heap'd  on  high  his  weltenng  ntfikB: 
Their  very  graves  are  gone,  and  what  are  they  I 
Thy  tide  wMh'd  down  the  blood  of  yesterday. 
And  all  was  stainless,  and  on  thy  clesx  stream 
Glass'd  with  its  dancing  light  the  sunny  ray ; 
But  o'er  the  blacken 'd  memory's  blighting  dream 
Thy  waves  would  vainly  roil,  fdl  sweepmg  as  they  eeein. 


Thus  Harold  inly  said,  and  pass'd  aloag^ 

Yet  not  insensibly  to  all  which  here 

Awoke  the  jocund  birds  to  earlr  song 

In  glens  w\i\c\i m\^\i\. \va.ve  madfe  even  enile  dear: 

Though  on  \aa\>T07i  ^«t^  ^tvv^^'^^sMA  vsutorei 


::3!si,'!s^,'5SJ^iir^>^4^-sr.^«^s2^-= 


on  meeUoK  Jolmxiv  xxtobUous 


CHILDE  BABOLD'S  PILGRIMAGE.  5G7 

And  tranquil  sternness  wliich  had  ta'cn  tho  place 
Of  feeling  fierier  far  but  less  severe, 
Joy  was  not  always  absent  from  his  face. 
But  o'er  it  in  such  scenes  would  steal  with  transient  trace. 

LKT. 
Nor  was  all  love  shut  fi*om  him>  though  Ids  days 
Of  passion  had  consumed  themselves  to  dust. 
It  is  m  vain  that  we  would  coldly  gaze 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us  ;  the  heart  must 
Leap  kindly  back  to  kindness,  though  disgfust 
Hatn  wean  d  it  from  all  worldlings :  thus  ne  felt, 
For  there  was  soft  remembrance,  and  sweet  trust 
In  one  fond  breast,  to  which  his  own  would  molt, 
And  in  its  tenderer  hour  on  that  his  bosom  dwelt. 

LIV, 

And  he  had  leanx'd  to  love, — I  know  not  why, 
For  this  in  such  as  him  seems  strange  of  mood, — 
The  helpless  looks  of  blooming  infancy. 
Even  in  in  its  earliest  nurture  ;  what  subdued. 
To  change  like  this,  a  mind  so  far  imbued 
With  scorn  of  man,  it  little  boots  to  know  ; 
But  thus  it  was  ;  and  though  in  solitude 
Small  power  the  nipp'd  affections  have  to  grow. 
In  him  this  gloVd  wnen  aH  beside  had  ceased  to  glow. 

IV. 

And  there  was  one  soft  breast,  as  hath  been  said, 
Which  unto  his  was  bound  by  stronger  ties 
Than  the  church  links  withal ;  and,  though  unwed, 
That  love  was  pure,  and  far  above  diBguise> 
Had  stood  the  test  of  mortal  enmities 
Still  undivided,  and  cemented  more 
By  peril,  dreaded  most  in  female  eyes  ; 
But  this  was  firm,  and  from  a  foreign  shore 
Well  to  that  heart  might  his  these  absent  greetings  pour  ! 

The  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels* 
Frowns  o'er  the  wide  and  winding  Rhine^ 
Whose  breast  of  waters  broadly  swells 
Between  the  banks  which  bear  the  vine. 
And  hills  all  rich  with  blossomed  trees. 
And  fields  wWch  promise  com  and  wine. 
And  Bcatter*d  cities  crowning  these, 
Whose  fax  white  walls  along  them  shine. 
Have  atrew'd  a  scene,  which  I  should  see 
Vf\\kk  double  joy  wert  Viqv,  with  me. 

ThfowUeof  Dxadi«iift&i«faaidion  the  hlghect  nunmit  of  "th*  Seven  Kovntaiiu," 
rthe  BhtM tanks;  it  it  ta ndnt, aad emuB«et«t  with  toiiiA  «tak«<alNt  U«r9ML<SQ.%\  \\.N 
iatinTiewontbejvMdit        -  —• 

KamuirA 


»¥rifm9tum. 
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And  peasant  girls,  with  deep-blue  eyes, 
And  hands  which  offer  early  flowers, 
Walk  smiling  o'er  this  paradise  ; 
Above,  the  frequent  feudal  towers 
Through  green  leaves  lift  their  walls  of  gra/, 
And  many  a  rock  which  steeply  lowers. 
And  noble  arch  in  proud  decay. 
Look  o'er  this  vale  of  vintage-bowers ; 
But  ono  thing  want  these  banks  of  Rhine,— 
Thy  gentle  hand  to  clasp  in  mine  t 

I  send  the  lilies  given  to  me  ; 
Though  )ong  before  thy  hand  they  touch, 
I  know  that  they  must  withered  be. 
But  yet  reject  them  not  as  such ; 
For  I  have  cherishd  them  as  dear. 
Because  they  yet  may  meet  thine  eye, 
And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  here. 
When  thou  behold'st  them  drooping  nigh. 
And  know'st  them  gathered  by  the  Rhine, 
And  offered  from  my  heart  to  thine  ! 

The  river  nobly  foams  and  flows. 

The  charm  of  this  enchanted  ground. 

And  all  its  thousand  turns  disclose 

Some  fresher  beauty  varying  round : 

The  haughtiest  breast  its  wish  might  boond 

Through  life  to  dwell  delighted  here ; 

Nor  could  on  earth  a  spot  be  found 

To  nature  and  to  me  so  dear. 

Could  thy  dear  eyes  in  following  mine 

Still  sweeten  more  these  banks  of  Rhine ! 


LVI. 

By  Coblentz,  on  a  rise  of  gentle  ground. 
There  is  a  small  and  simple  pyramid. 
Crowning  the  summit  of  the  verdant  mound ; 
Beneath  its  base  are  heroes^  ashes  hid. 
Our  enemy's — ^but  let  not  that  forbid 
Honour  to  Marceau  1  o'er  whose  early  tomb 
Tears,  big  tears,  gush'd  from  the  rough  soIdioi^B  lid» 
Lamenting  and  yet  envying  such  a  doom. 
Falling  for  i  ranee,  whose  ri^ts  he  battled  to  i 


Brief,  brave,  find  glorious  was  his  young  career — 
His  mourners  were  two  hosts,  his  friends  and  foei^ 
And  fitly  may  the  stranger  lingering'  here 
Pray  for  his  gallant  spirit's  bright  repose ; 
For  he  -waa  YTeediOTDL  ^  ^baxodv^xk.)  ^sca  of  Uiose^ 
The  few  in  iraiiiViec ,  vi\M>>a»A.xia\.  ^  «c^^jes^ 
The  charter  to  c\»aXAa»^\stf2cL^^\s«aXKm^ 
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On  such  as  wield  her  weapons ;  he  had  kept 
The  whiteness  of  his  soul,  and  thus  men  o'er  him  wept.* 

Lvm. 

Here  Ehrenbreitstein,  with  her  shattered  wallf 
Black  with  the  miner's  blas^  upon  her  height 
Yet  shows  of  what  she  was,  when  shell  and  ball 
Kebounding  idly  on  her  strength  did  light : 
A  tower  of  victory,  from  whence  the  flight 
Of  baffled  foes  was  watch'd  along  the  plain  : 
But  Peace  destrojr'd  what  War  could  never  blight. 
And  laid  those  proud  roofs  bare  to  Summer's  rain — 
On  which  the  iron  shower  for  years  had  pour'd  in  vaui. 

Lix. 

Adieu  to  thee,  fair  Bhine !    How  long  delighted 
The  stranger  fain  would  linger  on  his  way ! 
Tliine  is  a  scene  alike  were  souls  united 
Or  lonely  Contemplation  thus  might  stray ; 
And  comd  the  ceaseless  vultures  ceape  to  prey 
On  self-condemning  bosoms,  it  were  here. 
Where  Nature,  nor  too  sombre  nor  too  gay. 
Wild  but  not  rude,  awful  yet  not  austere. 
Is  to  the  mellow  Earth  as  Autumn  to  the  year. 

LX. 

Adieu  to  thee  again  !  a  vain  adieu ! 
There  can  be  no  farewell  to  scene  like  thine, 
The  mind  is  colour'd  by  thy  every  hue ; 
And  if  reluctantly  the  eyes  resign 
Their  cherish'd  gaze  upon  thee,  lovely  Bhine  ! 
'Tis  with  the  thankful  glance  of  parting  praise  ; 
More  mighty  spots  may  rise — more  glaring  shine, 
But  none  unite  in  one  attaching  maze 
The  brilliant,  lair,  and  soft, — the  glories  of  old  days. 

1i«BtO(atiii]«nt  of  tbg  Toqni  KaA  Inmontcd  Gcuer&l  li&resfcti  {kUlE^d  b^  ».  H4e-biil1  «t 
kitdPidi,  oU  tttt  Itmt  My  «r  the  fnuith  ytta  of  the  Vren^rh  ropubll^:}  kIU\  »iuKEib  Bi 
Lb»d.  liic  iUAiPlHptlani  an  bU  manuinCiit  am  ntber  t«D  ]aas,  and  not.  requJTK] ;  Ma 
'  liru  nbtfiJ^bt  I  kr^aot  ftddltd.,  Uhl  Lef  dn^iiiiw  admired  ;  tothwept  oir^r  hEu).  I[k 
"kl  unm  «it4:lid<fd  hf  tlltt  J{en«nlfl  Atid  iJGtii£:hlDi]Dta  fralii  both  Hrmlflfl.     In  Urn  $VRttt 

OtiBemi  lloclie  it  Intenvl^  h  gHlliint  nuhn  jiJbo  la  cTEirr  stmH  or  tha  word  ■  bni 
lli  bd  dUrtiugttbbed  hUoifilf  gt^Eitly  lu  b&tt^fl^  Jt«  htd  not^m  good  fortunH  to  Hit 

:  hii  dAtth  vju  otteoted  by  M.-\:»piAio\a.  of  imjIboh.  A  Hnpiinte  monumFnt  (oQt  otat 
'^fr^^i^li  ^  burlsd  bf  llu«Hdl'4)  is  mied  for  him  nnr  Andcnutch,  oppcdlt«  to 
li  otic  al  bis  mcHt  muUQKkbUp  AEttloltB  ^at-  pvifDrmcd,  In  UirDirinE^  a  brjdfia  t^  ui 
^gU  ibe  UhLnti.  Ths  llupi  and  ttyh  art  AiStivnt  frata  thnt  of  MiiTt;?itn'e,  andi  Ulb 
Lpttan  man  >lBtl>1e  Jmd  plfltdl^  :^"  Tho  Army  oT  tb«  aajnbre  iriul  Mbok  to  lu 
bMttd«r^ln-<JbEef,  Uocbe,"  Ttda  in  a1],  uid  as  it  thoUid  b?.  Hoobe  Wu  «t«me]d 
yg  tbt  flrtt  ol  Frum't  suller  {(dbctKlH,  bc^forc  UUdur parte  iDozio|uii£Hl  ber  trLumphL 
'm  the  datiUjcd  twmcutnder  o^nho  iiiTadiug  uinj  of  Ireland. 

Bbnabrnttftiib,  i.  e.  "  ll94  brond  atvn^:  of  honour,"  one  l>^  the  itnmg«t  fbrtrcnai  in 
14,  ni  diitxiMlitJfra  And  bloWu  up  by  tha  rn<ilcb  at  the  truce  of  Lpobeii.  It  hiul  becn^ 
■•■ad  m^  bc»  J^UCf^  hy  fnbitJiD  or  trcachciy.  It  rioldcd  to  4be  former^  aided  til 
^  AflV  hnVititf  »ttn  tha  furtidL-attooB  of  Glbmltar  bjuI  Mi1^,  Vt  d^d  luA  ixcm^ 
Air«fbfttl:te]ll  :  bqt  Ihc  ■ItE^tlvu  !m  Comiuiindi]ti,  OfneTA^  Muc«A,tL  "^^aVeinOL  \3t.  XtA 
^  KtDC  tlmr,  Kjrd  /  tispt  in  »  rvotn  tAbtq  I  wu  iliown  ^  vkidc^ir  ^  Y>L\etL  \i«  \» 
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LSI. 


The  nef^ligcntly  grand,  the  fruitful  bloom 
Of  coming  ripeness,  the  \rhite  city's  sheen, 
The  rollioff  stream  ibe  precipice's  gloo4a. 
The  foreat^s  growth,  4»a,  Q^iluc  vn^  betweeBj^ 
The  wild  rocks  shaped  aft  th«y  had  twrete  beea 
In  mockery  of  man  8  art  ;  ^nd  these  withal 
A  race  of  faces  happy  aa  ibe  seeao^ 
Whoso  fertile  bouAties  here  esEteofd  t»  9i\ 
Still  springing  o'ei*  thy  banka,  though  Empires  asGur  tlieo  fil 

Lxn. 

But  these  recede.     Above  me  are  the  Alps, 
The  palaces  of  Nature,  whose  vast  walls 
Have  pinnacled  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalps, 
And  throned  Eternity  in  ley  halls 
Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forms  and  fiJls 
The  avalanche — ^the  thunderbolt  of  snow  ! 
All  that  expands  the  spirit,  yet  appals. 
Gather  around  these  summiUi,  as  to  show 
How  Earth  may  pierce  to  Heaven^  yet  leave  vaia  nwn  l»^of 

Lxni. 

But  ere  these  matchless  heights  I  dare  to  scan. 
There  is  a  spot  should  not  1^  pass'd  in  vain, — 
Morat !  the  proud,  the  patriot  field  !  where  man 
May  gaze  on  ghastly  trophies  of  the  slain. 
Nor  blush  for  those  who  conquered  on  that  plain ; 
Here  Burgundy  bequeath'd  his  tombless  host, 
A  bony  heap,  through  ages  to  remain, 
Themselves  their  monument ;  the  StygiiVQ  coast 
Unsepulchred  they  roam'd^  and  shriek'd  each  wanJcnni 
ghost.* 

LXIV. 

"While  Waterloo  with  Cannae's  carnage  vies, 
Herat  and  HaraihoH  twin  aaraes  ahaU  stand ; 
They  were  true  Glory's  stainless  victories. 
Won  by  the  unambitious  heart  and  hand 
Of  a  proud,  brotherly,  and  civic  band, 
i^ll  unboughC  champicms  in  no  princely  ewNe 
Of  vice-entail'd  Corruption  ;  they  no  kwA 
poom'd  to  bewail  the  blasphemy  of  laws 
Making  kings'  rights  divme,  hj  some  Draooniii  sk^n. 

*  TlM  4«p«l  iftdestBGQre^,  and  the  pjramid  of  booeiid 

tb«  Biwfiindian  lefion  in  ihe  lerTioe  of  FruMe :  whoanxloni 

attoea^a  len  auooeaaftil  inTaaloiu.    A  fev  bUU  remain,  uoti 

by  t)ML  BazpNidUna  foe  ana  V«^  ^Ixa  paaaed  tliat  way  XMBOTink  «  bUM  to  um 

coun^ry^i.  aii4 ttM» \fin ^\AfiaUa\*x««o\!ta ot ^^%<«\xa vwUIlona.  vho  «nM  M* 

sen  tern  1u»Ua-lMaAii%a;  a  ptxroota  tox^VAtSh.  \:t»k  -wXt^NKOMa  VBflsSSodV.  ^  ^  lilaBip 
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2j  a  loM  vmE  « 
A  graj  and  eixf-vsrs 
'I^  the  last  iiwiiiir  k  um 
And  IooIb  m  visk  m*  viiift 
Of  one  to  itaije  temvenoL  irr 
y^et  stni  with  eoESQcnsaev  . 
Makiiig  a  marret  ikasL  ii  bk 
When  the  eoSval  prid*  «f ' 
LoveU'd 

IXTt 


And  there— dli!wB«  acDpMMe  « i«  Jmww,  — 
Julia — the  daoehSKv  ^^  miviiib&— pi"* 
Her  youth  to  flerps :  le-  lor^  \*bu»si£l  i  ^aum 
Nearest  to  Heavvc'L  ^r:fe  :flr  t  icier  f  ^rrr-.* 
Jnstioe  is  iwora  ^aans  'lean,  suf  xatv  rmji  tnmt 
The  life  die  fivea  ^ :  be  titf  j>ua^  ra  .*ur. 
And  then  she  died  ce.  job,  uut  tmui  ir.*:  isirTf: 
Their  tomb  vai  m7?rj<*;.  aac  -rxiitirc  i.  t^mi 
And  held  wMni  tbeir  vx  ens  uniic.  tns  leur^.  «■«  ib 


Bat  Umm  are  dMdil, 'vhMt.  Ai 

BuisacTMsaavr 

And  names  Oat  v«»  M<  vd 

k«r  tm^'x^fv 

Forgeto her  uayiiia  wjii a  jw 

■  dtosar 

TheeMhwreiasMdtha  ii  In  i 

l««rMa&w«  = 

And  from  ita  immerEucr  jor^  Jvr:i 

In  the  8im*s  fBot,  'zkt  jwmiui 

Imperiahablj  pore  lnjaai  aS 


Lake  Leman  WDOB  Ma 
The  mirror  vhsra  tke 


f  yMXsafo;  Hit 
Aventia  Banrdoa.  baan 
annoa  zxin.** — ^I  kaov  if  a* ' 
srlntOTMi.  TlMHanfhcBi 
arn  with  a  true  aad  iMKllirr 
laed  maM  of  eeaq^ya  yd  ■ 
and  fBToidi  8yM|ialhf f  ftasi 

mia  la  vrtttCB  fak  flw  ayv  if  1  ^       

eamliM.    tJnly  >wa.>-HMa  air  ■*■!    tl  1m  mmm  1mm -Jm  «mmm  \  0  mti -^ 
L  Blaaeaiid  llo«  AigiBlini  a  •!  adia  ifi  ■■  -Mb*  1  ««a  «aais  A  tty 

;  111 II  illilrnrr  "'"r  i  t  r-r^-frr — rTnT-ii irr  ■*■ 

ma  foUovfiw  twirhtni  alauh  Sna  jms  if  Ii*  i  '         —  " 

tlM  poei  ad£«iHd  !•  kfa  iMv  ?~ 

"UMiiwIainiiafaw  lai 
B!r  Ika  «U  Ml  «taa  a^  a 

_^       irMc^.-^.-ajifiai 
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Tho  stillness  of  tbelr  aspect  in  each  trace 
Its  clear  deptb  yields  oi  their  far  height  and  hae : 
There  is  too  much  of  man  here,  to  Io<^  through 
With  a  fit  miud  the  might  which  I  behold ; 
But  soon  in  me  shall  Loneliness  renew 
Thoughts  hid,  but  not  less  cherish'd  than  of  old, 
Ere  mingling  with  the  herd  had  penn'd  me  in  their  fold. 

LXIX. 
To  fly  from,  need  not  be  to  hate,  mankind : 
All  are  not  fit  with  them  to  star  and  toil. 
Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 
Deep  in  its  fountain,  lest  it  overboil 
In  one  hot  throng,  where  we  become  the  spoil 
Of  our  infection,  till  too  late  and  long 
We  may  deplore  and  struggle  with  the  coil, 
III  wretched  interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong 
*Midst  a  contentious  world,  striving  whore  none  are  strong. 

LXX, 
Thei*e,  in  a  moment,  we  may  plunge  our  years 
In  fatal  penitence,  and  in  the  olight 
Of  our  own  soul,  turn  all  our  blood  to  tears, 
And  colour  things  to  come  vrith  hues  of  Night; 
The  race  oi  life  becomes  a  hopeless  flight 
To  those  that  walk  in  darkness :  on  the  sea, 
The  boldest  steer  but  where  their  ports  invite, 
But  there  are  wanderers  o'er  Etemitv 
Whose  bark  drives  on  and  on,  and  anchored  ne'er  shall  be. 

LXXI. 

Is  it  not  better,  then,  to  be  alone. 
And  love  Earth  only  for  its  earthly  sake? 
By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone,* 
Or  the  pure  bosom  of  its  nursing  lake. 
Which  feeds  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fair  but  froward  infant  her  own  care, 
Kissing  its  cries  away  as  these  awake ! — 
Is  it  not  better  thus  our  lives  to  wear. 
Than  join  the  crushing  crowd,  doom'd  to  inflict  or  bcw I. 

LXXII. 
I  live  not  in  myself,  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  around  me  ;  and  to  me 
High  mountains  are  a  feeling,  but  the  hum 
Of  human  cities  torture  :  I  can  see 
Nothing  to  loathe  in  nature,  save  to  be 
A  link  reluctant  in  a  fleshly  chain, 
Class'd  among  creatures,  when  the  soul  can  flee^ 
And  with  the  sky,  the  peak,  the  heaving  plain 
Of  ocean,  or  the  stars,  mingle,  and  not  in  vain. 

•  Th«  colour  of  ih«  Blvou©  lA  ^^^'l^^^'^^U^^^SSS^^ili^'tS^^iST* 
tqnollcd  io  water,  ^t  «lt«iki.««eTA.Va^i^* '»•*»«««««' »^  v^v-a-i. 
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LXXIII. 
And  thus  I  am  absorbed,  and  this  is  life  : 
I  look  upon  the  peopled  desert  past^ 
As  on  a  place  of  a^ony  and  strife, 
^Vhere,  for  some  sin,  to  Sorrow  I  was  cast^ 
To  act  and  suffer,  but  remount  at  last 
With  a  fresh  pinion ;  which  I  feel  to  spring, 
Though  youne^,  yet  waxing  vigorous,  as  the  blast 
Which  it  womd  cope  with,  on  delighted  wing, 
SpumiDg  the  clay-cold  bonds  which  round  our  being  cling. 

LXXIV. 

And  when,  at  length,  the  mind  shall  be  all  free 
From  what  it  hates  in  this  degraded  form, 
Reft  of  its  carnal  life,  save  what  shall  be 
Existent  happier  in  the  fly  and  worm, — 
When  elements  to  elements  conform. 
And  dust  is  as  it  should  be,  shall  I  not 
Feel  all  I  see,  less  dazzling,  but  more  warm  ? 
The  bodiless  thought?  the  Spirit  of  each  spot  ? 
Of  which,  even  now,  I  share  at  times  the  immortal  lot  ? 

LXXV. 

Are  not  the  mountains,  waves,  and  skies,  a  part 
Of  me  and  of  my  soul,  as  I  of  them  ? 
Is  not  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 
With  a  pure  passion  ?  should  I  not  contemn 
All  objects,  if  compared  with  these  'i  and  stem 
A  tide  of  suffering,  rather  than  forego 
Such  feelings  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phlegm 
Of  those  whose  eyes  are  only  tum'd  below. 
Gazing  upon  the  ground,  with  thoughts  which  dare  not  glow  ? 

LXXVI. 

But  this  is  not  my  theme ;  and  I  retuiTi 
To  that  which  is  immediate,  and  require 
Those  who  find  contemplation  in  the  urn, 
To  look  on  One,  whose  dust  was  once  all  fire, 
A  native  of  the  land  where  I  respire 
The  clear  air  for  awhile — a  passing  guest. 
Where  he  became  a  being, — whose  desire 
Was  to  be  glorious  ;  'twas  a  foolish  quest, 
The  which  to  gain  and  keep,  he  sacrificed  all  rest. 

Lxxvn. 
Here  the  self-torturing  sophist,  wild  Housseau, 
The  apostle  of  affliction,  he  who  threw 
Enchuitment  over  passion,  and  from  woe 
Wrung  overwhelming  eloquence,  first  drew 
The  breath  which  made  him  wretched  ;  yet  he  kneT 
How  to  make  madness  beautiful,  and  cast 
O^er  erring  deeds  and  thoughts  a  heavenly  hue 
Of  words,  like  sunbeams,  SiZzUng  as  they  paas*d 
The  eyeB,  which  o'er  them  shed  tesu^  feelingly  and  ias^ 
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This  hallo  w'd,  too,  the  memorable  ham* 
Which  every  mora  his  fisver^d  Up  wocdd  { 
From  hers,  who  hut  with  ftkiamUf  hb 
But  to  that  gentle  tofooh,  tiwongfa  brafai 
Flash'd  the  thrill*d  spirit^s  loTe-devoarln 
In  that  absorbing  sigh  perdhaaee  more  1 
Than  vulgar  minds  maj  be  with  all  th«j  s 

LXZX. 

His  life  was  one  long  war  with  self-sougl 
Or  friends  by  him  sdf-banish'd ;  for  his 
Had  grown  Suspicion's  sanctaary,  and  c! 
For  its  own  cruel  asorlfice  tiie  kind, 
'Gkiinst  whom  he  raged  with  fbry 'Strangi 
But  ho  was  phrensied, — ^wberefOTe,  who: 
Since  cause  might  be  wfaioh  skill  oonld  n 
But  he  was  phransied  by  disease  or  woe 
To  that  worst  pitch  of  all,  which  wears  a  r 

LXXXI. 
For  then  he  was  inspired,  and  from  him 
As  from  the  Pythian's  mystic  cave  of  vol 
Those  oracles  which  set  tine  world  in  flan 
Nor  ceased  to  bum  till  kingdoms  were  ni 
Did  ho  not  this  for  France?  whioh  lay  b 
Bow'd  to  the  inborn  tyranny  of  yeors^ 
Broken  and  trembling  to  the  yoke  she  be 
Till  by  the  voice  of  hun  and  ms  coxnpeei 
Boused  up  to  too  much  wrath,  whioh  mBof 
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But  good  with  ill  they  also  overthrew, 
LoEtving  but  ruinsi  tmerewfth  to  reixiild 
Upon  me  same  fotindtttion,  itnd  renew 
Dungeons  and  thrones,  winch  the  same  hour  refiH'd, 
As  heretofore,  becausd  ambition  was  self-w^d. 
TiarTXTiT- 

But  this  will  not  endure,  nor  be  endured  1 
Mankhid  have  felt  their  strength,  and  made  it  felt. 
They  might  have  used  it  better,  but,  allured 
By  their  new  vigour,  «temly  have  they  dealt 
On  one  another ;  pity,  ceased  to  melt 
With  her  once  natiaral  charitnes.    But  they, 
Who  in  oppresffion's  dttrknees  eaved  had  dwelt, 
They  were  not  eagles,  nourbh'd  with  the  dav ; 
What  marvel  then,  at  times,  if  they  ndateok  their  prey  1 

IXXXIY. 

What  deep  wounds  ever  dosed  without  a  sear  ? 
The  hearth  bleed  longest,  and  but  heal  to  wear 
That  whieh  dia^fores  it ;  and  they  who  war 
With  their  own  hopes,  lAid  have  been  vanquiah-d  bear 
Silenoe,  but  not  suomiaBion :  ia  tiis  IaIt 
Fix'd  Passion  holds  his  breath,  until  the  hour 
Which  shall  atone  for  yean ;  aone  seed  despair : 
It  came,  it  cometh,  and  will  eome, — the  power 
To  punish  or  fbrgiv»--ia  one  we  shall  be  slowiH*. 

LXXXV. 
Clear,  placid  Leman  !  thy  contrasted  ladce. 
With  tne  wild  world  I  dwelt  in  is  a  thing 
Which  warns  me,  with  its  stillness,  to  forsake 
Earth's  troubled  waters  for  a  purer  spring. 
This  quiet  sail  is  as  a  noiseless  wing 
To  wut  me  from  distraction  ;  once  I  loved 
Tom  ocean's  roar,  but  thy  soft  murmuring 
Sounds  sweet  as  if  a  Sister's  voice  reproved, 
That  I  with  stem  delights  should  e'er  nave  been  so  moved. 

LXZXVI. 
It  is  the  hush  of  night,  and  all  between 
Thy-  margin  and  the  mountains,  dusk,  yet  clear, 
Mellow'd  and  mingling,  yet  distinctly  seen. 
Save  darken'd  Jura,  whose  capt  heights  appear 
Precipitously  steep  ;  and  drawing  near. 
There  breathes  a  living  fragrance  from  the  shore, 
Of  flowers  yet  fresh  with  cl.Udhood ;  on  the  ear 
Drc^  the  light  drip  of  the  suspended  oar. 
Or  ohiips  the  grasshopper  one  good-night  carol  more ; 

Lzxxvn. 
He  is  an  eveniog  reveller,  who  makes 
His  life  an  infency,  and  sings  his  fill  j 
▲t  intervals,  some  bird  from  out  the  brakes 
Starts  into  voice  a  moment,  then  is  still. 
There  seems  a  floating  whisper  on  the  hill ; 


That  in  our  aqplratioiui  to  be  great, 
Out'  destinies  o'erleap  their  mortal  stat 
And  claim  a  kindred  with  yoa ;  for  ye 
A  beauty,  and  a  mvBtery,  and  create 
In  us  siioh  love  and  reverence  firom  a&] 
That  fortune,  &me,  power,  life,  baye  nan 

T.TTTTr. 

All  heaven  and  earth  are  still— -thoueh 
But  breathless,  as  we  erow  when  feeui 
And  silent,  as  we  stand  in  thoughts  to( 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  still : — ^From 
Of  stars,  to  the  luU'd  lake  and  mountoi 
All  is  oonoenter^d  in  a  life  intenae, 
Where  not  a  beam,  nor  air,  nor  leaf  is 
But  hath  a  part  of  beings  and  a  sense 
Of  that  which  is  of  all  Creator  and  defenx 

za 
Then  stirs  the  feeling  infinite,  so  felt 
In  solitude,  where  we  are  Uatt  alone ; 
A  truth,  which  through  our  being  then 
And  purifies  fipom  self :  it  is  a  tone. 
The  soul  and  source  of  music,  which  m 
Eternal  harmony,  and  sheds  a  charm. 
Like  to  the  fJEibled  Qjrtherea's  zone. 
Binding  all  things  with  beauty  ;r— *twoi 
The  spec&e  death,  hod  he  substiEUitial  po 

Zd. 

Not  vainly  did  the  eariy  Pendan  make 


;  Tfcllll..]'^  Ti^TJl.'i.AaL 


Uprear'd  of  i 
CofaiiBDsaad 

NorfixoDfani 

AndrtatBDy  Bid 
TeilofcljlBTBB 
OfadskcwiB 
From  peak  t» 
LenpatfaeSi* 
But  eicsy  nooBBL 
And' 
Bade  to  the  jojw  Jk]^ 

And  this  »  m  da 
ThoavoriBot 


AsbanriBajJ 
ApovtioBoriJlia 
How  the  fit  Ue 
And  the  1% 
Andnovaom 
Ofthelond^ 
Asifthejdid 

Now,  where  the  eeift 
fieig^ta  which  afMBi 
In  hate,  lAoaa  aoiBp  4 
That  ther  can  seat  u 
Thoqg^  m  their  aoHS 
liOTe  waa  the  nrj  not  af  i 
Which  UiriitBd  thdr  BK'b 

Itaelf^ 

Of  yean 


Now,  where  the  qock  £&«■»  ans  laoc^  adt  jni  wi^-^ 
The  mighHiiit  of  the  asanm  ugl  aV 
For  hero,  not  om^  hot  sasT,  sbmek  i 
And  fl™g  thflir  tfaflDdcffacAss  ^ro  j 
Flashins^  and  eaat  amzBd :  cfaX  j' 


itlyint" -^ ■' 
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The  briglitflst  throuffli  these  parted  hills  hath  fink'd 
Ills  lightniiigSj — as  If  he  did  understandf 
That  m  sooh  K&ps  &>  desolation  work'd^ 
There  the  hot  uan  should  blast  whaterer  UmBfai  hnVd 

xovi. 
Sky,  moantams.  river,  winds,  lake,  lightnings !  ye  1 
With  night,  and  clouds,  and  thunder,  and  a  soul 
To  make  these  felt  and  feeling,  well  may  be 
Things  that  have  made  me  watchiol :  the  fax  roll 
Of  your  departing  voices,  is  the  knoll 
Of  what  in  me  is  sleepleBS>— if  I  rest. 
But  where  of  ye,  oh  tempests  1  is  the^gbal  f 
Are  ye  like  those  within  the  hmnan  toeast  f 
Or  do  ye  find,  at  lengthy  like  eagled^  solne  h|gh  liest  f 

X0VII. 

Could  I  embody  and  mibceom  now 
That  which  is  most  within  me, — oonld  I  Wfssk 
My  thoughts  upon  expresdon,  and  that  thtow 
Soul,  heart,  mind,  passions,  foehngs,  sttooff  or  weak, 
All  that  I  would  have  sought,  and  all  I  seek, 
Bear,  know,  feel,  and  yet TircMBithe— into  cm  mtd, 
And  that  one  word  were  lightning,  I  would  wptak ; 
But  as  it  is,  I  live  and  die  imhearGL 
With  a  most  voioeless  thought,  Bhflathing  it  as  a  nrard 

xcrvm. 
The  mom  is  up  again,  the  dewy  mom. 
With  breath  all  incense,  and  with  cheek  aU  bloom, 
Laughing  the  clouds  away  with  playful  scorn, 
Andlivin^  as  if  earth  contain'd  no  tomb, — 
And  glowmg  into  day :  we  may  resume 
The  march  of  our  existence :  and  thus  I, . 
Still  on  thy  shores,  Mr  Leman  1  may  find  room 
And  food  for  meditation,  nor  pass  by 
Much,  that  may  give  us  pause,  if  poncfer'd  fittingly. 

XOIZ. 
Clarens  1  sweet  Clarens !  birthplace  of  deep  Lore  t 
Thine  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passtonate  tboqgbt ; 
Thy  trees  take  root  in  Love ;  the  snows  abotef 
The  very  Glaciers  have  his  colours  caught. 
And  sunset  into  rose-hues  sees  them  wrought 
B  V  rays  which  sleep  there  lovingly :  the  rocks. 
The  permanent  crags,  tell  here  of  Love,  whosoi^ 
In  them  a  reftige  from  the  worldly  shocks,  j^ 

Which  stir  and  sting  the  soul  with  Ivope  that  wooSytbttOM" 

0.  , 

Clarens  t  by  heavenly  feet  thy  pdths  are  trod,— 
Undying  livvc^^  vjVio  \vBt^  wacAuda  a  throne 
To  whicn  M^ie  ^^-^^  «c^  T£L<QivnA«cs&\  ^'>Qs«5ik*i&A^ 
Is  a  perveAVng  m^  «ii^"^^^\^ — «»  «!qsswki 
Not  on  t\ioea  sasmcaXa  soWtj ,  xtfxt  ^q\a 
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lie  still  oave  ind  forest :  o'er  the  flower 
eye  is  spar^Ung,  and  his  breath  hath  blown 
soft  ana  ifSgbmet  breath,  whose  tender  powetr 
I  the  strc/igih  of  stortns  in  their  most  desolate  hOUr. 

tJhhr/i  are  here  of  A^  /  fi^m  the  blatik  plfieDi 
icb  tP/e  his  shade  on  high,  and  the  loud  roar 
OTrentSy  where  he  listeneth,  to  the  vines 
idi  slope  his  sreen  path  downward  to  the  shore^ 
316  the  bow'a  waters  meet  him,  and  adore, 
dng  his  feet  wHh  mtbrmtirs ;  aiid  tiie  wo<Mi, 
covert  of  old  trees,  with  tnmks  all  hoar, 
light  leaf«f,  toutig  as  jcff,  itaftds  Where  K  Hbottdi 
\g  to  him,  and  his,  a  |)OptilotiS  Mlitlidd. 

on* 
mokm  aoHinde  of  bMi  kkd  bifds, 
:  fidiy-fbnfi'd  kbd  ffituiy-oolotir'd  th!iig«^ 
>  worship  him  with  notes  more  sweet  than  words, 
.  innocently  open  their  glad  w'mm 
'less  and  mil  of  life :  the  gush  of  springs, 
.  fiEtU  of  lofty  fotintaans,  and  the  b^a 
birring  brandhes,  and  the  bud  which  rill£ta> 
swiftest  thought  of  beauty,  here  extend, 
ng,  and  made  b^  Loye^  unto  o&e  mighty  end. 

tstJi, 
who  hath  loved  not,  here  would  learn  that  tbre^ 
make  his  heart  a  spirit ;  he  who  knows 
b  tender  mystery,  will  love  the  more  *, 
this  is  Love's  recess,  where  vain  men's  woes, 
the  world's  waste,  have  driven  him  far  irom  those^ 
'tis  his  nature  to  advance  or  die : 
stands  not  still,  but  or  decays,  or  grows 
a  boundless  blessing,  which  may  vie 
he  immortal  lights,  in  its  eternity  1 

CIV. 

18  not  for  fiction  chose  Bousseau  this  sfrnt, 

»linff  it  with  affections ;  but  he  folmd 

as  me  scene  which  passion  must  allot 

he  mind's  purified  beings ;  'twas  the  ground 

re  early  Iiove  his  Psyche's  zone  unboimd, 

hallowd  it  with  loveliness  ;  'tis  lone, 

wonderfuL  and  deep,  and  hath  a  sounds 

sense,  and  sight  of  sweetness ;  here  the  Rhone 

pread  himeslf  a  couch,  the  Alps  have  reared  a  throne. 


lanne  1  and  Ferney )  ve  have  been  the  a\)odA* 
r  whiob  unto  yon  bequeathed  a  name  ;* 

•  VoUalx9  And  OiblMa. 

2  p  2 


btbon'b  foemb. 

Morialfc,  who  tougbt  and  fo\uid,  hy  daiigeroos  rxidi^ 
A  path  to  perpetuity  of  &me : 
They  were  giffiantic  minds,  and  their  steep  aim 
Was,  Titan-like,  on  daring  doubts  to  pile 
Thoughts  which  should  call  down  thunder,  and  iLo  flai 
Of  Heaven,  again  aasail'd,  if  Heaven  the  while 
On  man  and  man's  research  eould  deign  do  more  than  fin 

GYI. 

The  one  was  fire  and  fickleness,  a  diild. 
Host  mutable  in  wishes,  but  in  mind 
A  wit  as  various, — gay— ffrave — sage— or  wild* 
Historian,  bard,  philosoj^er,  combined ; 
He  multiplied  himself  BxnoDg  mankind. 
The  Proteus  of  their  talents :    But  his  own 
Breathed  most  in  ridioule!,^which,  as  the  wind 
Blew  where  it  listed,  laying  all  thinfiis  prone,— 
Now  to  o'erthrow  a  fool,  ananow  to  snake  a  uuone. 

CYIZ. 

The  other,  deep  and  slow,  exhausting  thought^ 
And  hiving  wisdom  with  each  studious  year. 
In  meditation  dwelt,  with  learning  wrought, 
And  shaped  his  weapon  with  an  edge  severe. 
Sapping  a  solemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer ; 
The  lord  of  irony,— that  master-spdl. 
Which  stunsf  his  foes  to  wrath,  which  mw  fiom  {&u, 
And  doom'd  him  to  the  zealot's  ready  Hell, 
Which  answers  to  all  doubts  so  eloquently  welL 

Tet,  peace  be  with  their  ashes, — ^for  by  them. 
If  merited,  the  ^nalty  is  paid ; 
It  is  not  ours  to  judge, — ^far  less  condemn ; 
The  hour  must  come  when  such  things  shall  bo  made 
Known  unto  all, — or  hope  and  dread  sJlay'd 
By  slumber,  on  one  pillow, — ^in  the  dust. 
Which,  thus  much  we  are  sure,  must  lie  deca/d ; 
And,  when  it  shall  revive,  as  is  our  truurt^ 
Twill  be  to  be  forgiven,  or  suffer  what  is  just 

dx. 

But  let  me  quit  man's  works,  again  to  read 
His  Maker's,  spread  around  me,  and  suspend 
This  page,  which  from  my  reveries  I  feed. 
Until  it  seems  prolonging  without  end. 
The  clouds  above  me  to  tiie  white  Alps  tend, 
And  I  must  pierce  them,  and  survey  whate'er 
May  be  vQitm\\.\A^,  «&  m^  steps  I  bend 
To  their  moa^.  ^^ceaX*  ^aA  ^gcoi^irav^^c^^^^Hihere 
The  earfh  \o  ixet  QTfi\>t««M  oous^^^Saa vs^'^i^^^  ^^ 
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OX. 
Italia  1  too,  Italia  !  looking  on  thee 
Full  flashes  on  the  soul  the  light  of  ages. 
Since  the  fierce  Carthaginian  almost  won  thee^ 
To  the  last  halo  of  the  chiefs  and  sages. 
Who  glorify  thy  consecrated  pages ; 
'J^ou  wert  the  throne  and  grave  of  empires ;  still. 
The  fount  at  which  the  panting  mind  assuages 
Her  thirst  of  knowledge,  quaffing  there  her  fiU, 
Flows  from  the  eternal  source  of  lime's  imperial  hill. 

oxi. 
Thus  fiur  have  I  proceeded  in  a  theme 
Ronew'd  with  no  kind  auspices : — to  feel 
We  are  not  what  we  have  oeen,  and  to  deem 
We  are  not  what  we  should  be, — and  to  steel 
The  heart  against  itself ;  and  to  conceal. 
With  a  proud  caution,  love,  or  hate,  or  aught,— 
Passion  or  feeling,  pur^se,  grief,  or  zeal, — 
Which  is  the  tyrant  spirit  of  our  thought. 
Is  a  stem  task  of  soul : — No  matter, — it  is  taught. 

cxn. 
And  for  these  words,  thus  woven  into  song. 
It  may  be  that  they  are  a  harmless  wile,^— 
The  colouring  of  the  scenes  which  fleet  along, 
Which  I  would  seize,  in  passing,  to  beguile 
My  breast,  or  that  of  others,  for  a  while. 
Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth, — ^but  I  am  not 
So  young  as  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile. 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  ftood  and  stand  alone, — rememb^d  or  foigot. 

ozm. 
I  have  not  loved  the  world  nor  the  world  me ; 
I  have  not  flattered  its  rank  breath,  nor  boVd 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee, — 
Nor  coin'd  my  cheek  to  smiles, — nor  cried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo ;  in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such ;  I  stood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them  ;  in  a  shroud 
Of  thoughts  which  were  not  their  thoughts,  and  still  could, 
Hrid  I  not  filed  my  mhid,  which  thus  its^  subdued.* 


I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me,— 
But  let  us  part  fair  foes ;  I  do  believe, 
Thouffh  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words  which  are  things, — ^hopes  which  wH  not  decoltQ, 

--   »  ...        /-"Ifltbethna. 

HvBMoquoli  Inoe  lurt  J^ltd  xoj  mind."— Ifockelfc. 
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And  virtaes  wlucb  ara  merciful,  nor  we«f« 
Snares  for  the  failing  :  I  would  also  deem 
0*er  other's  griefr  that  some  uncerely  grieve ; 
That  two,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seem^ — 
That  goodness  is  no  name,  and  happhiesa  so  dntm, 

OXY. 
My  daughter  I  with  thy  name  this  sod^  I 
My  daughter  I  with  thy  name  thus  miuh  i 
I  see  thee  not, — I  hear  thee  not, — bat  none 
Can  be  so  wrapp'd  in  thee ;  thou  art  the  fiiend 
To  whom  the  shadows  of  £eu*  years  extend ; 
Albeit  my  brow  thou  nevear  snouldst  behold. 
My  voice  shall  with  thy  fixture  Yiaicms  Uend, 
And  reach  into  thy  hearii, — ^when  mine  is  eoid, 
A  token  and  a  tone,  even  from  thy  fiither^a  niooM. 

oxvi. 

To  aid  thy  mind's  development, — to  watah 
Thy  dawn  of  little  joys, — ^to  sit  and  see 
Almost  thy  very  erowUi, — to  view  thee  oatoh 
Knowled&^e  of  objeots, — ^wonders  yet  to  thee  t 
To  hold  tnee  Ughtly  on  a  gentle  knee. 
And  ptrint  on  thy  soft  chc»k  a  i>arent  s  kiss, — 
This,  it  should  seem,  was  not  reserved  for  ne ; 
Yet  this  was  in  my  nature  : — as  it  is, 
I  know  not  what  is  tnere,  yet  something  like  to  lUi. 

Gzvn. 
Tet,  though  dull  Hate  as  duty  shoukl  be  taiiglift» 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me ;  though  my  name 
Should  be  shut  from  thee,  as  a  q>ell  still  fraught 
With  desolation, — and  a  broken  daim : 
Though  the  grave  closed  between  us, — ''tme  tiie  ■■ 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me  ;  though  to  drain 
J/y  blood  from  out  thy  being  were  an  aim. 
And  an  attainment,—^  would  be  in  vain,'— 
Still  thou  wouldst  love  me,  still  that  moi«  than  lab  tM 

OXVIli. 

The  child  of  love,— though  bom  in  bitteniflH^ 
And  nurtured  in  convulsion.     Of  thy  dre 
These  were  the  elements.— and  thine  no  lev. 
As  yet  such  are  around  tnee, — ^but  thy  Are 
Shall  be  more  tempered,  and  thy  hope  fiir  higher. 
Sweet  be  thy  cradled  slumbers  I    O'er  the  ses. 
And  from  the  mountains  where  I  now  respire, 
Fain  would  I  waft  such  blessing  upon  thee. 
As,  with  a  sigh,  I  deem  thou  mightat  have  bean  to  ■*< 
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TO  JOHN  H0BH0U5E.  EcQ  ,  i  21.,  F.P..5.,  !u. 

F>mc«,  /amtcry  2,  : :.  a. 
My  dbar  Hobbocib. 

Aftbb  an  interval  of  eiirlit  jran  fc«Cw«er:  the  cns^c*-.?;-,-  cf  t-.s 

rst  and  last  cantos  of  ChiUe  Harr.lil,  ie  eczci  **:  iz.  :f  tie  joem  l<i  *ryj^z 

>  be  sabfmitted  to  the  pobtxc.    In  ^am^^  wr::  >■.  -„1 »  f.-.*.'.i. :-  :s  £.<^ 

Ktraordinary  that  I  shonkl  recar  to  or*  stii;  cLi-r  »;,.l  vf-tftr.— t-  ■  '.r.* 

'ho  has  beheld  the  fabth  and  death  cf  iti  i^bsr.  &.-..1  v.  Ti:.'.z:i  I  ^z;  f»« 

lore  indebted  for  the  social  sdraziza^^  cf  iz.  tzLLiL*jtz.vt  i  i^r.  lit  p, 

lan— ttioorh  not  ungratefnl— I  cms.  cr   cz^sJi  be,   ir^  CtJ.te  Kir^.y., 

)r  any pnlmc IhTOor  reflected  ttroafh  ?!:•  pc^z.  -iTi  ?■-.<  poe'.— Vi  ore, 

rhom  I  have  known  loo;  and  acccipaiiis^  fjtr.  v'z--.si  I  h^^s  foT^nd 

rakefid  over  my  sickness  and  kizji  is.  a.j  i.-.m-v.  zi^^  ;::  0:7  ^rv^^rltr 

nd  Arm  in  my  stdTcrsity,  tme  in  ecsr^eL  a.-.l  •---.--t  _-.  -«r.:,— t.-.  &  ?r:eT*d 

ften  tried  and  nerer  found  waatfn?  j—  'o  j  z-n^.i. 

In  so  doing,  I  recor  flrom  £cti-.n  ic  zrz.lz. ,  ai.; .::  i.nii.'A^^r  '.:  •    ■•:  in 

M  complete  or  at  least  concI::de!i  s-ite,  a  j-.et.-a.  w-r*  »:.. ,      t  the 

snirest,  the  most  thoos^tfol  and  or.2i;?*r.erj.iS  -.f  =17  cr.n:>^.-..*„-,r,.,.  I 

rish  to  do  honoor  to  myself  by  tbe  recr.rl  r.*.  zzAz,^  -rtsLzx'  .zAisJkrj  witn  a 

nan  of  leaminjr.  of  talent,  of  ste*d:::e%^.  a.- 1  f,'.  t'.:.',:r.    ft ;.«  r.^/t  Ux 

Qinds  Uke  ours  to  give  cr  to  recciTe  24r:ar7 ;  ?**.  •,-.*  ;,-*;*«*  «if  »...'. c*rjty 

lave  ever  been  permitted  to  the  Tc:=e  c'  *-.ii--.>  .> ;  a.-jl  ;•  U  r.',t .'-  r  yod, 

lor  even  for  others,  but  to  reliere  a  riAut  «Lj:b.  :^'.  r.'^t  tl.wrx. -.i^re,  or 

ately,  been  so  mnch  accustomed  to  ttc  e^^.-^iitAr  '.f  r»2-i^-J  »  tr^ 

rithstand  the  shock  firmJN',  that  I  thos  a:»e:r.;,'t  to  c-.nr.mes^'.r^t^  yoor 

food  qoalities,  or  rather  the  adraata2*9  vi:ch  I  ha-.e  ttr.'^A  Ir'.tr.  their 

fxertion.    Xyen  the  recorrecce  of  the  t»z>t  'A,  cjs  letter,  the  a'.r.Ivertary 

>f  the  most  onfortonate  day  of  my  ^u  eaateac«,*  'L:.t  w£.:c*.  cu.riot 

x>ison  my  Intnre  while  I  rcrain  tbe  res-'.^^  cf  yo  ^r  t'its.'iA':.:;t,  and  '>f 

ny  own  ftmlties,  will  henceforth  hare  a  n- re  »=T£*a-.:e  recXectt'in  for 

x>tb,  inasmuch  as  it  win  rendnd  ns  of  ttz.\  siy  astex^.t  to  thank  yoa  for 

in  inddUicable  regard,  snch  as  few  m^^  Lave  ez;.«rie&eed,  and  no  one 

M)oId  experience  withont  thinkh:g  better  of  hi%  i',^frjt%  asd  of  himself. 

It  baa  been  onr  fortune  to  trarer^e  V-sr^.ter,  as  varioa«  |/«riods,  the 
»iiiitries  of  ehivaliy,  hi»tory,  and  raoIe—S;.^!:!,  Greece,  Avia  Minor,  and 
:taly  I  and  what  Athens  and  Constanti.'j07>>  were  tr>  a»  a  few  yean  mgo, 
ITciucB  and  Rome  have  been  more  recccHy.  Ttt  poem  also,  or  th« 
>llg:iim,  or  both,  have  aoeon:;«nied  me  frotn  tn*.  v«  last ;  and  periiaps  it 
nay  he  a  pardonable  vanity  which  icdaset  me  to  reflect  with  eompiacoicy 
m  a  eompositton  which  In  some  itgne  co&r^cts  rr.e  with  the  sprjt  whcm 
t  ^raa  produced,  and  the  objects  it  wo&l^  £a:n  dncribe  t  and  however 
inwoitny  it  may  be  deemed  of  tiiose  niajT'Cal  and  memorable  abodes^ 
lowever  short  it  may  fsll  of  onr  di&taz;t  conceptions  and  immediala 
mpressions,  yet  as  a  maili  of  respect  for  what  is  vennahle,  and  of  feeUn^ 
'or  what  is  glorious.  It  has  been  to  me  a  soarce  of  D'ewore  in  the  i«odae- 
Aon,  and  I  part  with  it  with  a  kind  of  re^et,  which  I  hardly  saspeeled 
iiat  events  could  hare  left  me  for  irca^lii&ry  obj^irt*. 

"Vl^th  r^:ard  to  the  condact  of  the  last  cacto,  ther«  sill  be  fo'jnd  less  of 
lie  pil(rrim  than  in  any  of  thf  precediiig,  and  that  ::r:e  hUifhtiy,  if  at  all, 
«pw«ted  from  the  author  sp^kuig  in  Lis  own  person.  The  fact  is,  that 
I  hod  become  weary  of  drawing  a  line  wL:ci2i  every  oiie  seemed  deUsmined 
Kit  to  perceive :  like  the  Chineie  in  Goldsmith's  *'  Citizen  of  the  Worlds" 
vlKnn  nobody  would  believe  to  be  a  Chinese,  it  wm  in  vain  that  I  a&Mrted« 
ind  imagined  that  I  had  drawn,  a  di&tinction  between  the  autb'/r  and  the 
>llgrim;  and  the  veiy  anxiety  to  prcMxve  this  difference,  and  di*appoint« 
nent  at  finding  It  unavailing,  so  far  crushed  my  eflEurts  in  tbe  comiKjsition, 
liat  I  detenmned  to  abandon  it  altogether— and  have  done  to.  The 
iplnkms  which  have  been,  or  may  be,  formed  on  that  sa^jject  are  imiv 
I  matter  ef  indifCerence;  the  work  is  to  depend  on  itself,  and  not  on  tii« 

*  HlsmuzlafS. 
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writer ;  and  tlie  author  who  has  no  resources  in  his  own  mhsd  hejond  tht 
reputation,  transient  or  permanent,  which  is  to  arise  from  his  liteniy 
efforts,  deserves  the  fate  of  authors. 

In  the  course  of  the  following  canto  it  was  my  intention,  either  faa  tlie 
text  or  in  the  notes,  to  have  touched  upon  the  present  state  of  Italian 
literature,  and  perhaps  of  muiners.  But  the  text,  within  the  limits  I 
nropoaed,  I  soon  found  hardly  sufficient  for  the  labyrinth  of  external 
oljects,  and  the  consequent  reflections}  and  for  the  whole  of  the  notes, 
excepthiR  a  few  of  the  shortest,  I  am  indebted  to  yourself,  and  these  were 
neccssaxuy  limited  to  the  elucidation  of  the  text. 

It  is  also  a  delicate,  and  no  very  gratefhl  task,  to  dissert  upon  the 
literature  and  manners  of  a  nation  so  dissimilar ;  and  requires  an  attca- 
tiou  and  impartiality  which  would  induce  us— though  perhaps  no  iuafc- 
tentive  observers,  nor  ignorant  of  tbi6  language  or  customs  of  the  people 
amongst  whom  we  have  recently  abode— to  distrust,  at  at  least  deicr  oar 
judgment,  and  more  narrowly  examine  our  information.  The  state  of 
litcraxy,  as  well  as  political  party,  appears  to  run,  or  to  have  run,  so  bigh, 
that  for  a  xtranger  to  steer  impartially  between  them  is  next  to  impossifde. 
It  may  be  enough,  then,  %t  least  for  my  purpose,  to  quote  from  their  own 
beautiful  language :— "  Mi  pare  che  in  un  paese  tutto  poetico,  ctae  vanta 
la  lingua  la  piik  nobile  ed  insiemf  la  piik  dolce,  tutte  tutte  le  vie  diverse  ai 
possono  tentare,  c  che  sinche  la  patria  di  Alfieri  e  di  Monti  non  ha  perdoto 
1*  antico  valore,  in  tutte  essa  dovrebbe  essere  la  prima.*'  Italy  has  great 
names  still— Canova,  Monti,  Ugo  Foscolo,  Pindemonte,  Vi»conti,  Uocdli, 
Cicognara,  Albrizzi,  Mezzophanti,  Mai,  Mustoxidi,  Aglietti,  and  Vacci, 
will  secure  to  the  present  generation  an  honourable  place  in  most  oi  tbe 
departments  of  Art,  Science,  and  Belles  Lettres ;  and  in  some  the  very 
highest— Europe— the  World — has  but  one  Canova. 

It  has  been  somewhere  said  by  Alfieri,  that "  La  pianta  nomo  nasce  pift 
robusta  in  Italia  che  in  qualunque  altra  terra— e  che  gU  stessi  atioci  d^tti 
che  vi  si  commettono  ne  sono  una  prova."  Without  suhsciibhig  to  tbe 
latter  part  of  his  proposition,  a  dangerous  doctrine,  tiie  truth  of  which 
may  be  disputed  on  better  grounds,  namely,  tluit  the  Itahans  are  in  no 
respect  more  fevocious  than  their  neighbours,  that  man  must  be  wUfdlr 
blind,  or  ignorantly  heedless^  who  is  not  struck  with  the  jextnordinaiy 
oq^acity  of  this  people,  or,  if  such  a  word  be  admissible,  their  eapMUiOt 
the  facility  of  their  acquisitions,  the  rapidity  of  their  omoepticiis,  thsfre 
of  their  genius,  their  sense  of  beauty,  and,  amidst  all  the  disadvautaceiof 
repeated  revolutions,  the  desolation  of  batties,  and  the  despair  of  agei« 
their  still  unqnenched  "longing  after  immortality,*'— the immortaBtj of 
independence.  And  when  we  ourselves,  in  riding  round  the  waDi  of 
Rome,  heard  the  simple  lament  of  the  labourers'  chorus,  "Romal  BobbI 
Roma !  Roma  non  h  pifi  come  era  prima."  it  was  difficult  not  to  eonlnrt 
this  melancholy  dirge  with  the  bacchanal  roar  of  the  songs  of  exoltilioB 
still  yelled  from  the  London  taverns,  over  the  carnage  of  Mont  St  JcHi 
and  the  betrayal  of  Genoa,  of  Italy,  of  France,  and  of  the  worid,  hr  omb 
whose  conduct  you  yourself  have  exposed  in  a  work  worthy  of  the  Mtts 
days  of  our  history.    For  me,— 

Nou  moTWo  mat  oorda 

Ore  la  turte  di  me  oiane«  aMorda. 

What  Italy  has  gahied  by  the  late  transfer  of  nations,  it  were  useiMta 
Englishmen  to  inquire,  till  it  becomes  ascertained  that  Bn^and  hii 
acquired  something  more  than  a  permanent  army  and  a  ■uspcwW 
Habeas  Corpus;  it  is  enough  for  them  to  look  at  home.  For  what  thv 
have  done  abroad,  and  especially  in  the  South,  <*  Verily  tbcy  vtfAof 
their  reward,"  and  at  no  very  distant  period. 

WisUngyon,  my  dear  Hobhouse,  a  safe  and  agreeable  retom  to  thlt 
country  whose  real  welfare  can  be  dearer  to  none  than  to  jtMoA  • 
dedicate  to  yow  thU  i^oom  Vci  Vta  ocnA^leted  state  j  and  repeat  ones  ■■* 
how  truly  1  am  e'vet. 
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CANTO  THE  FOURTH. 


I  STOOD  in  Venice,  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs ; 
A  palace  and  a  pnson  on  each  hand : 
I  saw  from  out  the  wave  her  structures  rise 
As  from  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter's  wand : 
A  thousand  years  their  doudy  wings  expand 
Around  me,  and  a  dying  Glory  smues 
0*er  the  far  times,  when  many  a  subject  land 
Look'd  to  the  wingM  Lion's  marble  piles. 
Where  Venice  sat  in  state,  throned  on  her  hundred  islos  1 

n. 

She  looks  a  sea  Cj^bele,  fresh  from  ocean, ' 
Rising  with  her  tiara  of  proud  towers 
At  airy  distance,  with  majestic  motion, 
A  ruler  of  the  waters  and  their  powers : 
And  such  she  was ; — her  daughters  had  their  dowers 
Fh>m  spoils  of  nations,  and  the  exhaustless  East 
Fdnr'd  m  her  lap  all  gems  in  sparkling  showers. 
In  purple  was  she  robed,  and  of  her  feast 
ttoDMohs  partook,  and  deem'd  their  dignity  increased. 

m. 
In  Venice  Tasso's  echoes  are  no  more. 
And  silent  rows  the  songless  gfondolier; 
Her  palaces  are  crumbling  to  the  shore. 
And  music  meets  not  always  now  the  ear : 
Those  days  are  gone — but  ]Beauty  still  is  here. 
States  faSi,  arts  fade — but  Nature  doth  not  die. 
Nor  yet  forget  how  Venice  once  was  dear. 
The  pleasant  place  of  all  festivity. 
The  reyel  of  the  earth,  the  masque  of  Italy  I 

IV. 

But  unto  us  she  hath  a  spell  beyond 
Her  name  in  story,  and  her  long  array 
Of  mighty  shadows,  whose  dim  forms  despond 
Above  the  dogeless  ciisfa  vanish*d  sway ; 
Ours  is  a  trophy  which  will  not  decay 
l^th  the  Rialto ;  Shylock  and  the  Moor, 
And  Pierre,  can  not  be  swept  or  worn  away — 
The  keystones  of  the  arch !  though  all  were  o'ert 
flor  us  repeopled  were  the  solitary  shore. 

T. 

Tlie  beings  of  the  mind  are  not  of  day ; 
"EaaeD^ffr  immortal,  they  create 
And  multiply  in  us  a  brighter  ray 
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And  more  beloved  existence :  that  which  FatG 
Prohibits  to  dull  life,  in  this  our  state 
Of  mortal  bondage,  by  these  spirits  suppUed, 
First  ezilefly  then  replaces  what  we  hate ; 
Watering  the  heart  whose  early  flowers  have  died. 
And  wi^  a  fresher  growth  replenishing  the  void. 

Such  is  the  refuge  of  our  youth  and  ag«y 
The  first  from  Hope,  the  last  from  Vaoancy ; 
And  itna  worn  feeling  peoples  many  a  page, 
And,  may  be,  that  wnioh  grows  beneath  mine  eye: 
Tet  there  are  things  whose  strong  reality 
Outshines  our  fairy-land ;  in  shape  and  hues 
More  beautiful  than  our  fantastio  sky, 
And.  the  strange  constellations  which  tiie  Muse 
O'er  her  wild  universe  is  skilful  to  difiuse : 

vn. 
I  saw  or  dream*d  of  such,— but  let  them  go,— > 
They  came  like  truth,  and  disappear'd  Uke  dreams  | 
And  whatsoe'er  they  were — are  now  but  so : 
I  oould  replace  them  if  I  would ;  still  teems 
My  mind  with  many  a  form  which  apthr  seeai 
Such  as  I  sought  for,  and  at  moments  found; 
Let  these  too  go —for  waking  Reason  deems 
Such  over-weening  phantasies  unsound. 
And  other  voices  sj^ak,  and  other  s^ts  soiroond. 

VIIL 
I've  taught  me  other  tongues-— end  in  strange  eyfli 
Have  made  me  not  a  stranger ;  to  the  mind 
Which  is  itself,  no  changes  bring  surprise; 
Nor  is  it  harsh  to  make,  nor  hara  to  nnd 
A  country  with— ay,  or  without  nuunkind ; 
Yet  was  I  bom  where  men  are  proud  to  pe,— 
Not  without  cause ;  and  shoiild  I  leave  behind 
The  inviolate  island  of  the  sage  and  fine, 
And  seek  me  out  a  home  by  a  remoter  sea» 

EC 

Perhaps  I  loved  it  well :  and  should  I  Jay 
My  ashes  in  a  Yioil  which  is  not  mine. 
My  spirit  shall  resume  it— if  we  may 
Unbodied  choose  a  sanctuary.     I  twine 
M^  hopes  of  being  remember  d  in  my  line 
With  my  land's  Ismguage :  if  too  fond  and  fut 
These  aspirations  in  their  scope  indine, — 
If  my  fame  should  be,  as  my  fortunes  are. 
Of  hasty  growth  and  blight^  and  dull  Oblivion  bar 

My  name  irom  o\l^  ^(^  \axsx^*^  V^^ssia^^^  ^smL 
Are  "hono\rf^"b7  \5aft"na^«Mr-\^e^i^&^J^-* 
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And  light  the  laurels  on  a  loftier  head ! 
And  be  the  Spartan's  epitaph  on  me — 
"Sparta  hath  many  a  worthier  son  than  he."^ 
Meantime  I  seek  no  sympathies,  nor  need ; 
Tlie  thomfl  which  I  have  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 
I  planted,— ^ey  have  torn  me, — and  I  bleed : 
I  should  have  known  what  fruit  would  spring  from  such  a  seed. 

XL 

The  qpouseleas  Adriatic  mourns  her  lord ; 
And,  annnal  maniage  now  no  more  reneird. 
The  Bnoentaur  lies  rotting  unrestored. 
Neglected  garment  of  her  widowhood ! 
St.  Ifork  yet  sees  his  lion  where  he  stood 
Stand,  but  in  mockery  of  his  withered  power. 
Over  the  proud  Place  where  an  Emperor  sued, 
And  monarchs  gased  and  enTied  in  the  hour 
When  Venice  was  a  queen  with  an  unequall'd  dower. 

zn. 
The  Suabian  sued,  and  now  the  Austrian  reigns— 
An  Emperor  tnmples  where  an  Emperor  knelt ; 
Elingdoms  are  shrunk  to  proTinces,  and  chains 
dank  oyer  sceptred  cities ;  nations  melt 
From  powex^s  high  pinnacle,  when  they  have  felt 
The  sunshine  for  a  while,  and  downward  go 
like  lauwine  loosen'd  fh>m  the  mountain^  belt ; 
Oh  for  one  hour  of  blind  old  Dandolo  1 
Til'  octogenarian  chief,  Byisantium's  conquering  foe. 

znL 
Before  St.  Mark  still  glow  his  steeds  of  brass. 
Their  gilded  collars  glittering  in  the  sun ; 
But  is  not  Doria's  menace  come  to  pass? 
Are  they  not  bridled  t — ^Venice,  lost  and  won. 
Her  thirteen  hundred  years  of  freedom  done. 
Sinks,  like  a  sea-weed,  into  whence  she  rose ! 
Better  be  whelm'd  beneath  the  wares,  and  shun, 
Eren  in  destruction's  depth,  her  foreign  foes. 
From  whom  tubmission  wrings  an  in&mons  repose. 

XIV. 
In  youth  she  was  all  glory, — a  new  Tyre ; 
Her  very  by-word  sprung  from  victory, 
Tho  "Planter  of  the  Lion/'f  which  through  fire 
And  blood  she  bore  o'er  subject  earf^h  and  sea ; 
Though  making  many  slaves,  herself  still  free. 
And  Europe's  bulwark  'gainst  the  Ottomite ; 
Witness  Troy's  rival,  Candia !    Vouch  it,  ya 
Immortal  waves  that  saw  Lepanto's  fight ! 
For  ye  are  names  no  time  nor  tyranny  can  blight. 

Tk*  answer  of  the  mother  of  Bnddas,  the  Laoedsmoniaa  geneml,  to  Vto  itevuvstm 
>  imlteil  the  xaemorjr  of  her  bob. 

JkMtJt^  theUoaofBt.  M»rk,  the BUokdaad ot  theTCmil>Ue,-wbkaxlftt;bft««\i^A«l ^iM 
nNmmoaa-«BnUI«on»,  JtoUIeon,  Ptoteloom. 
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XV. 

Btataea  of  fflasft— all  ahivei'd— the  long  file 
Of  her  deAd  doges  are  declined  to  dust ; 
But  where  they  dwelt,  the  vast  and  sumptuous  pile 
Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  their  splendid  trust ; 
Their  sceptre  broken,  and  their  sword  in  rust^ 
Have  yielded  to  the  stranger :  empty  halls. 
Thin  streets,  and  foreign  aspects,  such  as  must 
Too  oft  remind  her  who  and  what  inthrals. 
Have  flung  a  desolate  cloud  o'er  Venice'  lovely  waUa 

XVI. 

When  Athens'  armies  fell  at  Syracuse, 
And  febter'd  thousands  bore  the  yoke  of  war. 
Redemption  rose  up  in  the  Attic  Muse,* 
Her  voice  their  only  ransom  from  afar : 
See !  as  they  chant  the  tragic  hymn,  the  car 
Of  the  o*erma8ter*d  victor  stops,  tho  reins 
Fall  from  his  hands — ^his  idle  scimitar 
Starts  from  its  belt — ^he  rends  his  captive's  chains. 
And  bids  him  thank  the  bard  for  freedom  and  his  straioi. 

XVZL 

Thus,  Venice,  if  no  stronger  claim  were  thine, 
Were  all  thy  proud  historic  deeds  forgot^ 
Thy  choral  memory  of  the  Bard  divine, 
Thy  love  of  Tasso,  should  have  cut  the  knot 
Which  ties  thee  to  thy  tyrants ;  and  thy  lot 
Is  shameful  to  the  nations, — most  of  all, 
Albion !  to  thee :  the  Ocean  queen  should  not 
Abandon  Ocean's  children  ;  in  the  fall 
Of  Venice  think  of  thine,  despite  thy  watery  wall 

xvm. 
I  loved  her  from  my  boyhood ;  she  to  me 
Was  as  a  fairy  city  of  the  heart. 
Rising  like  water-columns  from  the  sea, 
Of  joy  the  sojourn,  and  of  wealth  the  lOart : 
And  Otway,  Radcliffe,  Schiller,  Shakspeore^s  art,t 
Had  stamp'd  her  image  in  me,  and  even  so, 
Although  I  foimd  her  thus,  we  did  not  part, 
Perchance  even  dearer  in  her  day  of  woe, 
Than  when  she  was  a  boast,  a  marvel,  and  a  show. 

XIX. 
I  can  repeople  with  the  past— and  of 
The  present  there  is  still  for  eye  and  thought^ 
And  meditation  chasten'd  down,  enough ; 
And  more,  it  may  be,  than  I  hoped  or  sought; 
And  of  the  happiest  moments  which  were  wrooglil 
Within  the  web  of  my  existence,  some 

•  The  ilory  U  to\d  \xv  YVn\«KJbJ%'U\S»  o'l'8^f^»a.  ,_^ 

t  Venice  Fr«s«rved  ;  11t*m\«  ^l\X«ksAT»\«»  \\:kAQe&m»AMR.tit  ^aenM&Hik\^tfH" 
•f  Vculce ;  Ot)\«lVo. 
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From  thee,  fair  Venice !  have  their  colours  caught : 
There  are  some  feeling  Time  cannot  benumb. 
Nor  Torture  shake,  or  mine  would  now  be  cold  and  dumb. 

XX. 

But  from  their  nature  will  the  tannen  grow* 
Loftiest  on  loftiest  and  least  sheltered  rocks. 
Rooted  in  barrenness,  where  nought  below 
Of  soil  supports  them  'gainst  the  Alpine  shocks 
Of  eddying  storms ;  yet  springs  the  trunk,  and  mocks 
The  howling  tempest,  till  its  height  and  frame 
Are  worthy  of  the  mountains  from  whose  blocks 
Of  bleak,  gray  granite  into  life  it  came,  * 

And  grew  a  giant  tree ; — the  mind  may  grow  the  same. 

XXI. 

Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 
Of  life  and  sulferance  make  its  firm  abode 
In  bare  and  desolated  bosoms :  mute 
The  camel  labours  with 'the  heaviest  load. 
And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence,— not  bestowd 
In  Tain  should  such  example  be ;  if  they. 
Things  of  isnoble  or  of  savage  mood. 
Endure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  day 
May  temper  it  to  bear,— it  is  but  for  a  day. 

xxn. 
AH  suffering  doth  destroy,  or  is  destroy'd, 
Even  by  the  sufferer ;  and,  in  each  event, 
Ends :— Some,  with  hope  replenished  and  rebuoy'd. 
Return  to  whence  they  came->  with  like  intent. 
And  weave  their  web  again ;  some,  bow'd  and  bent, 
Wax  gray  and  ghastly,  withering  ere  their  time. 
And  perish  with  the  reed  on  which  they  leant ; 
Some  seek  devotion,  toil,  war,  good  or  crime. 
According  as  their  souls  were  form'd  to  sink  or  climb. 

xxin. 
But  ever  and  anon  of  griefs  subdued 
There  comes  a  token  like  a  scorpion's  sting, 
Scarce  seen,  but  with  fresh  bitterness  imbued ; 
And  slight  withal  may  be  the  things  which  bring 
Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  whidi  it  would  fling 
Aside  for  ever :  it  may  be  a  sound — 
A  tone  of  music— summer's  eve — or  spring — 
A  flower — the  wind — ^the  ocean — ^which  smill  wound, 
Striking  the  electric  chain  wherewith  we  are  darkly  bound ; 

XXIV. 
And  how  and  why  we  know  not,  nor  can  trace 
Home  to  its  cloud  this  lightning  of  the  mind. 

Is  the  planl  of  tantu,  a  n>eeies  of  flr  peealiu:  to  the  AlVi.iiVticS^  oncA:!  VbxV««i 
r  pMii,  where  $earoely  aoU  eaiBAieut  for  Iti  noTurUhmeu^  wa.\m  tvocnA.  ^ti 
giowm  to  M  greater  lielgbt  tbaa  any  other  mounteln  tc%». 
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Bat  feel  the  shook  renew'd,  nor  can  efface 
The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leaves  belmu!, 
Which  out  of  things  familiar,  undesign'd, 
When  least  we  deem  of  snob,  calls  up  to  view 
The  spectres  whoip  no  exorcisms  can  bind. 
The  cold— the  dumged — perchance  the  dc»d— anew, 
The  moum'dy  the  loved,  the  lost— too  many !— yet  hov  fc*  i 

xzv*  • 

But  my  soul  wanders;  I  demand  it  back 
To  meditate  amongst  decay,  ftbd  staftd 
A  ruin  amidst  mibs ;  there  to  tr&ck 
Fall'n  states  and  buried  grdatnesd,  o^ef  a  IbUd 
Which  wot  the  mightiest  in  its  old  command, 
And  is  the  loveUest,  and  must  ever  be 
The  master-mould  of  Nature's  heavenly  hand, 
Wherein  were  cast  the  heroic  and  tiie  uee, 
The  beautiful,  the  brave -tiie  lords  of  0arth  dud  mb, 

JDEVi* 

The  commonwealth  of  kingt^  the  mcHi  of  itMM  f 
And  even  since,  and  now,  ftdr  Italy  f 
Thou  art  the  oarden  of  the  world,  the  hcBie 
Of  all  Art  yields,  and  Nature  can  decree ; 
Even  in  thy  desert,  what  is  like  to  thee? 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beautiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes'  fertility ; 
Thy  wreck  a  glory,  and  thy  ruin  graced 
With  an  immaculate  charm  which  cannot  be  defaced 

XXVil. 

The  moon. is  up,  and  yet  it  is  not  night*^ 
Sunset  divides  the  sky  with  her— a  sea 
Of  glory  streams  along  the  Alpine  height 
Of  blue  Friuli's  mountain  :  Beaven  is  free 
From  clouds,  but  of  all  colours  seems  to  be,-^ 
Melted  to  one  vast  Iris  of  the  West, — 
Where  the  Day  joins  the  past  Eternity ; 
While,  on  the  other  hand,  meek  Dian's  crest 
Floats  through  the  azure  air— an  island  of  the  bkit  t 

xxvln, 

A  single  star  is  at  her  side,  and  rngna 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  heaven ;  but  still 
Yon  sunny  sea  heaves  brightly,  and  remains 
Boll'd  o'er  the  peak  of  the  far  Rhntian  hill, 
As  Day  and  Night  contending  were,  until 
Nature  reclaimed  her  order ;— gently  flows 
The  deep^d^edBroiiXAi,  ^V<est^\&\&\s  hues  instil 
Th6  cdoTOiia  puipVft  oi  «k  TOfiw^omtoeft^ 
V^ch  atteams  upoTi\sst  «te«Ma.,  ^aA^gajsa^-s^^aiia^^^JS* 
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nil'd  with  the  face  of  heaven,  which,  from  afar, 
Comes  down  upon  the  waters ;  all  its  hues^ 
From  the  rich  sunset  to  the  rising  star. 
Their  magical  variety  diffuse : 
And  now  they  change ;  a  paler  shadow  strews 
Its  mantle  o*er  the  mountains ;  parting  day 
Dies  like  the  dolphin,  whom  each  pong  imbues 
With  a  new  colour  as  it  gasps  away. 
The  last  still  loveliest,  till— 'tis  gone— and  a31  is  gray. 

XXX. 

There  is  a  tomb  in  Araua  J^rear^d  in  air, 
Hllar'd  in  tiieir  sarcophagus,  repose 
The  bones  of  Laura's  lover :  here  repair 
Many  familiar  with  his  well-sung  woes^ 
The  pilgrims  of  his  genius.    £te  arose 
To  raise  a  language,  and  his  land^redlaim 
From  the  dull  yoKe  of  her  barlMffic  foes : 
Watering  the  tree  which  Dears  his  lady^sname 
li^th  his  melodious  tears,  he  gave  himseli  to  fame. 

TTTT- 

They  keep  his  dust  in  Arqua,  where  he  died ; 
The  mountain  village  where  his  latter  days 
Went  down  the  vale  of  years ;  and  'iis  their  pridd-* 
An  honest  pride — and  let  it  be  iheir  praise. 
To  offer  to  the  passing  stranger^s  gaze 
His  mansion  and  his  sepulchre ;  both  plain 
And  venerably  simple,  such  as  raise 
A  feeling  more  accordant  with  his  strain 
Than  if  a  pyramid  f orm'd  his  monumental  fane. 

xxxn. 
And  the  soft  quiet  hamlet  where  he  dwelt 
Is  one  of  that  complexion  which  seems  made 
For  those  who  their  mortality  have  felt, 
And  sought  a  refuge  from  their  hopes  decay'd 
In  the  deep  umbrage  of  a  green  hiU*s  shade. 
Which  shows  a  distant  prospect  far  away 
Of  busy  cities,  now  in  vain  displayed. 
For  they  can  lure  no  further :  ana  the  ray 
Of  a  bright  sun  can  make  sufficient  holiday. 

xxxm. 
Developing  the  mountains,  leaves,  and  flowers, 
And  shining  in  the  brawlin^^  brook,  where-by. 
Clear  as  its  current,  glide  uie  sauntering  hours 
With  a  calm  languor,  which,  though  to  the  eye 
Idlesse  it  seem,  hath  its  morality. 
If  from  society  we  learn  to  live, 
Tia  solitude  snould  teach  us  how  to  die ; 
It  hath  no  Batterers  ;  vanity  can  give 
NoboUowaid;  aione— man  with  his  God  nmsb  s^v%\ 
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XXXIV. 

Or,  it  may  be,  with  demons,  who  impair 
The  strength  of  better  thoughts,  and  seek  their  pire| 
In  melancholy  bosoms,  such  as  were 
Of  moody  texture  from  their  earlie5}t  day. 
And  loved  to  dwell  m  darkness  and  dismay. 
Deeming  themselyes  predestined  to  a  doom 
Which  is  not  of  the  pangs  that  pass  away ; 
Making  the  sun  like  olood,  the  earth  a  tomb. 
The  tomb  a  hell,  and  hell  itself  a  murkier  gloom. 


Ferrara  1  in  thy  wide  and  grass-^wn  streets, 
Whose  symmetiT  was  not  for  sohtude. 
There  seems  as  were  a  curse  upon  the  seats 
Of  former  soyereigns,  and  the  antique  brood 
Of  Este,  which  for  many  an  age  made  good 
Its  strength  within  thy  walls,  and  was  of  yore 
Patron  or  tyrant,  as  the  changing  mood 
Of  petty  power  impell'd,  of  those  who  wore 
The  wreath  which  Dante's  brow  alone  had  worn  befoi% 

XXXVI. 

And  Tasso  is  their  glory  and  their  shame. 
Hark  to  his  strain !  and  then  sunrey  his  cell ! 
And  see  how  dearly  eam'd  Torquato's  fame, 
And  where  Alfonso  bade  the  poet  dw^ : 
The  miserable  despot  could  not  quell 
The  insulted  mind  he  sought  to  quench,  and  blood 
With  the  surrounding  maniacs,  in  the  hell 
Where  he  had  plunged  it.    Glory  witiiout  end 
Scattered  the  clouds  away — and  on  that  name  attend 

xxxvn. 
The  tears  and  praises  of  all  time ;  while  thine 
Would  rot  in  its  oblivion — in  the  sink 
Of  worthless  dust,  which  from  thy  boasted  Use 
Is  shaken  into  nothing ;  but  the  link 
Thou  formest  in  his  fortunes  bids  us  think 
Of  thy  poor  malice,  naming  thee  with  scorn- 
Alfonso  !  how  thy  ducal  pageants  shrink 
From  thee  !  if  in  another  stetion  bom, 
Scarce  fit  to  be  the  slave  of  him  thou  mad'st  to  mourn: 

xxxvrn. 
Thou  I  formed  to  eat,  and  be  despised,  and  die. 
Even  as  the  beasts  that  perish,  save  that  thou 
Hadst  a  more  splendid  trough  and  wider  sty : 
He  I  with  a  glory  round  his  furrow*d  brow, 
Which  emanated  then,  and  dazzles  now. 
In  face  of  all  his  foes,  the  Cruscan  quire, 
And  Boileau,  whose  rash  envy  could  allow 
1^0  «tr&AXi  NT^cSti  \d[^T(i<^  W  country's  creaking  lyrib 
That  w\ieti>V>nA  oi  ^^  \A^>Ctx-— TXi!csti<aNA^^  \s^  ^^rsfiA 
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XXXIX. 
Peace  to  Torquato's  Injured  shade  !  'twas  Lis 
In  life  and  death  to  be  thensiark  where  Wrong 
Aim'd  with  her  poison'd  arrows  ;  but  to  miss. 
Oh,  victor  unsurpass'd  in  modem  song ! 
Each  year  brings  fort^  its  millions ;  but  how  long 
llie  tide  of  generations  shall  roll  on, 
And  not  the  whole  combined  and  countless  throng 
Compose  a  mind  like  thine  ?  though  all  in  one 
Condensed  their  scattered  rays,  they  would  not  form  a  f  an. 

XL. 
Great  as  thou  art,  yet  parallel'd  by  those. 
Thy  countrymen,  before  thee  born  to  shine. 
The  Bards  of  Hell  and  Chivary :  first  rose 
The  Tuscan  f  ather^s  comedy  divine ; 
Then,  not  unequal  to  the  Florentine, 
The  southern  Scott,  the  minstrel  who  call'd  forth 
A  new  creation  with  his  magic  line, 
And,  like  the  Ariosto  of  the  North, 
SMig  ladye-love  and  war,  romance  and  knightly  worth. 

XLI. 

The  lightning  rent  from  Ariosto's  bust 
The  iron  crown  of  laurel's  mimic'd  leaves ; 
Nor  was  the  ominous  element  unjust. 
For  the  true  laurel-wreath  which  glory  weaves 
Is  of  the  tree  no  bolt  of  thunder  cleaves, 
And  the  false  semblance  but  disgraced  his  brow ; 
Yet  still,  if  fondly  Superstition  grieves. 
Know,  that  the  lightning  sanctifies  below 
Whate'er  it  strikes ; — ^yon  head  is  doubly  sacred  now, 

xlh. 
ItaUa  I  oh  Italia !  thou  who  hast 
The  &tal  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 
A  funeral  dower  of  present  woes  and  past 
On  thy  sweet  brow  is  sorrow  plough'd  by  shame. 
And  annals  graved  in  characters  of  fiame. 
Oh,  God  1  t£at  thou  wert  in  thy  nakedness 
Less  lovely  or  more  powerful,  and  couldst  claim 
Thy  right,  and  awe  the  robbers  back,  who  press 
TTo  shed  thy  blood,  and  drink  the  tears  of  thy  distress ; 

TT.TTT. 

Then  mightst  thou  more  appal ;  or,  less  desired, 
Be  hom^  and  be  peaceful,  undeplored 
For  thy  destniotive  charms  ;  then,  still  untired. 
Would  not  be  seen  the  armed  torrents  pour'd 
Down  the  deep  Alps ;  nor  would  the  hostile  horde 
Of  manv-nation'd  spoilers  from  the  Po 
Quaff  blood  and  water;  nor  the  stranger's  sword 
Be  thy  Bad  weapon  of  defence,  and  so, 
WJhtor  or  vsnquieb'd,  tbou  the  slave  of  friend  or  fo^ 
2q 
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ZUY. 
Wandering  in  youth,  I  traced  the  path  of  hiQi| 
The  Roman  friend  of  Rome's  least-moital  minOf 
The  friend  of  Tolly :  as  my  baric  did  skim 
The  bright  bine  waters  with  a  fimning  frindj 
Came  Megara  before  me,  and  behind 
.£gina  lay,  PirsBus  on  the  right. 
And  Corinth  on  the  left ;  IlayreoUned 
Along  the  prow,  and  saw  all  these  nnite 
In  min,  even  as  he  had  seen  the  desolate  si^t; 

XLV. 

For  Time  hath  not  rebuilt  them,  but  nprear^d 
Barbaric  dwellings  on  their  shattered  sue. 
Which  only  make  more  moum'd  and  more  end0V^4 
The  few  last  rays  of  their  far-scattef^d  light 
And  the  crosh'd  relics  of  their  yanis  Vd  might 
The  Roman  saw  these  tombs  in  his  own  ag^^ 
These  sepulchres  of  dties,  which  ^dte 
Sad  wonder,  and  his  yet  suryiving  i 
The  moral  lesson  bears,  drawn  from  su 

XLTI. 
That  page  is  now  before  me,  and  on  vatm 
Hit  country's  ruin  added  to  the  mass 
Of  perish'd  states  he  moum'd  in  thdr  dediiUH 
And  I  in  desolation :  all  that  voi 
Of  then  destruction  it;  and  now,  alas  I 
Rome — ^Rome  imperial,  bows  her  to  the  storm, 
In  the  same  dust  and  blackness,  and  we  pass 
The  skeleton  of  her  Titanic  form,* 
Wrecks  of  another  world,  whose  a^ei^  fitlU  ar^  Vftnn 

Yet,  Italy  1  through  every  other  land 
Thy  wrongs  should  ring,  and  shall,  from  side  to  sitlo; 
Mother  of  Arts !  as  once  of  arms :  tiiy  band 
Was  then  our  guardian,  and  is  still  our  guide; 
Parent  of  our  Religion  !  whom  the  wide 
Nations  have  knelt  to  for  the  keys  qI  heaToa  I 
Eim>pe,  repentant  of  her  parricide. 
Shall  yet  redeem  thee,  and,  all  baokwaid  drires, 
Roll  the  barbarian  tide,  and  sue  to  be  faigiTen. 

ZLYin. 

But  Amo  wins  us  to  the  fair  while  walls, 
Where  the  Etrurian  Athens  claimf  and  keeps 
A  softer  feeling  for  her  fairy  hidls. 
Girt  by  her  theatre  of  hills,  she  reaps 
Her  com,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  Plenty  leaps 

•  It  ia  Pootto*  "^o,\« 
the  exclamation,**  T3t  uxmaotD 
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To  laughing  life,  with  her  redundant  horn. 
Along  the  banks  where  snuling  Amo  sweeps 
Was  modem  Luxiuy  of  Commerce  bom, 
And  buried  Learning  rose,  redeemed  to  a  new  morn. 

XLIX. 
There,  too,  the  Gk>dde8s  loves  in  stone,  and  fills 
The  air  around  with  beauty ;  we  inhale 
The  ambrosial  aspect,  whicl:^  beheld,  instils 
Part  of  its  immortality ;  the  veil 
Of  heaven  is  half  undrawn ;  within  the  pale 
We  stand,  and  in  that  form  and  &ce  behold 
What  Mind  can  make,  when  Nature's  self  would  fail ; 
And  to  the  fond  idolaters  of  old 
Envy  the  innate  flash  which  such  a  soul  could  mould : 

We  gaze  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  where, 
Dazzled  and  dmnk  wiui  beauty,  till  the  heart 
Beels  with  its  fulness ;  there— for  ever  there— 
Chain'd  to  the  chariot  of  triumphal  Art, 
We  stand  as  captives,  and  would  not  depart. 
Away ! — there  need  no  words,  nor  terms  precise. 
The  paltry  jaxgon  of  the  marble  mart. 
Where  Pedantry  gulls  Folly — we  have  eyes : 
Blood— pulse— and  breast,  confirm  the  Daroan  shepherd's  prize. 

LI. 

Appeai'dst  thou  not  to  Paris  in  this  guise  ? 
Or  to  more  deeply  blest  Anohises  ?  or, 
In  all  thy  perfect  goddess-ship,  when  lies 
Before  thee  thy  own  vanquislrd  Lord  of  War? 
And  gazing  in  thy  face  as  toward  a  star. 
Laid  on  thy  lap,  his  eyes  to  thee  upturn. 
Feeding  on  thy  sweet  cheek !  while  thy  lips  are 
With  lava  kisses  melting  while  they  bum, 
Showei'd  on  his  eyelids,  brow,  and  mouth,  as  from  an  um  ? 

Ln. 

Olowing,  and  drcumfused  in  speechless  love. 
Their  full  divinity  inadequate 
That  feeling  to  express,  or  to  improve. 
The  gods  become  as  mortals,  ana  man's  fate 
Has  moments  like  their  brigntest ;  but  the  weight 
Of  earth  recoils  upon  us ;— let  it  g^ ! 
We  can  recall  sucn  visions,  and  create. 
From  what  has  been,  or  might  be,  things  which  grow 
Into  thy  statue's  form,  and  look  like  gods  below. 

IHL 

I  leave  to  leamed  fingers  and  wise  hands. 
The  artist  and  his  ape,  to  teach  and  tell 
How  well  his  connoisseurship  understands 
T^g;rac9ftil  b^nd,  and  the  voluptuous  swell ; 
2q  2 
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Let  these  desoribe  the  undescribablo : 
I  would  not  their  vile  breath  should  crisp  the  stream 
Wherein  that  image  shall  for  erer  dwell ; 
The  unruffled  mirror  of  the  loveliest  dream 
That  erer  left  the  sky  on  the  deep  soul  to  beam. 

UV. 
In  Santa  Crooe's  holy  precincts  lie 
Ashes  which  make  it  holier,  dust  which  is 
Even  in  itself  an  immortality. 
Though  there  were  nothing  save  the  past,  and  this, 
The  ^trticle  of  those  sublimities 
Which  have  relapsed  to  chaos : — here  repose 
Angelo's,  Alfieri  s  bones,  and  his, 
The  starry  Galileo,  with  his  woes  ; 
Here  Machiavelli's  earth  returned  to  whence  it  rose. 

LV. 
These  are  four  minds,  which,  like  the  elements, 
Might  furnish  forth  creation : — Italy  1 
Time,  which  hath  wronged  thee  wim  ten  thousand  rente 
Of  thine  imperial  garment,  shall  deny. 
And  hath  denied,  to  every  other  sky. 
Spirits  which  soar  from  ruin :  thy  decay 
Is  still  impregnate  with  diviniiy. 
Which  gilds  it  with  revivifying  ray ; 
Such  as  the  great  of  yore,  Canova  is  to-day. 

LVI. 
But  where  repose  the  all  Etruscan  three — 
Dante,  and  Petrarch,  and,  scarce  less  than  they. 
The  Bard  of  Prose,  creative  spirit !  he 
Of  the  Hundred  Tales  of  love— where  did  they  lay 
Their  bones,  distinguished  fix>m  our  common  day 
In  death  as  life  ?    Are  they  resolved  to  dust. 
And  have  their  country's  marbles  nought  to  say! 
Could  not  her  quarries  fiimish  forth  one  bust! 
Did  they  not  to  her  breast  their  filial  earth  entrust ! 


Ungrateful  Florence !  Dante  sleeps  afiur. 
Like  Sci^io,  buried  by  the  upbraiding  shore : 
Thy  factions,  in  their  worse  than  civil  war. 
Proscribed  the  bard  whose  name  for  evermore 
Their  children's  children  would  in  vain  adore 
With  the  remorse  of  ages ;  and  the  crown 
Which  Petrarch's  laureate  brow  supremely  wore, 
Upon  a  far  and  foreign  soil  had  grown. 
His  life,  his  fame,  his  grave,  though  rifleid— not  thine  o*9i 

Lvm. 
Bocca^o  to  \a&  ^T«Q.t  «arth  bequeath'd 
His  dust, — ^&xid.\x&%\\.Tvc3)\>\L<3it  ^5c«Bi(>«s&s»iq^ 
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him  who  form'd  the  Tuscan's  siren  tongue  ? 
t  music  in  itself,  whose  sounds  are  song, 
poetry  of  speech?  No ; — even  his  tomb 
om,  must  bear  the  hysena  bigot's  wrong, 
oaore  amidst  the  meaner  dead  find  room, 
aim  a  passing  sigh,  because  it  told  for  vfhomt 

MX. 

.  Santa  Croce  wants  their  mighty  dust ; 
for  this  want  more  noted,  as  of  yore 
CsBsar^s  pageant,  shorn  of  Brutus'  bust, 
but  of  Home's  best  Son  remind  her  more. 
»pier  Bayenna !  on  thy  hoary  shore, 
tress  of  falling  empire !  honoured  sleeps 
immortal  exile ; — ^Arqua,  too,  her  store 
iunefnl  relics  proudly  claims  and  keeps, 
Florence  yainly  begs  her  banish'd  dead  and  weeps. 

LX. 

it  is  her  p^^ramid  of  precious  stones  ? 

»orphyry,  jasper,  agate,  and  all  hues 

-em  and  marble,  to  encrust  the  bones 

aerchant-dukes?  the  momentary  dews 

ich,  sparkling  to  the  twilight  stars,  infuse 

ihness  in  the  green  turf  that  wraps  the  dead, 

>se  names  are  mausoleums  of  the  Muse, 

gently  prest  with  far  more  reverent  tread 

9Yer  paced  the  slab  which  paves  the  princely  head. 

LXI. 
re  be  more  things  to  greet  the  heart  and  eyes 
Lmo's  dome  of  Art's  most  princely  shrine, 
are  Sculpture  with  her  rainbow  sister  vies ; 
re  be  more  marvels  yet — ^but  not  for  mine ; 
I  have  been  accustom'd  to  entwine 
thoughts  with  Nature  rather  in  the  fields, 
n  Art  in  galleries :  though  a  work  divine 
s  for  my  n>irit's  homage,  yet  it  yields 
ban  it  feels,  because  the  weapon  which  it  wields 

TiXTT. 

f  another  temper,  and  I  roam 

rhrasimene's  letke,  in  the  defiles 

il  to  Ploman  rashness,  more  at  home ; 

there  the  Carthaginian's  warlike  wiles 

le  back  before  me,  as  his  skill  beguiles 

host  between  the  mountains  and  the  shore, 

3re  Courage  falls  in  her  despairing  files, 

.  torrents,  swoU'n  to  rivers  with  their  gore, 

through  the  sultry  plains,  with  legions  scatter'd  o'er, 

Lxni. 
)  to  a  forest  felVd  by  mountain  winds ; 
such  the  storm  of  battle  on  this  day. 
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And  suob  the  frensy,  whose  convuMon  blinds 
To  all  saye  oaniag^  that,  beneath  the  fray, 
An  eartiM^piake  reel'd  onheededly  away  1 
None  felt  rtem  Nature  rooking  at  his  xeet, 
And  yawning  forth  a  grare  for  those  who  lay 
Upon  thetr  bncklers  for  a  winding  sheet ; 
8aoh  is  tiie  absorbing  hate  when  warring  nations  meet ) 

Lzrr. 

The  Earth  to  them  was  as  a  rolling  bark 
Which  bore  them  to  Bt^nity ;  they  saw 
Hie  Ooean  round,  but  had  no  time  to  rank 
The  motions  of  Iheir  ressel ;  Natnre's  law^ 
In  them  suspended,  reok'd  not  of  the  awe 
Which  reigns  when  mountains  tremble,  and  the  birds 
Plunge  in  the  elouds  for  refuge  and  withd^w 
From  their  down-toppling  nests ;  and  bellowing  herds 
Stumble  o'er  heading  pUtins,  and  man's  dread  hatn  no  w(ia& 


Far  other  scene  is  Thrasimene  now ; 
Her  lake  a  sheet  of  silrer,  and  her  plain 
Bent  by  no  raTBge  save  the  gentie  moi^ ; 
Her  aged  trees  rise  thick  as  enoe  me  slain 
Lay  where  their  roots  are }  but  a  brook  hath  ta'ea— 
A  Httie  rill  of  scanty  stream  and  bed — 
A  name  of  blood  from  that  day's  sang^uine  rain ; 
And  Sanguinetto  tells  ye  where  the  dead 
Made  the  earth  wet,  and  tum'd  the  unwilling  waters  red. 


But  thou,  Clitumnus !  in  thy  sweetest  waye 
Of  the  most  living  crystal  that  was  e'er 
The  haunt  of  river  nymph^  to  gaee  and  lave 
Her  limbs  where  notninigf  hid  uiem,  thou  dost  rear 
Thy  grass  V  banks  whereon  the  milk-whit^  steer 
Grazes ;  the  purest  god  of  gentie  waters  f 
And  most  serene  of  aspect,  and  UL^xst  clear ; 
Surely  that  stream  was  xmprofaned  by  slaughters— 
A  mirror  iand  a  bath  for  Beauty's  youngest  daoghteis  I 


And  on  thy  happy  shore  a  Temple  still. 
Of  small  and  delicate  proportion,  keeps, 
tJpon  a  mild  declivity  of  hill. 
Its  memory  of  thee  ;  beneath  it  sweeps 
Thy  current's  calmness ;  oft  from  out  it  lei^M 
The  tinny  darter  with  the  flittering  scales, 
Who  dweWa  atidTe^c^YCL^s^  ^gA&ss^  deeps ; 
While,  chance,  eom^  «ca.\X»i?^^^\«c^«c^  «iSisi 
Down  where  ^e  aTaaakVo^w  ^w^  ^\SfiLVa^Niua.\9«as®ai^«»»- 
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LXYUI. 

Pass  not  iinblest  the  Genius  of  the  place  1 
If  through  the  air  a  zej^hyr  more  serene 
Win  to  "Uie  brow,  'tis  ms ;  and  if  ye  trace 
Along  his  margin  a  more  eloquent  green^ 
'  If  on  the  heart  the  freshness  of  the  scene 
Sprinkle  its  coolness,  and  from  the  dry  dust 
Of  weary  life  a  moment  lave  it  dean 
With  Nature's  baptism, — 'tis  to  him  ye  must 
Pay  orisons  for  this  suspension  of  disgust. 

LXEK. 

The  roar  of  waters  I— from  the  headlong  height 
Velino  cleaves  the  wave-worn  predpioe ; 
The  fall  of  waters !  rapid  as  the  light 
The  flashing  mass  foams  shaking  the  ab^ss ; 
The  hell  of  waters !  where  they  howl  and  hiss^ 
And  boil  in  endless  torture ;  while  the  sweat 
Of  their  great  agony,  wrung  out  from  thi^ 
Their  Phlegethon,  curls  round  the  rooks  of  jet 
That  gird  the  gulf  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set, 

LXX. 
And  mounts  in  spray  the  skies,  and  thence  a^in 
Betums  in  an  unceasing  shower,  which  roum^ 
With  its  imemptied  doud  of  gentle  raiti, 
Is  an  eternal  April  to  the  ground. 
Making  it  aU  one  emerald : — ^how  profound 
Thegmf  1  and  how  the  giant  element 
From  rock  to  rock  leai>s  with  delirious  bound, 
Crushing  the  diffs,  which,  downward  worn  and  rent. 
With  his  fierce  footsteps,  yield  in  chasms  a  fearful  vent 

LXXI. 

To  the  broad  column  which  rolls  on,  and  shows 
More  like  the  fountain  of  an  Infant  sea 
Tom  from  the  womb  of  mountains  by  the  throbs 
Of  a  new  world,  than  only  thus  to  be 
Parent  of  rivers,  which  flow  gushingly. 
With  many  windings,  through  the  vale  i-^liook  back  ! 
Lo !  where  it  comes  like  an  eternity. 
As  if  to  sweep  down  all  things  in  its  track. 
Charming  the  eye  with  dread, — ^a  matchless  cataract, 

LXXII. 
Horribly  beautiful  I  but  on  the  verge. 
From  side  to  side,  beneath  the  glittering  mom. 
An  Iris  sits,  amidst  the  infernal  surge, 
like  Hope  upon  a  death-bed,  and,  unwom 
Its  steady  dyes,  while  all  around  is  torn 
By  the  distracted  waters,  bears  sereue 
Its  brilliant  hues  with  all  their  beams  unshoni  *. 
Be8embling>  'mid  the  torture  of  the  scene, 
X0F9  watobing  Madness  with  unalterable  mien. 
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Lxxm. 
Once  more  m>on  the  woody  Apeimiiie» 
The  infant  Alps,  which — ^had  1  not  before 
Gased  on  their  mightier  piurents,  where  the  pine 
Bits  on  more  BhAggy  sunmiits,  and  where  roar 
The  thundering  lauwine — might  be  worshipp'd  more ; 
Bat  I  have  seen  the  soaring  Jungfrau  rear 
*     Her  never-trodden  snow,  and  seen  the  hoar 
Glaciers  of  bleak  Mont  Blanc  both  far  and  near, 
And  in  Chimari  heard  the  thnnder-hills  of  f  ear, 

LXXIV. 
Th'  Acroceraunian  mountains  of  old  name ; 
And  on  Parnassus  seen  the  eagles  fly 
like  spirits  of  the  spot,  as  'twere  for  &me, 
For  still  they  soared  unutterably  high : 
I've  look'd  on  Ida  with  a  Trojan's  eye  ; 
Athos,  Olympus,  .£tna.  Atlas,  made 
These  hills  seem  things  of  lesser  dignity. 
All,  save  the  lone  Soracte's  heiffhl^  displa/d 
Not  now  in  snow,  which  asks  the  lyric  Roman's  aid 

LXXV. 

For  our  remembrance,  and  from  out  the  plain 
Heaves  like  a  long-swept  wave.about'to  break, 
And  on  the  curl  hangs  pausing :  not  in  vain 
May  he,  who  will,  his  recoUecuons  rake. 
And  quote  in  classic  raptures,  and  awake 
The  hills  with  Latian  echoes  ;  I  abhorr'd 
Too  much,  to  conquer  for  the  poet's  sake. 
The  drill'd  dull  lesson,  forced  down  word  by  word 
In  my  repugnant  youth,  with  pleasure  to  record 

LXXVI. 

Aught  that  recalls  the  daily  drug  which  tum'd 
My  sickening  memory ;  and,  though  Time  bath  tm^lit 
My  mind  to  meditate  what  then  it  leam'd. 
Yet  such  the  fix'd  inveteracy  v^rought 
Bv  the  impatience  of  my  early  thought. 
That,  with  the  freshness  wearing  out  before 
My  mind  could  relish  what  it  might  have  sought, 
If  free  to  choose,  I  cannot  now  restore 
Its  health ;  but  wliat  it  then  detested,  still  abhor. 

Lxxvn. 
Then  farewell,  Horace ;  whom  I  hated  so. 
Not  for  thy  faults,  but  mine  ;  it  is  a  curse 
To  understand,  not  feel  thy  lyric  flow. 
To  comprehend,  but  never  love  thy  verse : 
Although  no  deeper  Moralist  rehearse 
Our  little  life,  nor  Bard  prescribe  his  art, 
Nor  livelier  Satirist  the  conscience  pierce. 
Awakening  wS\Xio\x\.  -woxwi^xi^  ^i^ft^Mch'd  heart, 
Yet  far*  the©  weW— \)i^Ti.^T«i«x^%  yv^^<&^^^^n^.» 
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LXXVlll. 

Ob  Rome !  my  comitry  !  city  of  the  soul  I 
Thd  orphans  of  the  heart  must  turn  to  thee. 
Lone  mother  of  dead  empires  !  and  control 
In  their  shut  breasts  their  petty  misery. 
What  are  our  woes  and  sufiteranoe?  Come  and  see 
The  cypress,  hear  the  owl,  and  plod  your  way 
0*er  steps  of  broken  thrones  and  temples,  Ye ! 
Whose  agonies  are  evils  of  a  day — 
A.  world  is  at  our  feet  as  fragile  as  our  day. 

The  Niobe  of  nations  !  there  she  stands. 
Childless  and  orownless,  in  her  Toieeless  woe ; 
An  empty  urn  within  her  withered  hands. 
Whose  holy  dust  was  scattered  long  ago ; 
The  Scipios'  tomb  contains  no  ashes  now; 
The  very  sepulchres  lie  tenantless 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers :  dost  thou  flow. 
Old  Tiber !  through  a  marble  wilderness  ? 
Rise,  with  thy  yellow  wayes,  and  mantle  her  distress. 

T.TTT, 

The  Gk>th,  the  Christian,  Tune,  War,  Flood,  and  Fire, 
Have  dealt  upon  the  seven-hill'd  city's  pride ; 
She  saw  her  glories  star  by  star  expire. 
And  up  the  i^ep  barbarian  monarchs  ride. 
Where  the  car  olimb'd  the  Capitol ;  far  and  wide 
Temple  and  tower  went  down,  nor  left  a  site  : 
Chaos  of  ruins  !  who  shall  trace  the  void, 
0*er  the  dim  fragments  cast  a  lunar  light. 
And  say,  ''here  was,  or  is,"  where  all  is  doubly  night  1 

LXXXI. 

The  double  night  of  ages,  and  of  her. 
Night's  daughter.  Ignorance,  hath  wrapt  and  wrap 
All  roimd  us  ;  we  but  feel  our  way  to  err : 
I'he  ocean  hath  its  chart,  the  stars  their  map, 
And  Knowledge  spreads  them  on  her  ample  lap  ; 
But  Rome  is  as  the  desert,  where  we  steer 
Stumbling  o'er  recollections ;  now  we  clap 
Our  hands,  and  cry  "  Eureka  1 "  it  is  clear- 
When  but  some  false  mirage  of  ruin  rises  near. 

Alas  !  the  lofty  city  I  and  alas  1 

The  trebly  hundred  triumphs  !*  and  the  day 

When  Brutus  made  the  dagger^s  edge  surpass 

The  conqueror^s  sword  in  bearing  fame  away  ! 

Alas,  for  Tull/s  voice,  and  Virf^'s  lay, 

And  Ldvy's  pictured  page ! — ^but  these  shall  be 

^««MiiM  klvw  890  for  the  anmber  of  trfnmphs.    He  ia  followed  hy  T»nv\n\tw..  »■ 
'^MUmpy  Mr.  Qibboa  Mod  the  modem  wTiten. 
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Hor  resurrection  ;  all  beside — decay. 
Alas  for  Eajth,  for  never  shall  we  see 
That  brightness  in  her  eye  she  bore  when  Borne  was  free ! 

T.xxxni. 
Oh  thou,  whose  ohoriot  roU'd  on  Fortone's  wheel, 
Triumphant  Sylla  !  Thoa>  who  didst  subdue 
Thy  country's  foes  ere  thou  Wouldst  y&aae  to  feel 
The  wrath  of  thy  owii  wrongs,  oir  reap  the  due 
Of  hosoxied  vengeance  till  tmne  eagles  flew 
O'er  prostrate  Asia ; — ^thou,  who  with  thy  frown 
Annihilated  senates — ^Roman.  too. 
With  all  thy  vices,  for  thou  aidst  lay  down 
With  an  atoning  sn^e  a  tnc»re  than  eeothly  ^fown— 

LXXXIV. 

The  dictatorial  wreath, — couldst  thou  divine 
To  what  would  one  dav  dwindle  that  Which  made 
Thee  more  than  mortal  ?  and  that  bo  supine 
B  V  aught  than  Romans  Borne  should  thus  be  laid  ? 
She  who  was  named  Eternal,  and  array'd 
Her  warriors  but  to  conquer — she  who  vodl'd 
Earth  with  her  haughty  shadow^  and  diq>lay'd 
Until  the  o'er-canopied  horizon  fail'd. 
Her  rushing  wings— Oh  1  she  who  WM  Allniglrify  hail'd  f 

Lxxir. 

S^lla  was  first  of  victors ;  but  our  own 
The  sagest  of  usurpers,  Cromwell ;  he 
Too  swept  off  senates  ^^lile  he  heVd  the  throne 
Down  to  a  block — ^immortal  rebe^  1    See 
What  crimes  it  costs  to  be  a  moment  &ee 
And  famous  through  all  ages  !  but  beneath 
His  fate  the  moral  lurks  o?  destiny ; 
His  day  of  double  victory  and  death 
Beheld  him  win  two  realms,  and^  happier^  yield  his  breath. 

LXXXYI. 

The  third  of  the  same  moon  whose  former  oourso 
Had  all  but  crown'd  him,  on  the  self -same  day 
Deposed  him  gently  from  his  throne  of  force, 
And  laid  him  with  the  earth's  precediiig  d£»r* 
And  show'd  not  Fortune  thus  how  fame  and  sway, 
And  all  we  deem  delightful,  and  consume 
Our  souls  to  compass  through  each  arduous  way, 
Are  in  her  eyes  less  happy  than  the  tomb  I 
Were  they  but  so  in  man  s,  how  different  were  his  doon' 

LXXZYn. 

And  thou,  dread  statue  I  yet  existent  in 
The  austerest  form  of  naked  majesty. 
Thou  who  "b^Jb^aVdft^^,  *  TSiVi.  ^ha  assassins*  din, 
At  thy  "batYifiA.'VjwBft  ^utiaXJ^oo^-^  ^«»»;^<^^ 
folding  "kua  xobo  m  ^'3^3^&^^!p3S»^?J , 
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An  offering  to  thine  altar  from  the  ^ueen 
Of  gods  and  men,  groat  Nemesis  !  did  he  die. 
And  thou,  too,  pensh,  Pompey  ?  hare  ye  been 
Victors  oi  countless  kings,  or  puppets  of  a  scene  f 

LXXXYm. 

And  thou,  the  thunder-stricken  nurse  of  Rome  1 
^e-wolf !  whole  brazen>imaged  diigs  impart 
The  milk  of  conquest  yet  within  the  dome 
Where,  as  a  monument  of  antique  art. 
Thou  standest  :^Mother  of  the  mighty  he&rt. 
Which  the  ereat  founder  suck'd  froni  thy  wild  teftt, 
Scorch'd  by  the  Homan  Jove's  ethereal  d!krt. 
And  thj  limbs  bllusk  with  lightning— dost  thou  vet 
Guard  thine  immortal  cubs,  nor  thy  ibnd  charge  forget  f 

LXXXIX. 

Thou  dost ; — ^but  aU  thy  foster-babes  are  dead— - 
The  men  of  iron :  and  the  world  hath  r^i'^d 
Cities  from  out  their  sepulclires :  men  bled 
In  imitation  ox  the  things  they  f  ear'd. 
And  fought  and  conquer'd,  and  the  same  course  steered, 
At  apish  distance  ;  but  as  yet  none  have, 
Nor  could,  the  same  supremai^  bave  near'd, 
Saye  one  vain  man,  who  is  not  m  the  grave. 
But,  Tanquish'd  by  himself,  to  his  own  uaves  a  slave^^ 

ici. 
The  fool  of  false  dominion — and  a  kind 
Of  bastard  CsBsar,  following  him  of  old 
With  steps  unequal ;  for  the  Roman's  mind 
Was  modell'd  in  a  less  terrestrial  mould. 
With  passions  fiercer,  yet  a  judgment  cold, 
And  an  immortal  instinct  which  redeemed 
The  frailties  of  a  heart  so  soft,  yet  bold, 
Alcides  with  the  distaff  now  he  seem'd 
At  Cleopatra's  feet,— and  now  himself  he  oeamM, 

xct. 
And  came — and  saw— and  conquered  1  But  the  man 
Who  would  have  tamed  his  eagles  down  to  floo, 
like  a  trained  falcon,  in  the  Gallic  van. 
Which  he,  in  sooth,  long  led  to  victory, 
With  a  deaf  heart  which  never  seem'd  to  bd 
A  listener  to  itself,  was  strangely  framed ; 
With  but  one  weakest  weakness— vanity, 
Coquettish  in  ambition — still  he  aim'd — 
At  what  ?  can  he  avouch— or  answer  what  he  daim'd  f 

xon. 
And  would  be  all  or  nothing- nor  could  wait 
For  the  sure  grave  to  level  him  ;  few  years 
Sad  Bx'd  bun  with,  the  Cassaxs  in  his  fate, 
On  whom  we  tread :  For  this  the  conqueror  reiaaci 
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Tho  oroh  of  triamph !  and  for  this  i^e  tearfl 
And  blood  of  earth  flow  on  as  they  haye  floVd, 
An  universal  deluge,  which  appears 
Without  an  ark  for  wretched  man's  abode. 
And  ebbs  but  to  reflow  l—Benew  thy  rainbow,  God  i 

zcm. 
What  from  this  barren  being  do  we  reap  ? 
Our  senses  narrow,  and  our  reason  frail, 
life  short,  and  truth  a  gem  which  loyes  the  deep. 
And  all  things  weigh'd  in  custom's  falsest  scale ; 
Opinion  an  omnipotence,— whose  veil 
Mantles  the  earth  with  darkness,  until  right 
And  wrong  are  accidents,  and  men  grow  pale 
Lest  their  own  judgments  should  become  too  bright, 
And  their  free  thoughts  be  crimes,  and  earth  have  tiX)  moM 
Ught. 

XOIV. 
And  thus  they  plod  in  sluggish  misery. 
Rotting  from  sire  to  son,  and  age  to  age. 
Proud  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  so  die. 
Bequeathing  thdir  hereditary  rage 
To  the  new  race  of  inborn  slayes,  who  wage 
War  for  their  chains,  and  rather  than  be  free. 
Bleed  gladiator-like,  and  still  engage 
Within  the  same  arena  where  they  see 
Their  fellows  fall  before,  like  leayes  of  tiie  same  tree. 

xov. 

I  speak  not  of  men's  creeds— they  rest  between 
Man  and  his  Maker — ^but  of  things  allow'd, 
Averr'd,  and  known, — and  daily,  hourly  seen— 
The  yoke  that  is  upon  us  doubly  bow'd. 
And  the  intent  of  tyranny  avowd. 
The  edict  of  Earth's  rulers,  who  are  grown 
The  anes  of  him  who  humbled  once  the  proud, 
And  snook  them  from  their  slumbers  on  the  throne: 
Too  glorious,  were  this  all  his  mighty  arm  had  done. 

XOVI. 
Can  tyrants  but  by  tyrants  conquered  be. 
And  Freedom  find  no  champion  and  no  child 
Such  as  Columbia  saw  arise  when  she 
Sprung  forth  a  Pallas,  arm'd  and  undefiled  ? 
Or  must  such  minds  be  nourish'd  in  the  wild. 
Deep  in  the  impruned  forest,  'midst  the  roar 
Of  cataracts,  where  nursing  Natiu«  smiled 
On  infant  Washington  ?    Has  Earth  no  more 
Such  seeds  within  her  breast,  or  Europe  no  ^ch  shore' 

xcrvn. 
But  "France  go\.  ^tvwJBL  V\>iJa.\?LwA\Ki^«jra!i*»^a^^ 
And  f at&V  Yia\e  Vet  ^\.\«\isiJcwa.\»^«tt. 
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To  Freedom's  oause^  in  every  age  and  climo ; 
Because  the  deadly  days  which  we  have  seen. 
And  vile  Ambition,  that  built  up  between 
Man  and  his  hopes  an  adamantine  wall, 
And  the  base  pageant  last  upon  the  scene, 
Are  grown  the  pretext  for  ttie  eternal  thrall 
Which  nips  life's  tree,  and  dooms  man's  worst— his  sooond  1x11. 

ZOVlii* 

Tet,  Freedom  1  yet  thy  banner,  torn,  bat  flying. 
StrcNEuns  like  the  thimder-storm  against  the  wind ; 
Thy  trompet  voice,  though  broken  now  and  dying. 
The  loade«t  still  the  tempest  leaves  behind ; 
Thy  tree  hath  lost  its  blossoms,  and  the  rind, 
Chopp'd  by  the  axe,  looks  rough  and  little  worth. 
But  tne  sap  lasts,— and  still  the  seed  we  find 
Sown  deep,  even  in  the  bosom  of  the  North ; 
So  shall  a  better  spring  less  bitter  fruit  bring  forth. 

ZOIZ. 

There  is  a  stem  round  tower  of  other  days. 
Firm  as  a  fortress,  with  its  fence  of  stone. 
Such  as  an  army's  baffled  strength  delays. 
Standing  with  half  its  battlements  alone, 
And  with  two  thousand  years  of  ivy  grown, 
The  garland  of  eternity,  where  wave 
The  green  leaves  over  all  by  time  o'ertbrown  ;— 
What  was  this  tower  of  strength  ?  within  its  cave 
What  treasure  lay  so  lock'd,  so  bid? — A  woman's  gravo. 


But  who  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  dead, 
Tomb'd  in  a  palace  ?  Was  she  chaste  and  fair  ? 
Worthy  a  king's,  or  more — a  Roman's  bed? 
What  race  of  chiefs  and  heroes  did  she  bear? 
What  daughter  of  her  beauties  was  the  heir  ? 
How  lived— how  loved— how  died  she  ?    Was  she  not 
So  honour'd — and  conspicuously  there. 
Where  meaner  relics  must  not  dare  to  rot, 
Placed  to  commemorate  a  more  than  mortal  lot? 

01. 

Was  she  as  those  who  love  their  lords,  or  they 
Who  love  the  lords  of  others  ?  such  have  been 
Even  in  the  olden  time,  Rome's  annals  say. 
Was  she  a  matron  of  Cornelia's  mien. 
Or  the  light  air  of  Eg^t's  graceful  queen. 
Profuse  of  joy — or  'gainst  it  did  she  war 
Inveterate  m  virtue  ?    Did  she  lean 
To  the  soft  Bide  of  the  heart,  or  wisely  bar 
Zare  from  amongst  her  fi^efa  ? — for  such  the  affocWoxA  vr^ 
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en. 
Perchance  ehe  died  in  youth :  it  may  be,  boVd 
With  woea  far  heavier  than  the  ponderous  tomb 
That  weigh'd  upon  her  gentle  dust,  a  oloud 
Might  gather  oW  her  beauty,  and  a  gloom 
In  ner  dark  eye,  prophetic  of  the  doom 
Heaven  gives  its  fovourites— early  death;  yet  shed 
A  sunset  charm  around  her,  and  ulume 
With  hectic  light  the  Hesperus  of  the  dead. 
Of  her  consuming  cheek  the  autumnal  leaf-like  red. 

cm. 

Perohanoe  she  died  in  age— snrriving  all, 
Charms,  kindred,  c^uldren—- with  tiie  alv«r  grpj 
On  her  long  tresses,  which  mighi  yet  reeaB, 
It  may  be,  still  a  something  ol  the  day 
When  they  were  braided,  and  her  proud  array 
And  lovely  form  were  ^visd,  m^ised,  and  ^ed 
By  Rome— But  whither  would  T^onjeoture  8tz«yl 
Thus  much  alone  we  know — ^Metella  died, 
The  wealthiest  Roman's  wife :  Behold  his  love  or  pride ! 

GIY. 
I  know  not  why^— but  standing  thus  by  thee 
It  seems  as  if  I  had  thine  inmate  known, 
Thou  Tomb  !  and  other  days  oome  baok  on  ma 
With  recollected  music,  thou^  the  t<me 
Is  changed  and  solemn,  like  uie  cloudy  groan 
Of  dying  thunder  on  the  distant  wind ; 
Yet  could  I  seat  me  by  this  ivied  stone 
Till  I  had  bodied  forth  the  heated  mind 
Forms  from  the  floating  wreck  which  Ruin  leaves  bdiinJ ; 

ov. 

And  from  the  planks,  far  shattered  o'er  the  rooka» 
Built  me  a  little  bark  <^  hope,  once  more 
To  battle  with  the  ocean  and  the  shocks 
Of  the  loud  breakers,  and  the  eeaseleis  roar 
Which  rushes  on  the  solitary  shore 
Where  all  lies  foundered  ^b&t  was  ever  dear : 
But  could  I  gather  from  the  wave-worn  store 
Enough  for  my  rude  boat,  where  should  I  steer? 
There  woos  no  home^  nor  hope,  nor  life,  save  what  is  Mn> 

ovi. 
Then  let  the  winds  howl  o^ !  their  harmony 
Shall  henceforth  be  my  mt^sic,  and  the  n|gnl 
The  sound  shall  temper  with  the  owleti^  cryi 
As  I  now  hear  them,  in  the  fadin£^  Hght 
Dim  o'er  the  bird  of  darkness'  nt^ive  site^ 
Answering  each  other  on  the  P^Jatine, 
With  their  large  eyes,  all  glistening  grey  and  brigs^ 
And  8a.\\\n^  ■9^si\oT».— ^^\i  waab.  a  ^rine 
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ovn. 
CjpreM  and  ivy,  weed  and  wallflower  grown 
Matted  and  niass'd  together,  hillooks  heap'd 
On  what  were  chambers,  aroh  crush'd,  column  strown 
In  fragments,  choked  up  vaults,  and  frescos  steep'd 
In  subterranean  damps,  where  the  owl  peep'd, 
Deeming  it  midnight : — Temples,  baths,  or  halls  ? 
Pronounce  who  can ;  for  all  tnat  Learning  reap'd 
From  her  reaearch  hath  been,  that  these  are  walls — 
Behold  the  Imperial  Mount !  'tis  thus  the  mighty  falls. 

OYm. 

There  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales ; 

'T  is  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past. 

First  Freedom,  and  then  Glory— when  that  fails, 

Wealth,  vice,  corruption— barbarism  at  last. 

And  History,  with  all  her  volumes  vast. 

Hath  but  (MM  pAg|0> — *^  is  better  written  here 
.    Where  gorgeous  Tyranny  hath  thus  amass'd 

All  treaisurea,  all  deUghta,  that  eye  w  ear. 
Heart,  soul  could  seek,  tongue  ask— Away  with  words !  draw 
near, 

cix. 
Admire,  exult — despise — laugh,  weep,— for  here 
There  is  such  matter  for  all  feeling  : — Man ! 
Thou  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear, 
Ages  and  realms  are  crowded  in  this  span. 
This  moimtain,  whose  obliterated  plan 
The  pyramid  of  empires  pinnacled, 
Of  GHory's  gewgaws  shimnff  in  the  van 
Till  the  sun's  rays  with  added  flame  were  fill'd  ! 
Where  are  its  golden  roofs  ?  where  those  who  dared  to  build  t 

ox. 
Tully  was  not  so  eloquent  as  thou, 
Thou  nameless  column  with  the  buried  base  I 
Whait  are  the  laurels  of  the  Csosar's  brow  ? 
Crown  me  with  iyv  from  his  dwelling-place. 
Whose  arch  or  piUar  meets  me  in  the  face, 
Titus  or  Trajan^s  ?    No— 'tis  that  of  Time : 
Triumph,  arch,  pillar,  all  he  doth  displace 
Scoffing  ;  and  apostoUc  statues  climb 
To  crush  the  imperial  urn,  whose  ashes  slept  sublime,* 

CXI. 

Buried  in  air,  the  deep  blue  sky  of  Home, 
And  looking  to  the  stars :  they  had  contain'd 
A  spirit  which  with  these  would  find  a  home. 
The  last  of  those  who  o'er  the  whole  earth  reign'd, 
The  Roman  globe,  for  after  none  sustain'd, 
Bi^t  yielded  back  his  conquests :— he  was  more 
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Than  a  mere  Alexander,  and,  iinstain'd 
With  household  blood  and  wine,  serenely  wore 
His  sovereign  Tirtues — still  we  Trajan's  name  adoro. 

cxu. 
Where  is  the  rock  of  Triumph,  the  high  place 
Where  Rome  embraced  her  heroes?  mere  the  steep 
Tarpoian  T  fittest  goal  of  Treason's  race, 
The  promontory  whence  the  Traitor's  Leap 
Cured  aU  ambiuon.    Did  the  conquerors  heap 
Their  spoils  here  I    Yes ;  and  in  yon  field  below, 
A  thousand  years  of  silenced  factions  sleep — 
The  Forum,  where  the  immortal  accents  glow. 
And  still  the  eloquent  air  breathes — bums  with  Cioero  t 

oxm. 
The  field  of  freedom,  foction,  fame,  and  blood: 
Here  a  proud  people  s  passions  were  exhaled, 
From  the  first  hour  of  empire  in  the  bud 
To  that  when  further  worlds  to  conquer  fail'd ; 
But  long  before  had  Freedom's  face  been  yeil'd, 
And  Azuurchy  assumed  her  attributes ; 
Till  eyery  lawless  soldier  who  assail'd 
Trod  on  the  trembling  senate's  slavish  mutes, 
Or  raised  the  venal  voice  of  baser  prostitutes. 

oxiv. 

Then  turn  we  to  her  latest  tribune's  name. 
From  her  ten  thousand  tyrante  turn  to  thee, 
Bedeemer  of  dark  centuries  of  shame — 
The  friend  of  Petrarch—  hope  of  Italy— 
Bienzi !  last  of  Romans  !    While  the  tree 
Of  freedom's  withered  trunk  puts  forth  a  leaf. 
Even  for  thy  tomb  a  garland  let  it  be — 
The  forum's  champion,  and  the  people's  chief— 
Her  new-born  Numa  thou — with  reign,  alas !  too  l^M 

cxv. 
Ec^eria !  sweet  creation  of  some  heart 
Which  found  no  mortal  resting-place  so  fair 
As  thine  ideal  breast ;  whate'er  thou  art 
Or  wert,— a  young  Aurora  of  the  air. 
The  n3rmpholepsy  of  some  fond  desjMiir; 
Or,  it  might  be,  a  beauty  of  the  eartii, 
Who  found  a  more  than  common  yotary  there 
Too  much  adoring  ;  whatsoe'er  thy  birui, 
Thou  wert  a  beautiful  thought,  and  softly  bodied  fbrik 

cxvi. 
The  mosses  of  thy  fountain  still  are  sprinkled 
With  thine  Elysian  water-drops :  the  &ce 
Of  thy  cave-g<iM^"e^«kWca.^,VAk"^«exaunwrinklad, 

Whose  groeB ,  V\\^  mw^xv  Tv<yw  \wi  lasst^  ^ 
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Art's  works ;  nor  must  the  delicate  waters  sleep, 
IMson'd  in  marble,  bubbling  from  the  base 
Of  the  cleft  statue,  with  a  gentle  leap 
The  rill  runs  o'er,  and  round  tern,  flowers,  and  ivy  creep, 

cxvn. 
Fantastically  tangled :  the  green  hills 
Are  clothed  with  early  blossoms,  through  the  grass 
The  qnick-eyod  lizard  rustles,  and  the  bills 
Of  summer-birds  sing  welcome  as  ye  pass ; 
Flowera  fresh  in  hue,  and  many  in  their  class, 
Imploro  the  pausing  step,  and  with  their  dyes 
Dance  in  the  soft  breeze  in  a  fairy  mass ; 
The  sweetness  of  the  violet's  deep  blue  eyes, 
Kiss'd  by  the  breath  of  heaven;  seems  colour'd  by  its  skic?. 

oxvm. 
Here  didst  thou  dwell,  in  this  enchanted  cover, 
Egcria !  thy  all  heavenly  bosom  beating 
For  the  far  footsteps  of  thy  mortal  lover ; 
The  purple  Midnight  veil'd  that  mystic  meeting 
With  her  most  starry  canopy,  and  seating 
Thyself  by  thine  adorer,  what  befel  ? 
This  cave  was  surely  shaped  out  for  the  greeting 
Of  an  enamour'd  Goddess,  and  the  cell 
Haimted  by  holy  Love— the  earliest  oracle  1 

cxix. 

And  didst  thou  not,  thy  breast  to  l^is  replying. 
Blond  a  celestial  with  a  human  heart ; 
And  Love,  which  dies  as  it  was  bom,  in  sighing, 
Share  with  immortal  transports  ?  coiild  thine  art 
Make  them  indeed  immortal,  and  impart 
The  purity  of  heaven  to  earthly  joys, 
Expel  the  venom  and  not  blunt  the  dart — 
The  dull  satiety  which  all  destroys — 
And  root  from  out  the  soul  the  deadly  weed  whioh  doysl 

cxx. 
Alas  !  oviT  young  affections  run  to  waste. 
Or  water  but  the  desert ;  whence  arise 
But  weeds  of  dark  luxuriance,  tares  of  haste. 
Rank  at  the  core,  though  tempting  to  the  eyes, 
Flowers  whose  wild  odours  breathe  but  agonies. 
And  trees  whose  gums  are  poisons ;  such  the  plants 
Which  spring  beneath  her  steps  as  Passion  flies 
O'er  the  world's  wilderness,  and  vainly  pants 
Por  some  celestial  fruit  forbidden  to  our  wants. 

CXXL 
Oh  Love  !  no  habitant  of  earth  thou  art — 
An  unseon  seraph,  we  believe  in  thee, — 
A  faith  whose  martyrs  are  the  broken  beatt,— •  •  ,/ 

J3ut  never  yot  hath  seen,  nor  e'er  shall  ae*  ' 
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The  naked  eye,  thy  form,  as  it  should  be ; 
The  mind  hath  made  thee,  as  it  peopled  heayen, 
Even  with  its  own  desiring  phantasy, 
And  to  a  thought  subh  shape  and  image  given. 
As  haunts  the  unquench'd  soul— parch' d — wearied— wning- 
and  riven. 

oxxn. 
Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind  diseased. 
And  fevers  into  false  creation : — ^where, 
"Where  are  the  forms  the  sculptor's  soul  hatii  seized  ? 
In  him  alone.    Can  Nature  show  so  fair  ? 
Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we  dare 
Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  m«i. 
The  unreadi'd  Paradise  or  our  despair, 
"Which  o'er-inf  orms  the  pencil  and  the  pen, 
And  overpowers  the  page  where  it  would  bloom  again? 

oxxm. 
Who  loves,  raves— 'tis  youth's  fronsy— but  the  cure 
Is  bitterer  still,  as  charm  by  charm  unwinds 
Which  robed  our  idols,  and  we  see  too  sure 
Nor  worth  nor  beauty  dwells  from  out  the  mind's 
Ideal  shape  of  such  ;  yet  stiil  it  binds 
The  fatal  spell,  and  still  it  draws  us  on. 
Heaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft-sown  winds ; 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  begun, 
Seems  ever  near  the  prize, — ^wealthie^  when  most  undone. 

CXXIV. 

We  wither  from  our  youth,  we  gasp  away- 
Sick — sick ;  unfound  the  boon — ^unslaked  the  thirst, 
Though  to  the  la&t>  in  verge  of  our  decay. 
Some  phantom  lures,  such  as  we  sought  at  first' 
But  all  too  late, — ^so  are  we  doubly  curst. 
Love,  fame,  ambition,  avarice— 'lis  the  same, 
Saoh  idle— and  all  ill— and  none  the  worst— 
t*or  all  are  meteors  with  a  different  name. 
And  Death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishes  the  flame. 

ozxv. 
Few— none— find  what  they  love  or  could  have  toved, 
Though  accident,  blind  contact,  an4  the  stnoag 
Necessity  of  loving,  have  removed 
Antipathies— -but  to  reour,  ere  long, 
EnvenomM  with  irrevooable  wrong'; 
And  Circumstance,  that  unspiritual  god 
And  miscreator,  inakeli  and  bdps  along 
Our  coming  evils  with  a  crutch-like  rod,  ^. 

Whose  touch  turns  Hope  to  dust,— the  dust  we  all  W*  ^^ 

OXXVI. 

Our  life  \b  aio^Bo  'nAX3Qi£«-^\K&tv(A.V&. 

The  harmony  ot  ASoan^,— V3fci\a\i«t^^^«!t^^ 
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Thisuneradicable  taiot  of  sin, 
This  bou^dlel38  upas,  this  all-blasting  tree, 
Whose  root  is  earth}  whose  leaves  and  branches  be 
The  skies  which  raijQ  their  places  on  men  like  dew — 
Disease^  death,  bondage— all  Uie  woes  we  see, 
And  worse,  the  woes  we  see  not— which  throb  through 
The  immedioEkble  soul,  with  heart-aches  ever  new. 


Yet  lot  us  ponder  boldly — ^"tis  a  base 
Abandonment  of  reason  to  resign 
Our  right  of  thought— our  last  and  only  place 
Of  rerage :  this,  at  least,  shall  still  be  mine : 
Though  from  our  birth  the  faculty  divine 
Is  chffln'd  and  tortured — gabin'd,  cribb'd,  confined, 
And  bred  fn  darlrpess,  lest  the  truth  should  shine 
Too  brightly  on  1^  upprepared  mind. 
The  beam  pours  in,  for  t&oe  aod  skUl  will  couch  the  blind. 


Arches  on  arches !  as  it  were  that  Rome, 
Collecting  the  chief  trophies  of  her  line. 
Would  build  up  all  her  triumphs  in  one  dome. 
Her  Coliseum  stands :  the  moonbeams  shine 
As  'twere  its  natural  torches,  for  divine 
Should  be  the  light  which  streams  here,  to  illume 
This  long-explored  but  stiU  ezhaustless  mine 
Of  contemplation ;  and  the  azure  gloom 
Of  an  Italian  night,  where  the  deep  skies  assume 


Hues  which  have  words,  and  speak  to  ye  of  heaven. 
Floats  o*er  this  vast  and  wondrous  monument, 
And  shadows  forth  its  glory.    There  is  given 
Unto  the  things  of  eaith,  whicdi  Time  hath  bent, 
A  spirit's  iMing,  and  where  he  hath  leant 
His  hand,  but  bK^e  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 
And  magic  in  the  ruin'd  battiement. 
For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Must  yield  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ages  are  its  dower. 

oxzx. 

Oh  Time  !  the  baautifier  of  the  dead, 
Adomer  of  the  ruin,  oomlortor 
And  only  healer  wh^n  the  heart  hatii  bled— 
Time  1  tne  corrector  where  our  judgments -err, 
The  test  of  truth,  loYe,—sole  philosophy. 
For  all  bedde  are  sophists,  from  thy  thrift, 
Which  never  loses  though  it  doth  aef  er — 
lime,  the  avenger  /  unto  thee  I  lift 
Ifjrhanda,  and  eyes,  and  heart,  and  crave  oi  tboe  ^  gvVv". 
2  B  2 
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CXXXI. 

Amidst  tbis  wreck,  where  thou  hast  made  a  shrine 
And  temple  more  divinely  desolate. 
Among  thy  mightier  offerings  here  are  mine, 
Rnins  of  years — though  few,  yet  full  of  fate  :— 
If  thou  hast  ever  seen  me  too  elate. 
Hear  me  not ;  but  if  calmly  1  have  borne 
(rood,  and  reserved  my  pride  against  the  hate 
Which  shall  not  whelm  me,  let  me  not  have  worn 
This  iron  in  my  soul  in  vain — shall  they  not  mourn! 

oxxxn. 
And  thou,  who  never  yet  of  human  wrong 
1^0 it  the  unbalanced  scale,  great  Nemesis  ! 
J I  ere,  where  the  ancient  paid  thee  homage  long— 
Thou  who  didst  call  the  Furies  from  the  abyss, 
And  round  Orestes  bade  them  howl  and  hiss 
For  that  unnatural  retribution — just, 
Had  it  but  been  from  hands  less  near— in  this 
Th3'  former  realm,  I  call  thee  from  the  dust ! 
Dost  thou  not  hoar  my  heart  ? — ^Awake  !  thou  shalt,  and  n 

oxxxm. 
It  is  not  that  I  may  not  have  incurr*d 
For  my  ancestral  faults  or  mine  the  wound 
T  bleed  withal,  and,  had  it  been  conferr'd 
With  a  just  weapon,  it  had  fiow'd  unbound ; 
But  now  ray  blood  shall  not  sink  in  the  ground ; 
To  thee  I  do  devote  it — thou  shalt  take 
Tho  vengeance,  which  shall  yet  be  sought  and  found, 

Which  if  /  have  not  taken  for  the  sake 

But  let  that  pass — I  sleep,  but  thou  shalt  yet  awake. 

OXXXIV. 

And  if  my  voice  break  forth,  'tis  not  that  now 
I  shrink  from  what  is  suffered :  let  him  speak 
Who  hath  beheld  decline  upon  my  brow. 
Or  seen  my  mind's  convulsion  leave  it  weak ; 
But  in  this  page  a  record  will  I  seek. 
Not  in  the  air  shall  these  my  words  disperse, 
Though  I  be  ashes ;  a  fia,r  ho\ir  shall  wroak 
Tho  deop  prophetic  fulness  of  this  verse. 
And  pile  on  human  heads  the  mountain  of  my  corso  t 

cxxxv. 
That  curse  shall  be  Forgiveness. — Have  T  net- 
Hear  me,  my  mother  Earth  1  behold  it,  Heaven  I— 
Have  I  not  had  to  wrestle  with  my  lot  ? 
Have  I  not  suffered  things  to  be  forgiven  ? 
Have  I  not  had  my  brain  sear'd,  my  heart  riireii, 
Hopes  sapp'd,  uwaofi  blighted.  Life's  life  lied  away ! 
And  on\y  uo\.  to  d.«i«^T^\I\Qvi  ^Tc»«a., 
Bccau&e  ivot  B^U)se^^vOT  cA  wcvOsv  0^«5 
As  rots  into  t\i©  %o\\\s  o\  VJl\o^^>>cvwsv\  ^cst^wj. 
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CXXXYI. 
From  mighty  wrongs  to  petty  perfidy 
Have  I  not  seen  what  human  things  could  do  ? 
From  the  loud  roar  of  foaming  calumny 
To  the  small  whisper  of  the  as  paltry  few. 
And  subtler  yenom  of  the  reptUe  crew, 
The  Janus  glance  of  whose  significant  eye. 
Learning  to  lie  with  silence,  would  seem  true. 
And  without  utterance,  save  the  shrug  or  sigh. 
Deal  round  to  happy  fools  its  speechless  obloquy. 

cxxxvn. 
But  I  have  lived,  and  have  not  lived  in  vain : 
Idy  mind  may  lose  its  force,  my  blood  its  fire. 
And  my  frame  perish  even  in  conquering  pain  ; 
But  there  is  that  within  me  which  shall  tiro 
Torture  and  Time,  and  breathe  when  I  expire ; 
Something  unearthly,  which  they  deem  not  of, 
like  the  remember'd  tone  of  a  mute  lyre, 
Shall  on  their  soften'd  spirits  sink,  and  move 
In  hearts  all  rocky  now  the  late  remorse  of  love. 

oxzxvin. 
The  seal  is  set. — ^Now  welcome,  thou  dread  power  ! 
Nameless,  yet  thus  omnipotent,  which  here 
Walk'st  in  the  shadow  of  the  midnight  hour 
With  a  deep  awe,  yet  all  distinct  from  fear ; 
Thy  haunts  are  ever  where  the  dead  walls  rear 
Their  ivy  mantles,  and  the  solemn  scene 
Derives  from  thee  a  sense  so  deep  and  clear 
That  we  become  a  part  of  what  has  been, 
And  gi'ow  unto  the  spot,  all-seeing  but  unseen. 

CXXXEE. 

And  here  the  buzz  of  eager  nations  ran, 
in  murmur'd  pity,  or  loud-roar*d  applause. 
As  man  was  elaughter'd  by  his  fellow  man. 
And  wherefore  sukughter'd  ?  wherefore,  but  because 
Such  were  the  bloody  Circus'  genial  laws, 
And  the  imperial  pleasure. — Wherefore  not? 
What  matters  where  we  fall  to  fill  the  maws 
Of  worms — on  battle-plains  or  listed  spot  ? 
fioth  are  but  theatres  where  the  chief  actors  rot. 

OXL. 
I  see  before  me  the  Gladiator  lie  : 
He  leans  upon  his  hand — his  manly  brow 
Consents  to  death,  but  conquers  agony, 
And  his  droop'd  head  sinks  gradually  low — 
And  through  his  side  the  last  drops,  ebbing  slow 
From  the  red  gash,  fall  heavy,  one  by  one. 
Like  the  firat  of  a  thunder-showei* ;  and  now 
The  arena'  swims  around  him— he  is  gone, 
ISre  ceased  tbeiuhuman  shout  which  hail'd  tlio  viveVeV  ^'.\o  ^«^ 
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He  beard  it,  but  he  heeded  not — his  eyes 
Were  with  his  hearty  and  that  was  far  away ; 
lie  reck'd  not  of  the  life  he  lost  nor  prise, 
But  wher4  bis  rude  hut  by  the  Daauoe  lay, 
T/iere  wore  his  young  barbarians  all  at  piay^ 
There  was  their  Dadan  motheiS^he^  their  ar^ 
Butcher'4  to  mf^e  a  fioman  holiday ! — 
All  this  ruah'd  with  his  blood — Shul  he  expire 
And  unavenged  ? — Arise  !.ye  GKoths  and  glut  your  h«  I 

But  here,  where  Mwder  breitthdd  her  bloody  stefksar; 
And  here,  where  boseing  nations  choked  the  waySi 
And  roar*d  or  mormni'd  Hko  a  moontain  stream 
Dashing  or  winding  as  the  torrent  strays  ; 
Here,  where  the  Roman  iioillion  s  blame  or  prafse 
Was  death  or  life,  the  playthings  of  a  crowd. 
My  voice  sounds  much — and  falfthe  stu's'  faint  rays 
On  the  arena  void — seats  onish'd — ^walls  boVd— 
And  galleries,  where  my  Steps  seem  echoes  strangely  Iwii 

oxun. 
A  ruin — yet  what  ruin  1  from  its  mass 
Walls,  palaces,  half-cities,  hay^bsen  rested 
Yet  oft  the  enormous  skeleton  ye  Mss, 
And  morvd  where  the  spoil  oonld  hare  sppoai'd. 
Hath  it  indeed  been  plundei^d,  or  but  dear^d? 
Alas  !  developed,  opras  the  decays 
When  the  colossal  fabric's  form  hi  near'd  r 
It  will  not  bear  the  brightness  of  the  day, 
Which  streams  too  much  on  all  years,  Toiiit,  hare  refk  awar. 

OXLiT. 

But  when  the  rising  moon  begins  to  climb 
Its  topmost  arch,  and  gently  pauses  there ; 
When  the  stars  twinkle  through  the  loops  of  timo. 
And  the  low  night-breezo  waves  along  the  air 
The  garland-forest,  which  the  gray  walls  wear, 
Like  laurels  on  the  bald  first  Osesar^s  head ; 
When  the  light  shines  serene  but  doth  not  glard. 
Then  in  this  magic  circle  raise  the  dead : 
Heroes  have  trod  this  spot — 'tis  on  their  dust  ye  tread. 


"While" stands  the  Coliseuin.  Romo  shall  staUd ; 
"  When  falls  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  fall ;  , 

"  And  when  Rome  falls— the  World."      From  our  o*n  w='' 
Thus  spake  the  pilgrims  o'er  this  mighty  wall 
In  Saxon  times,  wMch  we  are  wont  to  call 
Ancient ;  and  these  three  mortal  things  dro  still 
On  their  foundations,  and  unaltered  all  ; 
Rome  and  "bieT  "Rvaiv  ^^a^'BjeAsui^Kssti*  ^Vill, 
*rhe  "World,  t\ie  sa-Tcia  ^ndi^  dsvi — cl\Jt&sss«s.,  csfj^^asiu'v^k'^ 
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OXLVI.      ' 

Simple,  erect,  severe,  austere,  sublime — 
Shrine  of  all  saints  and  temple  of  all  gods. 
From  Jove  to  Jesus — spared  tod  blest  by  time ; 
Looking  tranquillity,  while  falls  or  nod^ 
Arch,  empire,  each  thing  round  thee,  and  tiiah  plods 
His  wi^  through  thorns  to  ashes— gloriotiB  dota^ ! 
Shalt  thou  not  last?    'time's  aioythe  and  tyiant^  rodb 
Shiver  upon  thee — ^sanfrhutty  and  home 
Of  art  and  piety— Panthebti !— pride  of  BtM0  i 

oxLvn. 
Belio  of  nobler  days,  and  noblest  arts  ! 
Despoiled  yet  perfect,  with  thy  dbclie  itptdtldB 
A  holiness  appealing  to  all  hearts— 
To  art  a  model,  and  to  him  who  treads 
Bome  for  ihe  sake  of  ages,  Qlory  sheds 
Her  light  through  thy  sole  atpertare ;  inp  tho^b 
Who  worship,  here  are  altars  for  their  beads ; 
And  they  who  feel  for  geldus  may  repose 
Their  eyes  on  honoured  formsj  whose  basts  arotxM  them  dose. 

There  is  a  dungeon  in  whose  dim  drear  light 
What  do  I  gaze  on  ?    Nothing :  look  again.! 
Two  forms  are  slowly  ahsAq^d  on  my  si^^tt — 
Two  insulated  phantoms  of  the  brain : 
It  is  not  so ;  I  see  them  full  and  plain; — 
An  old  man  and  a  female  y^nmg  and  fak^ 
Fresh  as  a  nursing  mother,  m  w|;ioSj9  yein.. 
The  blood  is  nectar :  biit  wha^  dol4  f^e  thera 
With  her  unmantled  neck,  and  bosom  white  ana  bare  1 

OXLIZ. 
Full  swells  the  deep  pure. fountain  of  young  life^ 
Where  on  the  heart  and /rom  the  heart  ^e  took 
Our  first  and  sweetest  niurture,  when  tte  wife. 
Blest  into  mother,  in  the  innocent  look. 
Or  even  the  piping  cry  of  lips  that  brook 
No  pain  and  small  suspense,  a  joy  percdves 
Man  knows  not,  when  from  out.  ite  cradled  nook 
She  sees  her  little  bud  put  forth  its  leaves— 
What  may  the  fruit  be  yet  t    I  know  not — Cain  was  Eve's. 

OL. 

But  here  youth  offers  to  old  age  the  food. 
The  milk  of  his  own  gift :  it  is  her  sire 
To  whom  she  renders  back  the  debt  of  blood 
Bom  with  her  birth.    No ;  he  shall  not.  eotoire 
While  in  those  warm  and  lovely  veins  tiie  ore 
Of  health  and  holy  feeling  can  provide 
Great  Nature's  Nile,  whose  deep  stream  rises  higher 
Than  Egypt's  river : — ^from  that  gentle  »dft 
Drink,  diink  and  live,  old  man  I  Heaven's  refikLm  \io\dm  ti.c>  «vxOa. 
tide. 


({Xd  BYRON'S  roE^ni. 

CLI. 

The  starry  fable  of  the  milky  way 
Has  not  thy  story's  purity  ;  it  is 
A  constellation  of  a  sweeter  ray, 
And  sacred  Nature  triumphs  more  in  this 
Reverse  of  her  decree,  than  in  the  abyss 
Where  sparkle  distant  worlds  : — Oh,  holiest  nuraol 
No  drop  of  that  dear  stream  its  way  shall  miss 
To  thy  sire's  heart,  replenishing  its  source 
With  life,  as  our  freed  souls  rejoin  the  uniyerse. 

OLn. 
Turn  to  the  mole  which  Hadrian  rear'd  on  high,* 
Imperial  mimic  of  old  Egypt's  piles,  — 
Colossal  copyist  of  deformity 
Whose  trayell'd  phantasy  from  the  far  Nile's 
Enormous  model,  doom'd  the  artist's  toils 
To  build  for  giants,  and  for  his  vain  earth. 
His  shrunken  ashes,  raise  this  dome  :  How  smiles 
The  gazer's  eye  with  philosophic  mirth. 
To  view  the  huge  design  which  sprung  from  such  a  birlb  1 

CLm. 
But  lo !  the  dome — ^the  vast  and  wondrous  dome, 
To  which  Diana's  marvel  was  a  cell — 
Christ's  mighty  shrine  above  his  martyr's  tomb ! 
I  have  beheld  the  Ephesian's  miracle — 
Its  columns  strew  the  wilderness,  and  dwell 
The  hysena  and  the  jackal  in  their  shade ; 
I  have  beheld  Sophia's  bright  roofs  swell 
Their  glittering  mass  i'  the  sun,  and  have  siirvey'd 
Its  sanctuary  the  while  the  usurping  Moslem  prayM ; 

CUV. 

But  thou,  of  temples  old,  or  altars  new, 
Standest  alone — with  notiiingf  like  to  thee— 
Worthiest  of  God,  the  holy  and  tho  true. 
Since  Zion's  desolation,  when  that  He 
Forsook  his  former  city,  what  could  be. 
Of  earthly  structures,  in  his  honour  piled. 
Of  a  sublimer  aspect  ?    Majesty, 
Power,  Glory,  Strength,  and  Beauty  all  are  aisled 
In  this  eternal  ark  of  worship  undefiled. 

CLV. 
Enter :  its  grandeur  overwhelms  thee  not ; 
And  why  ?  it  is  not  lessen'd  ;  but  thy  mind. 
Expanded  by  the  genius  of  the  spot. 
Has  grown  colossal,  and  can  only  find 
A  &t  abode  'TvhetQ^vix  appecu*  enshrined 
Thy  hopoa  oi  \mm.ot^a!ii\>'^  \  «5A>(hv<sa 
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Shalt  one  day,  if  found  worthy,  so  defined, 

See  thy  Qod  face  to  face  as  thou  dost  now 

HiB  Holy  of  Holies,  nor  be  blasted  by  his  brow. 


Thou  movest ;  but  increasing  with  the  advance, 
Like  dimbin^  some  great  Alp  which  still  doth  rise, 
Deceived  by  its  gigantic  elegance ; 
Vastness  which  grows— but  grows  to  harmonise — 
All  musical  in  its  immensities ;    , 
Rich  marbles — ^richer  painting— shrines  where  flamo 
The  lamps  of  gold — ^and  haughty  dome  which  vies 
In  air  with  Efurth*s  chief  structures,  though  their  frani« 
Sits  on  the  firm-set  ground— and  this  the  clouds  must  claim 

OLvn. 
Thou  seest  not  all ;  but  piecemeal  thou  must  break. 
To  separate  contemplation,  the  great  whole  ; 
And  as  the  ocean  many  bays  wiU  make 
That  ask  the  eye — ^so  here  condense  thy  soul 
To  more  immediate  objects,  and  control 
Thy  thoughts  until  thy  mind  hath  got  by  heart 
Its  eloquent  proportions,  and  unroU 
In  mighty  graduations,  part  by  part. 
The  glory  which  at  once  upon  thee  did  not  dart, 

OLvm. 
Not  by  its  fault — ^but  thine  :  Our  outward  souse 
Is  but  of  gradual  grasp — ^and  as  it  is 
That  what  wo  have  of  feeling  most  intense 
Outstrips  our  faint  expression ;  oven  so  this 
Outshining  and  o'erwhelming  edifice 
Fools  our  fond  gaze,  and  greatest  of  the  great 
Defies  at  first  our  Nature's  littleness, 
Till,  growing  with  its  growth,  we  thus  dilate 
Our  spirits  to  the  size  of  that  they  contemplate. 


Then  pause  and  be  enlighten'd  ;  there  is  moro 
In  such  a  survey  than  the  sating  gaze 
Of  wonder  pleased,  or  awe  which  would  adore 
Tho  worship  of  the  place,  or  the  mere  praise 
Of  art  and  its  great  masters,  who  could  raise 
What  former  time,  nor  skill,  nor  thought  could  plan  ; 
Tho  fountain  of  sublimity  displays 
Its  depth,  and  thence  may  draw  the  mind  of  man 
Its  golden  sands,  and  learn  what  great  conceptions  can. 


Or,  turning  to  the  Vatican,  go  see 

Laocobn's  torture  dignifying  pain — 

A  fathei^B  love  and  mortal's  agony 

With  an  immortaVa  patience  blending  ; — Yaiu 
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Tho  struggle ;  vain,  against  the  coiling  strain 
And  grii>ey  and  deepening  of  the  dragon's  gia^ 
The  old  man's  dench  ',  the  long  envenom'd  oiiain 
Rivets  the  living  links, — ^the  enormous  asp 
£d  forces  pang  on  pang,  and  stifles  gasp  on  gasp. 

OLZL 
Or  view  the  Lord  of  the  unerring  bow. 
The  Qod  of  life,  and  poesy,  and  Hlg^t — 
Tho  Sun  in  human  Embs  array'd^  and  brow 
All  radiant  from  his  triumph  in  the  fight ; 
The  shaft  hath  just  been  snot;— the  arrow  biigbt 
With  an  immortal's  vengeance ;  in  his  eye 
And  nostril  beautiful  disdain^  and  might 
And  majesty,  flash  their  full  ligfitnings  by, 
Developing  in  that  one  glance  the  Deity. 

OLxn. 
But  in  his  delicate  form — a  dream  of  Love, 
Shaped  by  some  solitary  nymph,  whose  breast 
LoDg'd  for  a  deathless  lover  from  above. 
And  madden'd  in  that  vision — are  expredt 
All  that  ideal  beauty  ever  bless'd 
Tho  mind  with  in  its  most  unearthl;sr  mtfod. 
When  each  conception  wad  ft  heavcmly  gaest— 
A  ray  of  immortality — and  stood 
Starlike,  around,  until  they  gathered  to  a  god  1 

GLXnL 
And  if  it  be  Prometheus  stole  from  Heaven 
The  fire  which  we  endure,  it  was  repaid 
Bv  him  to  whom  the  energy  was  g^ven 
Which  this  poetic  marble  liath  ainty'd 
With  an  eternal  glory — ^which,  if  made 
By  human  hands,  is  not  of  human  thooght : 
And  Time  himself  hath  hallow'd  it,  nor  Udd 
One  ringlet  in  the  dust— nor  hath  it  oaoglit 
A  tinge  of  years,  but  breathes  the  flame  with  which  *t* 
wrought. 

OLXIV. 
But  where  is  he,  the  Pilgrim  of  my  song, 
The  being  who  upheld  it  through  the  past? 
Methinks  he  cometh  late  and  tarries  long. 
He  is  no  more— these  breathings  are  his  last ; 
His  wanderings  done,  his  visions  ebbing  fttsi, 
And  he  himself  as  nothing :— If  he  was 
Aught  but  a  phantasy,  and  could  be  dass'd 
With  forms  which  live  and  sufier — ^let  that  pai 
His  shadow  fades  away  into  Destruction's  mass, 

OLXV. 
"Wbicl:!  ge^i^eTO  ^-aA-crw ,  %.v^^<«si<i^,^^^,<isev^«]1 
That  w©  Vri^ietiV.  VsiVOi  \xtfst\aJL  ^^^\A^ 
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And  spreads  the  dim  and  universal  pall 
Through  which  all  things  grow  phantoms  :  and  the  6loud 
Between  us  sinks  and  all  which  ever  glow*d, 
Till  Glory's  self  is  twilight,  and  displays 
A  melancholy  halo  scclroe  ^low'd 
To  hover  on  the  veitge  of  da^khess ;  rays 
Sadder  than  saddeet  night,  f6i>  they  cQarfcraet  the  gaze, 

CLutVX 
And  send  us  prying  into  the  abyss, 
To  gather  what  we  shall  be  when  the  frame 
Shall  be  resolved  to  something  less  than  this 
Its  wretched  essence ;  and  to  dre^  of  fame. 
And  wipe  the  dust  from  off  the  idle  name 
We  never  more  shall  hear, — ^but  never  more, 
Oh,  happier  thought !  can  we  t>e  made  the  same : 
It  is  enough  in  sooth  that  ori^  we  bore 
These  fardel  of  £he  heart— tlie  heart  whose  sweat  wafi  gore. 


Hark  I  forth  from  the  abyss  a  voice  proceeds, 
A  long  low  distant  murmur  of  dread  sound. 
Such  as  arises  when  a  nation  bleeds 
With  some  deep  and  immedicable  woun«l ; 
Through  storm  and  darkness  yawns  the  r^ii&ing  groiu^d, 
The  gulf  is  thick  with  phaato«ti9>  but  the  chief 
Seems  royal  stil),  though  with  heir  heiad  discrown'd, 
And  pale,  but  lovely,  with  mateAial  grief 
She  clasps  a  bai»e  to  whom  her  {jireast  ^Ids  no  relief. 


Scion  of  chiefs  and  monarchs,  where  art  thou  ? 
Fond  hope  of  many  nations,  art  thou  dead? 
Could  not  the  grave  forget  thee,  and  lay  low 
Some  less  m^^estic,  less  beloved  head  ? 
In  the  sad  midnight,  while  thy  heart  still  bled. 
The  mother  of  a  moment,  o'er  thy  boy. 
Death  hush'd  that  pang  for  ever :  with  thee  fled 
The  present  happiness  and  promised  joy 
VThich  fill'd  the  imperial  isles  so  full  it  seem'd  to  cloy. 


Peasants  bring  forth  in  safety. — Can  it  be, 
Oh  thou  that  wert  so  hapxry,  so  adored ! 
Those  who  weep  not  for  longs  shall  weep  for  thee, 
And  Freedom's  heart,  g^rown  heavy,  cease  to  hoard 
Her  many  griefs  for  Ofb  ;  for  she  had  pour'd 
Her  orisons  for  thee,  and  o'er  thy  head 
Beheld  her  Iris. — Thou,  too,  lonely  lord. 
And  desolate  consort — vainly  wert  thou  wed  \ 
^^  hmhaod  of  a  year  I  the  father  of  the  dead  \ 


BYBON'S  POEMS. 
CLXX. 

Of  Baokdoth  was  thy  wedding  gannent  made ; 
Thy  bridal's  fruit  is  ashes :  in  the  dust 
The  fair-haired  Daughter  of  the  Isles  is  laid, 
The  love  of  millions  1  How  he  did  entrust 
Futurity  to  her  1  and,  though  it  must 
Darken  above  her  bones,  yet  fondly  deem'd 
Our  children  should  obey  her  child,  and  bless'd 
Her  and  her  hoped-for  seed,  whose  promise  scciuM 
Like  stars  to  shepherds'  eyes : — ^'twas  out  a  meteor  bcamM 


Woe  unto  us,  not  her ;  for  she  sleeps  well : 
The  fickle  reek  of  popular  breath,  the  tongue 
Of  hollow  counsel,  the  false  oracle. 
Which  from  the  birth  of  monarchy  hath  rung 
Its  knell  in  princely  ears,  till  the  o'erstrung 
Nations  have  arm'd  in  nutdness,  the  strange  fate* 
Which  tumbles  mig^hty  sovereigns,  and  hath  flung 
Against  their  blind  omnipotence  a  weight 
Within  the  opposing  scale,  which  crushes  soon  orlate,- 


These  might  have  been  her  destiny ;  but  no, 
Our  hearts  deny  it :  and  so  young,  so  fair. 
Good  without  effort,  great  without  a  foe  ; 
But  now  a  bride  and  mother — and  now  thet'e!^ 
How  many  ties  did  that  stem  moment  tear ! 
From  thy  Sire's  to  his  humblest  subject's  breast 
Is  link'd  the  electric  chain  of  that  despair. 
Whose  shock  was  as  an  earthquake's,  and  opprest 
The  land  which  loved  thee  so  that  none  could  love  tbeo  besi 

CLXxni. 
Lo,  Nemi  I  navell'd  in  the  woody  hills 
So  far,  that  the  uprooting  wind  which  tears 
The  oak  from  his  foundation,  and  which  spills 
The  ocean  o'er  its  boundary,  and  bears 
Its  foam  against  the  skies,  reluctant  spares 
The  oval  mirror  of  thy  glassy  lake ; 
And,  calm  as  cherish'd  hate,  its  surface  wears 
A  d^ep  cold  settled  aspect  nought  can  shiUce, 
All  coli'd  into  itself  and  round,  as  sleeps  the  snake. 

OLXXIV. 

And  near  Albano's  scarce  divided  waves 
Shine  from  a  sister  valley  • — and  afar 
The  Tiber  winds,  and  the  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  coast  where  sprung  the  Epic  war, 
"Arms  and  the  Man,"  whose  re-ascending  star 

•  Mary  died  on  ttxe  M»fioU  \  "E\VifcV»'etL  ot  k  \^v^V«w  hmxi ;  Chari«t  V.  »  fc«»|iJ|J 
A 1 V.  a  baukruvt  in.  ixv«»si%  »aiQ>.  v^orj  \  CjXWKwtitx  <A  %sa^i^  \  vad  "  tbt  f'*'^ 


tHshlnd,**  NapoUou Uvea  a  i>T\aoxk«t.  "Xo  ^wa  «av«c<&\v» ^Vsb^> 
be  Added  of  uanxe*  ©cvcuifty  V\l>aa\xtev»  «ai^vx^^vn 
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Rose  o*6r  an  empire  : — but  beneath  thy  right 
Tully  reposed  from  Rome; — and  where  yon  bar 
Of  girdling  mountains  intercepts  the  sight 
The  Sabine  farm  was  till'd,  the  weary  bail's  delight. 

CLXXV. 
But  I  forget. — My  Pilgrim's  shrine  is  won. 
And  ho  and  I  must  part, — so,  let  it  be, — 
His  task  and  mine  alike  are  nearly  done ; 
Yet  once  more  let  us  look  upon  the  sea : 
The  midland  ocean  breaks  on  him  and  me, 
And  from  the  Alban  Mount  we  now  behold 
Our  friend  of  youth,  that  Ocean,  which  when  we 
Beheld  it  last  by  Calpe's  rocks  unfold 
Those  waves,  we  followed  on  till  the  dark  Euxine  roll'd 

CLXXVI. 

Upon  the  blue  Symplegades  :  long  years — 
Lon^,  though  not  very  many, — since  have  done 
Their  work  on  both  ;  some  suffering  and  some  teara 
Have  left  us  nearly  where  we  had  begun  r 
Yet  not  in  vain  our  mortal  race  hath  run ; 
We  have  had  our  reward— and  it  is  here, — 
That  we  can  yet  feel  gladdened  by  the  sun. 
And  reap  from  earth,  sea,  joy  almost  as  dear 
As  if  there  were  no  man  to  trouble  what  is  dear. 

CLXXvn. 
Oh  !\that  the  desert  were  my  dwelling-place, 
With  one  fair  spirit  for  my  minister, 
That  I  might  all  forget  the  human  race. 
And,  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  her  ! 
Ye  elements  ! — ^in  whose  ennobling  stir 
I  feel  myself  exalted— Can  ye  not 
Accord  me  such  a  being  ?    Do  I  err 
In  deeming  such  inhabit  many  a  spot  ? 
Though  with  them  to  converse  can  rarely  be  our  lot, 

CLXXVIII. 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods. 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore. 
There  is  society,  where  none  intrudes, 
By  the  deep  Sea,  and  music  in  its  roar : 
I  love  not  Man  the  less,  but  Nature  more. 
From  these  our  interviews,  in  which  I  steal 
From  all  I  may  be,  or  have  been  before. 
To  mingle  with  the  Universe,  and  feel 
What  I  can  ne'er  express,  yet  cannot  all  conceal. 

/         CLXXIX. 

Roll  on,  thou  deep  and  dark  blue  Ocean— roll ! 
Ten  thousand  fleets  sweep  over  thee  in  vain ; 
Man  marks  the  earth  with  ruin — his  control 
Stops  with  the  shore; — upon  the  watery  plaiu 
The  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  remain 


btboh'b  tobmi. 

A  shadow  of  man's  ravage,  save  his  own, 
WhoD,  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain. 
He  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubbling  grcnn, 
Without  a  graye,  unkneli'd,  unooffin'd^  and  uuknown. 

OLXXX. 
His  steps  are  not  upon  thy  paths, — ^thy  fields 
Are  not  a  spoil  for  nim,— 4ihou  dost  arise 
And  shake  him  from  thee ;  the  vile  stren^h  he  wields 
,  For  Mirth's  destruction  thou  dost  all  despise. 
Spuming  him  from  thy  bosom  to  the  skies. 
And  send'st  him,  shivering  in  thy  playful  spray 
Aud  howling,  to  his  Oods,  whm^  haply  lie^ 
His  petty  hope  in  some  near  port  or  bay, 
And  dashest  him  again  to  earth : — ^there  let  him  lay. 

The  armaments  which  thundenMarike  the  walls 
Of  rock-built  cities,  bidding  nafions  quake^ 
And  monarchs  tremble  in  thcdr  capitals, 
The  oak  leviathans,  whose  huge  rios  make 
Their  clay  creator  the  vain  title  take 
Of  lord  of  thee,  and  arbiter  of  war ; 
These  are  thy  toys,  and,  as  the  snowy  flake. 
They  melt  into  thy  yeast  of  waves,  which  mar 
Alike  the  Armada's  pxide  or  spoils  of  Trafalgar. 

^  OLXXxn. 
Thy  shores  are  empires,  changed  in  all  saye  thee— 
Assyria,  Greece,  Rome,  Cartl^sge,  what  (ue  they? 
Thy  waters  wash'd  them  power  Yrhile  they  were  free, 
And  many  a  tyrant  sipce  ;  their  shores  ob^y 
The  stranger,  slave,  or  savage ;  the^  deci^ 
Has  dried  up  realms  to  deserts : — ^not  so  tnou  j— 
Unchangeable  save  to  thy  wild  waves'  play— 
Time  writes  no  wrinkles  on  thine  azure  brow- 
Such  as  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thou  roHest  now. 

OLXXxnx. 
Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Ahoighty's  form 
Glasses  itself  in  tempests  ;  in  all  time, 
Calm  or  convulsed — ^in  breez9>  or  gale,  or  stomii 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  cUme 
Dark-heaving  J— boundless,  endless,  and  sublime^ 
The  image  of  Eternity — ^the  throne 
Of  the  Invisible ;  even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made :  oppb  nuH 
Obeys  thee :  thou  goest  forth,  dtead,  fiithomless,  atooa 

And  1  \iavo  \oved  VXva^,  OceejiX  ^jj^^^^-^ 
Of  youtMuiBpoTta^«»oxv^^\j«a§A^ 
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Were  a  delight ;  and  if  the  freshening  sea 
Made  them  a  terror — ^'twas  a  pleasing  fear, 
For  I  was  as  it  were  a  child  of  thee. 
And  trusted  to  tby  billows  far  and  near, 
And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  mane — as  I  do  here. 


My  task  is  done — my  song  hath  ceased — my  themo 
Has  died  into  an  echo ;  it  is  fit 
The  spell  should  break  of  this  protracted  dream. 
The  torch  shall  be  extinguish' d  which  hath  lit 
My  midnight  lamp — and  what  is  writ,  is  writ, — 
Would  it  were  worthier !  but  I  am  not  now 
That  which  I  have  been — and  my  visions  flit 
Less  palpably  beforp  me— ^nd  the  gloif 
Which  in  my  spi^t  d^e^L^  j^  fluttering,  fajnt,  and  low. 

GLXxxyi. 
Farewell !  a  word  that  must  be,  and  hath  been — 
A  sound  which  makes  us  linger ; — yel — farewell  I 
Ye !  who  have  traced  the  Pilgrim  to  the  scene 
Which  is  his  last,  if  in  your  memories  dwell 
A  thought  which  once  was  his,  if  on  ye  swell 
A  single  recollection,  not  in  vain 
He  wore  his  sandal-shoon  and  scalloD-shell ; 
Farewell  t  with  him  alone  may  rest  the  pjsdn, 
II  smch  there  were— with  you,  the  moral  of  }m  strain  1 


-^•-••^js^ifc^-.'' 
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I. 

Tis  known,  at  least  it  should  be,  that  througbout 
All  countries  of  the  Catholic  persuasion, 

Borne  weeks  before  Shrove  Tuesday  comes  about, 
The  people  take  their  fill  of  recreation, 

And  buy  repentance,  ere  they  grow  devout, 
However  high  their  rank,  or  low  their  station. 

With  fiddling,  feasting,  dancing,  drinking,  maskK<g; 

And  other  tlungs  which  may  be  had  for  asking. 

n. 
The  moment  night  with  dusky  mantle  covers 

The  skies  (and  the  more  duskily  the  better), 
The  time  less  liked  by  husbands  than  by  lovers 

Begins,  and  Prudery  flings  aside  her  fetter ; 
And  Gaiety  on  restless  tiptoe  hovers. 

Giggling  with  all  the  gallants  who  beset  her : 
And  there  are  songs  and  quavers,  roaring,  humming, 
Guitars,  and  every  other  sort  of  strununing. 

ni. 
And  there  are  dresses  splendid,  but  fantastical. 

Masks  of  all  times  and  nations,  Turks  and  Jers, 
And  harlequins  and  clowns,  with  feats  gymDasticAl, 

Greeks,  Romans,  Yankee-doodles,  and  Hindo<»8 ; 
All  kinds  of  dress,  except  tue  ecclesiastical. 

All  people,  as  their  fancies  hit,  may  choose, 
But  no  one  in  these  parts  may  quiz  the  clergy,— 
Therefore  take  heed,  ye  Freethinkers  !  I  ohaxgeyt. 


You'd  better  walk  about  begirt  with  briars, 
Instead  of  coat  and  smallclothes,  than  put  on 

A  single  stitch  reflecting  upon  friars. 
Although  you  swore  it  only  was  in  fun  ; 

They'd  haul  you  o*er  the  coals,  and  stir  the  fires 
Oi  Pblegemon.  V\\\i«7«tv  mother's  son. 

Nor  Bay  on©  "nia»a\.o  Goc^^^ia  <s»3Axwi^\k\JcW«k 

That  boWd  yovvx  "boxv^-a,  \\t^^«&  ^ow'^^WJaso^^iss^^ 


eas 


But  saving  this,  you  may  put  on  whato*er 
You  like  by  way  of  doublet,  cape,  or  cloak, 

Such  as  in  Monmouth  Street,  or  in  Bag  Fair, 
Would  rig  you  out  in  seriousness  or  joke ; 

And  even  in  ItaXj  such  places  are. 

With  prettier  name  in  softer  accents  spoke. 

For,  batm^  Covent  Garden,  I  can  hit  on 

No  jplaco  that's  call'd  ''Piazza"  in  Great  Biitain. 


This  feast  is  named  the  Camiva],  which  being 
Interpreted,  implies  "farewell  to  flesh :" 

So  call'd,  because  the  name  and  thing  agreeing, 
Through  Lent  they  live  on  fish  both  ^t  and  fresh. 

But  why  they  usher  Lent  with  so  much  glee  in. 
Is  more  than  I  can  tell,  although  I  guess 

'Tis  as  we  take  a  glass  with  friends  at  parting. 

In  the  stage-coaoh  or  packet,  just  at  starting. 

vn. 
And  thus  they  bid  £Etrewell  to  carnal  dishes, 

And  solid  meats,  and  highly-spiced  ragouts. 
To  live  for  forty  days  on  ill-dress'd  fishes. 

Because  they  have  no  sauces  to  their  stows, 
A  thing  which  causes  many  "poohs"  and  "pistes/* 

And  several  oaths  (which  would  not  suit  the  Mus:u), 
From  travellers  accustom'd  from  a  boy 
To  eat  their  salmon,  at  the  least,  with  soy ; 


And  therefore  humbly  I  would  recommend 
"  The  curious  in  fish-sauce,"  before  they  cross 

The  sea,  to  bid  their  cook,  or  wife,  or  fiiend. 
Walk  or  ride  to  the  Strand,  and  buy  in  gross 

(Or  if  set  out  beforehand,  these  may  send 
By  any  means  least  liable  to  loss) 

Ketchup,  Soy,  ChiH-vinegar,.and  Harvey, 

Or,  by  the  Lord !  a  Lent  will  well  nigh  starve  ye 


That  is  to  say,  if  your  religion's  Boman, 
And  ^ou  at  Borne  would  do  as  Bomans  do, 

Accordmg  to  the  proverb, — although  no  man. 
If  foreign,  is  obliged  to  fast ;  and  you. 

If  Protestent,  or  siddy,  or  a  woman, 
Would  rather  dine  in  sin  on  a  ragout — 

Dine  and  be  d — d  !  I  don't  mean  to  be  coarse. 

But  that's  the  penalty,  to  say  no  worse. 

X. 

Of  all  the  places  where  the  Carnival 
Wm  moat  &o0tioua  in  the  days  of  yore, 
2  s 
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For  dance,  and  song,  and  serenade,  and  ball. 
And  masque,  and  mime,  and  mystery,  anc^ 

Than  1  have  time  to  tell  now,  or  at  all, 
Venice  the  beH  ftrom  ove^  bity  bor©,—^' 

And  at  the  moment  wh«B  I  fbi  my  ste^. 

That  sea-born  city  was  ift  aW  kto¥  glory. 

They've  pretty  feces  yet,  those  samie  Venetians, 
Black  eyes,  arch'd  brows,  and  sweet  expressions  still, 

Such  as  of  old  were  copied  from  the  Grecians, 
In  andent  arts  Inr  moder^A  anmSok'd  ill ; 

And  like  so  many  ventiseB  of  Titian's 
(The  best's  at  Florence— m»  !*»  If  yci  wffi,) 

They  look  when  leanmg  over  l!h0  baloott^. 

Or  stepped  from  out  •  |«etaM  ^  (Mipfgtoaet 

Whose  tints  are  taroth  and  bMtoCj^  tHk  ttdlF  BiM ; 

And  when  you  to  ManMni's  palaoe  go. 
That  picture  (howsoever  fine  the  rest) 

Is  lovelieet  to  my  mind  of  aXk  t&o  lAoiw ; 
It  may  perhaps  be  ateo  to  whtr  seoty 

And  that's  the  cause  I  rbyme  ttpon  it  m  s 
'Tis  but  a  portait  of  his  son,  Mid  wilb. 
And  self ;  but  tiick  a  womeett )  lenp»  hi  UStft 

XliL* 

Love  in  full  life  and  length,  not  lore'  ideal. 
No,  nor  ideal  beauty,  that  fine  name. 

But  something  better  still,  so  very  real. 
That  the  sweet  model  must  have  been  the  sMoe^ 

A  thing  that  you  would  purchase,  beg,  or  steal, 
Were't  not  impossible,  besides  a  Attune : 

The  face  recalls  some  face,  as  'twere  with  paio, 

You  once  have  deen,  but  ne'er  #illi  see  agsiD. 

XIV. 
One  of  those  forms  which  flit  by  us,  when  we 

Are  young,  and  fix  our  eyes  on  every  fiwe ; 
And,  oh  !  the  loveliness  at  times  we  see 

In  momentary  gliding,  the  soft  grace. 
The  youth,  the  bloom,  the  beauty  which  agree^ 

In  many  a  nameless  being  we  retrace. 
Whose  course  and  home  we  knew  xiot>  nor  shaH  kDOW| 
Like  the  lost  Pleiad  seen  no  mott  below. 

X7. 

I  said  that  like  a  picture  by  G&N^gione 
Venetian  women  were,  and  so  they  are, 

Particularly  seen  from  a  balcony 

(For  bea-o^'a  Bomck^x&fiA\KR^b  w^  ^  oiwW 

And  there,  xqb^  Istke  OiVcstoVxA  oii  Qt^^tst^ 
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They  peep  from  out  the  blind,  or  o*er  the  bar; 
And  truth  to  say,  ttiey're  mostly  very  prettT^ 
And  rather  like  to  show  it,  more's  the  pity  I 

XVL 

For  glances  beget  ogles,  ogles  sigW/ 
Sighs  wishes,  wishes  words,  and  wpwb  a  Wfcter, 

Which  flies  on  wings  of  light-heerd  Ifferctiries, 
Who  do  such  thmgS  because  they  know  no  b^Tter 

And  then,  God  knows  what  mischief  may  arise. 
When  love  links  two  young  people  in  one  fetter, — 

Vile  assignations,  and  adulterous  Dedff/ 

Elopements,  broken  vows,  and  hearts^  anid  heads. 

Xtn. 
Shakspeare  described  tliie  set  in  D^i^deinoiia 

As  very  fair,  but  yet  dtisj>d6t  in  flUne, 
And  to  this  day  irotd  Venice  to  Verona 

Such  matters  ma^  h6  p'robably  <h6  samd  ; 
Except  that  since  those  times  was  never  known  a 

Husband  whom  mere  suspicion  could  inilamo 
To  sufiPocate  a  wife  no  more  than  twenty. 
Because  she  had  a  ''cav&lier  servenie." 

xvni. 
Their  jealousy  (if  they  are  ever  jealous) 

Is  of  a  fair  complexion  altogether^ 
Not  like  that  sooty  devil  of  Othello's 

Which  smothers  women  m  a  bed  of  feather, 
But  worthier  of  these  much  more  jolly  fellows. 

When  weary  of  the  matrimonial  tether 
His  head  for  such  a  wife  no  mortal  bothers. 
But  takes  at  once  another,  or  anothet^s. 

3tix. 
Didst  ever  see  a  Gondola!    For  fear 

You  should  not,  I'll  describe  it  you  eiacfTy ; 
'Tis  a  long  cover'd  boat  that's  common  here, 

Carved  at  the  prow,  built  lightly,  but  compactly  ; 
Bow'd  by  two  rowers,  each  cali'd  "  Gk>ndc>lier/' 

It  glides  along  the  water  looking  blaekly> 
Just  like  a  coffin  clapt  in  a  cAnoe, 
Where  none  can  make  out  whart  yon  say  or  dot, 

xi. 

And  up  and  down  the  long  cdniSi  they  goy 

And  under  the  Rialto  shoot  along. 
By  night  and  day,  all  paces,  swff t  or  slow; 

And  round  the  theatres,  a  sable  throng. 
They  wait  in  their  dusk  liveiy  of  woe, — 

But  not  to  them  do  woeful  thln^  beloiig',. 
For  Bometimea  they  contain  a  dei  of  ftm. 
Like  mourning  coaches  when  the  funeraVs  doiiew 
2b% 


f28  btrom's  foems. 

TTT. 

But  to  my  story.— 'Twas  some  years  ago. 
It  may  be  tmrty,  f ortnr,  more  or  less. 

The  Carnival  was  at  its  height,  and  so 
Were  all  kinds  of  buffoonery  and  dress ; 

A  certain  lady  went  to  see  the  show, 

Her  real  name  I  know  not,  nor  can  guess. 

And  so.  we'll  call  her  Laura,  if  you  please. 

Because  it  slips  into  my  verse  with  ease. 

She  was  not  old,  nor  young,  nor  at  the  years 
Which  certain  people  call  a  "  tertain  age,** 

Which  yet  the  m<»t  uncertain  age  appears. 
Because  I  never  heard,  nor  could  engage 

A  person  yet  b v  prayers,  or  bribes,  or  tears, 
To  name,  denne  by  speech,  or  write  on  pago^ 

The  period  meant  precisely  by  that  word, — 

Which  surely  is  exceedingly  absurd. 

Laura  was  blooming  still,  had  made  the  best 
Of  time,  and  time  retum*d  the  compliment. 

And  treated  her  genteelly,  so  that,  dress'd, 
She  look'd  extremely  well  where'er  she  wont ; 

A  pretty  woman  is  a  welcome  guest. 
And  Laura's  brow  a  frown  had  rarely  bent ; 

Indeed  she  shone  all  smiles,  and  seem'd  to  flatter 

Mankind  with  her  black  eyes  for  looking  at  her. 

XXIV. 
She  was  a  married  woman  ;  'tis  convenient, 

Because  in  Christian  countries  'tis  a  rule  ^ 
To  view  their  little  slips  with  eyes  more  lenient ; 

Whereas,  if  single  ladies  play  the  fool 
(Unless  within  the  period  intervenient 

A  well-timed  wedding  makes  the  scandal  cool), 
I  don't  know  how  they  can  get  over  it. 
Except  they  manage  never  to  discover  it. 

XXV. 
Her  husband  sail'd  upon  the  Adriatic, 

And  made  some  voyages,  too,  in  other  seas, 
And  when  he  lay  in  quarantine  for  pratique 

(A  forty  days'  precaution  'gainst  disease), 
His  wife  would  mount  at  times  her  highest  attic, 

For  thence  she  could  discern  the  ship  with  ease: 
He  was  a  merchant,  trading  to  Aleppo, 
His  name  Giuseppe,  call'd  more  briefly,  Beppo. 

XXVI. 

He  vtzA  a  masi  «a  ^xsn^  «&  «i.  ^^aniard, 

Sunburnt  mVXitt^N^,  -^oX.  «b  yst»C^^  '{v^pm^\ 
Though  coloux^d,  «A\\.^«tfej^\JtM!k.^\a5s^«^ 
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He  was  a  person  both  of  sense  and  vigour— 
A  better  seaman  never  yet  did  man  yard ; 

And  she,  although  her  manners  show'd  no  rigour. 
Was  deem'd  a  woman  of  the  strictest  principle. 
So  much  as  to  be  thought  almost  invincible. 

xxvn. 
But  several  years  elapsed  since  they  had  met ; 

Some  people  thought  the  ship  was  lost,  and  some 
That  he  had  somehow  blundered  into  debt. 

And  did  not  like  the  thoughts  of  steering  home ; 
And  there  were  several  offerd  any  bet, 

Or  that  he  would,  or  that  he  would  not  come ; 
For  most  men  (tDl  by  losing  rendered  sager) 
Will  back  their  own  opinions  with  a  wager. 

xxvm. 
*Tis  said  that  their  last  parting  was  pathetic. 

As  partings  often  are,  or  ought  to  be, 
And  their  presentiment  was  quite  prophetic 

That  they  should  never  more  each  other  see 
(A  sort  of  morbid  feeling  half  poetic 

Which  I  have  known  occur  in  two  or  three). 
When  kneeling  on  the  shore  upon  her  sad  knee. 
He  left  this  Adriatic  Ariadne. 

XXIX. 

And  Laura  waited  long  and  wept  a  little. 
And  thought  of  wearing  weeds  as  well  she  might ; 

She  almost  lost  all  appetite  for  victual. 
And  could  not  sleep  with  ease  alone  at  night ; 

She  deem'd  the  window-frames  and  shutters  brittle 
Against  a  daring  housebreaker  or  sprite, 

And  so  she  thought  it  prudent  to  connect  her 

With  a  vice-husband,  chufiy  to  protect  Ker, 


She  chose  (and  what  is  there  they  will  not  choose. 
If  only  you  will  but  oppose  their  choice  ?) 

Till  Beppo  should  return  from  his  long  cruise, 
And  bid  once  more  her  faithful  heart  rejoice, 

A  man  some  women  like,  and  yet  abuse— 
A  coxcomb  was  he  by  the  public  voice  ; 

A  Count  of  wealth,  they  said,  as  well  as  quality. 

And  in  his  pleasures  of  great  liberality. 


And  then  he  was  a  Count,  and  then  he  knew 
Music  and  dancing,  fiddling,  French,  and  Tuscan ; 

The  last  not  easy,  be  it  known  to  you. 
For  few  Italians  speak  the  right  Etniacan. 

Ue  was  a  critic  upon  operas,  too, 
And  know  P.U  nipet/os  of  the  sock  f\nd  buskitk. 
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And  no  Venetian  audience  ooiild  endure  a 
SoDg,  soene^  or  air^  when  he  cried  '*  seccatuni !" 

xzxn. 
His  ''bravo  "  was  decisive,  for  that  sound 

Hush'd  "  Academie"  sigh'd  in  silent  awe; 
The  fiddlers  trembled  as  he  look'd  ground. 

For  fear  of  some  false  note's  detected  flaw. 
The  ''prima  donna^s**  tunefiil  heart  would  bounds 

Dreading  the  deep  damnation  of  his  "  bah  T 
Soprano,  basso^  even  tiie  contra-alto, 
Wish'd  him  fire  fathom  under  tlie  lE^a^to. 

yTTTTT, 

He  patronized  the  Improvisatori, 

N&y,  could  himself  exten^orise  some  stanzas, 

'Wrote  rhymes,  sang  songs,  could  also  tell  a  story, 
Sold  pictures,  and  was  skilful  in  the  danoe  as 

Italians  can  be,  though  in  this  their  glory 
Must  surely  yield  the  palm  to  that  whidi  Fraocerhaij 

In  short  he  was  a  perfect  cavaliero, 

And  to  his  very  valet  seemed  a  hero. 

xxxiy. 
Then  he  was  faithful  too,  as  well  as  amorous ; 

So  that  no  sort  of  female  could  complain. 
Although  they're  now  and  then  a  Httle  clamorous, 

He  never  put  the  pretty  souls  in  pain ; 
His  heart  was  one  of  those  whjLc^  most  enamour  us, 

Wax  to  receive,  and  marble  to  retain : 
He  was  a  lover  of  the  good  old  school. 
Who  still  become  more  constat  as  they  oooL 

XXXV. 

No  wonder  such  accomplishments  should  turn 
A  female  head,  however  sage  and  steady^ 

With  scarce  a  hope  that  fieppo  oon^  retHrn, 
In  law  he  was  almost  as  good  as  dead,  be 

Nor  sent  nor  wrote,  nor  show'dthe  least  ooaoeiS} 
And  she  had  waited  several  years  already ; 

And  really  if  a  man  won't  let  us  kno^ 

That  he's  alive,  h&*6  dead,  or  should  be  so. 

XXXVI. 
Besides,  within  the  Alps,  to  every  woman 

(Although,  God  knows,  it  is  a  grievous  sin), 
'Tis,  I  may  say,  permitted  to  have  two  men  ; 

I  can't  tell  who  first  brought  the  custom  in. 
But  "  OavsiWec  ^xvetviea"  are  qtdte  oommoo^ 

And  no  on.«  n.o\Kc«&,  ixo-t  oscra^  «.  ^^  \ 
A"D<1  wo  ma^  caW.  t\v\%  <c^o\.  \ft  «a."5  \5Ba^awK\ 
A  second  marnagti  \i\v\cJti.  c«tTxx\»\A^^  ^T^u 
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XXXVII. 
The  word  was  formeri^  a  "  Cicisbeo/* 

But  that  is  now  grown  vulgar  and  indecent ; 
The  Spaniards  call  ttie  person  a  "  Cortejo,*'* 

For  the  same  mode  subsists  in  Spain,  though  recent ; 
In  short,  it  reaches  frpin  ihe  Po  to  Teio, 

And  ma^  pex^ps  at  last  be  o'er  the  se^  sent : 
But  Heaven  preserve  Old  England  from  such  courses ! 
Or  what -becomes  of  danu^  and  divorces  f 

xxxvni. 
Howevjer,  I  still  think,  with  all  due  deference 

To  the  fair  single  part  of  the  cx^eation. 
That  married  iaoies  should  preserve  the  preference 

In  tHe-i^iie  or  general  conversation — 
And  this  I  sav  without  peculiar  reference 

To  Eog^and,  France,  or  anv  other  nation— 
Because  they  know  the  woiid,  and  are  at  ease. 
And  being  natural^  natiurally  please. 


'Tis  true,  your  budding  Miss  is  very  diarming. 

But  shy  and  awkwara  at  first  coming  .out. 
So  much  alarm'd,  that  she  is  quite  alarming, 

All  Giggle,  Blush  ;  half  Pertness,  and  half  Po)it ; 
And  glancing  at  MamToa,  for  fear  there's  harm  in 

What  vou,  she,  it,  or  ibhey  may  be  about, 
fnie  nursery  still  lisps  out  m  all  they  utter- 
Besides,  they  always  smell  of  bread  and  butter. 

But  *'  CSavalier  Servente  *'  is  the  phrase 

Used  in  politest  eiroles  to  express 
This  supernumerary  slave,  who  stays 

Close  tothe  lady  as  a  part  of  dreiw, 
Ker  word  thfi  only  law  wnich  he  chejs. 

His  is  no  c^n^ure,  as  you  may  guess ; 
Coach,  servants,  gondola,  he  goes  to  call, 
And  carries  fan  and  tippet,  gloves  and  shawl. 

XLI. 

With  all  iifi  sinful  doings,  I  ipaust  say. 

That  Italy's  a  pleasant  place  to  me. 
Who  love  to  jiee  the  Sun  shine  every  da,y. 

And  vinc^  (not  nail*d  to  walls)  from  tree  to  tr^>e 
Festoon'd,  much  like  the  back  scene  of  a  play, 

Or  melodrame,  which  people  flock  to  see, 
When  the  first  act  is  en4ed  by  a  dance 
In  vineyards  fiQpwd  from  the  south  of  F|:aBLce. 

>Biiilhi'Pivaounced  CorMo,  with  an  aqrfimta.aocoTding  to  Xbm  Ax«Ki«K£aA«a\.Vui^ 
^^atwhattiunlbat  jrHmopnelae  nama  for  la  Bn8lMiA,tli0D|Ss.i^1|!XMX&K^^^ 
•OB  tu  in  any  ttamontane  eoantxy  wbMttrwe, 
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XUI. 
I  like  on  Autumn  evenings  to  ride  out. 

Without  being  forced  to  bid  my  groom  be  sure 
My  cloak  is  round  his  middle  strapped  about, 

"hecanse  the  skies  are  not  the  most  secure ; 
I  know  too  that,  if  stopped  upon  my  route. 

Where  the  green  alleys  windingly  allure. 
Boding  with  grapes  red  waggons  choke  the  way,— 
In  England  'twould  be  dung,  dust^  or  a  dray. 

XLin. 
I  also  like  to  dine  on  becaficas. 
To  Bee  the  Sun  set,  sure  he'll  rise  to-morrow, 
-  Not  through  a  misty  morning  twinkling  weak  as 
A  drunken  man's  dead  eye  in  maudlin  sorrow. 
But  with  all  Heaven  f  himself ;  that  day  will  break  ni 

Beauteous  as  cloudless,  nor  be  forced  to  borrow 
That  sork  of  farthing  candlelight  which  glimmers 
Whero  reeking  London's  smoky  cauldron  simmers. 

XLIV. 

I  love  the  language,  that  soft  bastard  Latin, 
-  Which  melts  like  kisses  from  a  female  mouth, 
And  sounds  as  if  it  should  be  writ  on  satin. 

With  syllables  which  breathe  of  the  sweet  Soaih, 
And  gentle  liquids  gliding  all  so  pat  in, 

That  not  a  single  accent  seems  uncouth, 
Like  our  harsh  northern  whistling,  grunting  gutturnl, 
Which  we're  obliged  to  hiss,  and  spit,  and  sputter  all 

XLV. 

I  like  the  women  too  (foi^ve  my  folly), 
From  the  rich  peasant-cheek  of  ruddy  bronze, 

And  large  black  eyes  that  flash  on  you  a  volley 
Of  rays  that  say  a  thousand  things  at  once, 

To  the  high  dama  s  brow,  more  melancholy. 
But  clear,  and  with  a  wild  and  liquid  glance, 

Ilearb  on  her  lips,  and  soul  within  her  eyee^ 

Soft  as  her  clime,  and  sunny  as  her  skies. 

XLVI. 

Eve  of  the  land  which  still  is  Paradise  1 
Italian  beauty !  didst  thou  not  inspire 

Raphael,  who  died  in  thy  embrace,  and  vios 
With  all  we  know  of  Heaven,  or  can  desire, 

In  what  he  hath  bequeath'd  us  ? — in  what  guise, 
Though  flashing  from  the  fervour  of  the  lyre, 

Would  tcords  describe  thy  past  and  present  glow, 

While  yet  Canova  can  create  below  f 

XLvn. 
"  Eng\and\  m^  ill  thy  faults  I  lov«  thee  stfH," 

I  said  at  C«\%ia,  wi^\k»N^Tvc5\.lQit^\.V5.\ 
I  liko  to  speak  a.'n^\\xc.\i?c>T«.\.^  xcrj  ^N^\ 


I  like  the  fr&tdom  of  the  pnm  and  qxnXi ; 

I  like  the  Hahf—  Oarpns  twheaa  -we've  got  it) ; 
I  like  a  paiiianieaitarjr  debate, 
Particiilariy  irben  *tis  not  toe  lade  ; 

XLTZn. 
I  like  tbe  tezei^  vben  ihtn/'''Te  sot  too  xxmoj  ; 

I  like  a  aeaeoe3  fire,  mai  s^t  too  dear; 
I  like  a  beef-cteek,  tm,  as  weSl  as  so j  ; 

Have  DO  dijeetion  to  a  pot  of  beer  ; 
I  like  tiie  weatber,  irben  it  a  Dot  raisr^ 

That  is,  I  like  tvo  moaxliis  of  ererr  rear. 
And  80  God  save  Hm  Begeot^  Cburcb^  aud  Xjl;;;  ! 
Which  means  thai  I  Bke  all  and  evfrjihm^. 


Our  staDding'  2rwj,  aod  diiftiaDded  aeameo. 
Poor's  rate,  Berorm,  mj  owoi,  ib9  ziata'^*e  dvM, 

Our  little  riots  just  to  diow  we  are  free  men. 
Our  trifliogf  booknqiicies  in  tbe  GasetLe, 

Our  cloudy  dim\te,  and  awr  ehil] j  women. 
All  these  I  can  forgive,  and  tboee  forgvi. 

And  greatly  Teoenta  oar  reoent  glorieK, 

And  wish  thej  were  not  owing  to  tbe  Twies. 

But  to  my  tale  of  Lanra, — for  I  find 

Digression  is  a  sin^  that  by  degrees 
Becomes  exceeding  tedkms  to  my  mind. 

And  j  therefore,  may  the  reader  too  disf^ease^ 
The  gentle  reader,  who  may  wax  unkind. 

And  oaring  little  for  the  authoi's  ease. 
Insist  on  knowing  what  he  means,  a  hard 
And  hapless  situation  for  a  bard. 

LL 

Ob  that  I  had  the  art  of  easy  writing 
What  shoold  be  eamr  reading !  comd  I  seal* 

Parnassus,  where  the  Moses  sit  inditing 
Those  pretty  poems  never  known  to  fail. 

How  quickly  would  I  print  (tiie  worid  deligfatirg) 
A  Grecian,  Syrian,  or  Assyrian  tale ; 

And  sell  yon,  mix'd  with  western  sentimentalirm. 

Some  samples  of  the  finest  Orientalism  I 

Ln. 
But  I  am  bat  a  nameless  sort  of  person, 

(A  broken  Dandy  lately  on  my  travels) 
And  take  for  rhyme,  to  hook  my  rambling  verse  on. 

The  first  that  Walker^s  Lexicon  unraveb. 
And  when  I  can't  find  that,  I  put  a  worse  on. 

Not  caring  as  I  ought  for  critics*  cavils ; 
Pve  half  a  mind  to  tumble  down  to  prose. 
But  verse  is  more  in  fashion — so  here  goes. 
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UII. 

The  Count  and  Laura  made  their  new  arrangement^ 
Which  lasted  as  arrangements  sometimes  dp. 

For  half  a  dozen  years  without  estrangement ; 
Thoy  had  their  little  differences,  too  ; 

Those  jealous  whiffs,  which  never  any  change  meant i 
In  such  affairs  there  probably  are  rew 

Who  have  not  had  this  pouting  sort  of  squabble. 

From  sinners  of  high  station  to  the  rabble. 

MV. 

But,  on  the  whole,  they  were  a  happy  pair, 
As  happy  as  unlawful  love  could  miuce  them  ; 

The  gentleman  was  fond,  the  lady  fair, 
Their  chains  so  slight,  'tv^as  not  worth  while  to  bn 
them: 

The  world  b^eld  them  with  indulgent  air ; 
The  pious  only  wished  "  the  devil  tidce  them !" 

He  took  them  not ;  he  very  often  waits, 

And  leaves  old  sinners  to  be  yoiug  ones'  baits. 

LV. 
But  they  were  young:  Oh  !  what  without  our  youth 

Would  love  be  I    What  would  yoot^  be  without  Iovb  I 
Youth  lends  it  joy,  and  sweetness,  vigour,  truth. 

Heart,  soul,  and  all  that  seems  as  from  above : 
But,  languishing  with  years,  it  grows  uncouth — 

One  of  few  things  experience  don't  improve, 
Which  is,  perhaps,  the  reason  why  old  fellowB 
Are  always  so  preposterously  jealous. 

LVL 

It  was  the  Carnival,  as  I  have  said 
Some  six  and  thirty  stanzas  bade,  and  so 

Laura  the  usual  preparations  made. 

Which  you  do  when  your  mind's  made  up  to  go 

To-night  to  Mrs.  Boehm's  masquerade. 
Spectator,  or  partaker  in  the  show ; 

The  only  difference  known  between  the  coses 

Is — Iiere,  we  have  six  weeks  of  "  vamish'd  fiicos." 

Lvn. 
Laura,  when  dressed,  was  (as  I  sang  before) 

A  pretty  woman  as  was  ever  seen, 
Fresh  as  the  Angel  o*er  a  new  inn  door. 

Or  frontispiece  of  a  new  Magazine, 
With  all  the  fashions  which  the  last  month  wore, 

Colour'd,  and  silver  paper  leaved  between 
That  and  the  title-page,  for  fear  the  press 
Should  soil  with  parts  of  speech  the  parts  of  dvesSi 

INTEL. 

They  went  to  ^e"B.vQL.o\to>  v— *\:\&«.\»J\ 

"Wbero  peopVo  dwi<io,  ^"^^  ««^i  ■Kci\^TfflsR»^i8^\ 
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Its  proper  name,  perhaps,  were  a  masqued  ball ; 

But  that's  of  no  importance  to  my  steiin ; 
'Tis  (on  a  smaller  scale)  like  our  Vauxhall, 

Excepting  that  it  can't  be  spoilt  by  rain  : 
The  company  is  *'  mix'd"  (the  phrase  I  quote  is 
As  much  as  saying,  they're  below  your  notice) ; 

ux. 
For  a  "mixed  company"  implies  that,  save 

Yourself  and  friends,  and  half  a  hundred  more. 
Whom  you  may  bow  to  without  looking  grave. 

The  rest  are  out  a  vulgar  set,  the  bore 
Of  public  places,  where  they  basely  brave 

The  fashionable  stare  of  twenty  score 
Of  well-bred  persons,  call'd  "  The  World; "  but  I, 
Although  I  Imow  them,  really  don't  know  why. 

LX. 
This  is  the  case  in  England  ;  at  least  was 

During  the  dynasty  of  Dandies,  now 
Perchance  succeeded  by  some  other  class 

Of  imitated  imitators: — ^how 
Irreparably  soon  decline,  alas  t 

The  demagogues  of  fashion :  all  bdow 
Is  frail ;  how  easily'tiie  world  is  lost 
By  love,  or  war,  and  now  and  then  by  frost ! 

LZL 

Crudied  was  Napoleon  by  the  northern  Thor, 
Who  knook'd  his  army  down  with  icy  hammer, 

Stopp'd  by  the  elements,  like  a  whaler,  or 
A  blundering  novice  in  his  new  French  grammar ; 

Good  cause  had  he  to  dou^t  the  chance  of  war, 
And  as  for  Fortuxio — but  I  dare  not  d — n  her. 

Because,  were  I  to  ponder  to  infinity. 

The  more  I  should  believe  in  her  divinity. 

Lxn. 
She  rules  the  present,  past,  and  q,U  to  be  yet. 

She  gives  us  luck  in  lotteries,  love,  and  marriage ; 
I  cannot  say  that  she's  done  much  for  me  yet ; 

Not  that  I  mean  her  bounces  to  disparage, 
We've  not  yet  dosed  accounts,  and  we  shall  see  yet 

How  muoh  she'll  make  amends  for  past  miscarriage 
Meantime  the  goddess  I'll  no  more  importune, 
Unless  to  thank  her  when  she's  made  my  fortune. 

Lxm. 
To  turn, — and  to  return ; — ^the  devil  take  it  I 

^n^B  story  slips  for  ever  through  my  fingers. 
Because,  just  as  the  stanza  likes  to  make  it, 

It  needs  must  be— and  ao  it  rather  lingera  j 
TbJe  form  of  verse  begun,  I  can't  well  "break  it. 
But  must  keep  time  and  time  like  public  amgor^  \ 
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But  if  I  onco  get  through  my  present  measure, 
I'U  take  another  when  Tm  next  at  leisure. 

Lznr. 
They  went  to  the  Ridotto  ('tis  a  place 

To  which  I  mean'to  go  myself  to-morrow. 
Just  to  divert  my  thoughts  a  little  space. 

Because  I'm  rather  hippish,  and  may  borrow 
Some  spirits,  guessing  at  what  kind  of  lace 

May  lurk  beneath  each  mask ;  and  as  my  sorrow 
Slackens  its  pace  sometimes,  I'll  make,  or  find, 
Something  shall  leaye  it  half  an  hour  behind). 

LXV. 

Now  Laura  mores  along  the  joyous  crowd. 
Smiles  in  her  eyes,  and  simpers  on  her  lips ;    . 

To  some  she  whispers,  others  speaks  aloud  ; 
To  some  she  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dips. 

Complains  of  warmth,  and  this  complaint  avow'd, 
Her  lover  brings  the  lemonade,  she  sips ; 

She  then  surveys,  condemns,  but  pities  still 

Her  dearest  friends  for  being  dress'd  so  ilL 

LXVI. 
One  has  false  curls,  ianother  too  much  paint, 

A  third— where  did  she  buy  that  fri^tful  turhanl 
A  foiuiih's  so  pale  she  fears  she's  going  to  faints 

A  fifth's  look's  vulgar,  dowdyish,  and  suburban, 
A  sixth's  white  silk  has  got  a  yellow  taint, 

A  seventh's  thin  muslin  surely  will  be  her  baM, 
And  lo  !  an  eighth  appears, — I'll  see  no  m<»e !" 
For  fear,  like  Banquo's  kings,  they  reach  a  scoro. 

LXVIL 

Meantime,  while  she  was  thus  at  others  gasing, 
Others  were  levelling  their  looks  at  her ; 

She  heard  the  men's  half  •whisper'd  mode  of  praisiogi 
And,  till  'twas  done,  determined  not  to  stir; 

The  women  only  thought  it  quite  amasing 
That,  at  her  time  of  life,  so  many  were 

Admirers  still, — but  men  are  so  debased. 

Those  brazen  creatures  always  suit  their  tasta 

Lxvm. 
For  my  part,  now,  I  ne'er  could  imderstand 

Why  naughty  women — ^but  I  won't  disooss 
A  thing  which  is  a  scandal  to  the  land, 

I  only  don't  see  why  it  should  be  thus; 
And  if  I  were  but  in  a  gown  and  band. 

Just  to  entitle  me  to  make  a  fuss, 
I'd  preach  on  this  till  Wilberforce  and  Bomilly 
Should  quote  in  their  next  speeches  from  my  hoaSif* 

"While  Lairrai  VXiw*  'w«J&  «a«ii,  wA  «^\\^^  ^st^Ssfisi^ 
Talking,  bYvo  Uiiwi  woX.  ^\v5 ,  wA  ^x^^NsJv»''i«fcx 
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So  that  her  female  friends,  with  envy  broiling. 
Beheld  her  airs  and  triumph,  and  all  that ; 

And  welUdress'd  males  still  kept  before  her  filing. 
And  passing  bow'd  and  mingled  with  her  chat ; 

More  than  the  rest  one  person  seem'd  to  stare 

With  pertinacity  that's  rather  rare. 

LXX. 

He  was  a  Turk,  the  colour  of  mahogany ; 

And  Laura  saw  him,  and  ab  first  was  glad. 
Because  the  Turks  so  much  admire  philogyny. 

Although  their  usa^e  of  their  wives  is  sad ; 
Tis  said  they  use  no  better  than  a  dog  any 

Poor  woman,  whom  they  purchase  like  a  pad ; 
They  have  a  number,  though  they  ne'er  exhibit  'em. 
Four  wives  by  law,  and  concubines  "  ad  libitum." 

LXXI. 

They  lock  them  up,  and  veil,  and  guard  them  daily. 
They  scarcely  can  behold  their  male  relations. 

So  that  their  moments  do  not  pass  so  gaily 
As  is  supposed  the  case  with  northern  nations  ; 

Confinement,  too,  must  make  them  look  quite  palely ; 
And  as  the  Turks  abhor  long  conversations, 

Their  days  are  either  pass*d  in  doing  nothing. 

Or  bathing,  nursing,  making  love,  and  clothing. 

Lxxn. 
They  cannot  read,  and  so  don't  lisp  in  criticism ; 

Nor  write,  and  so  they  don't  affect  the  muse ; 
Were  never  caught  %  epigram  or  witticism, 

Have  no  romances,  sermons,  plays,  reviews, — 
In  harams  learning  soon  would  make  a  pretty  schism  ! 

But  luckily  these  beauties  are  no  "  Blues,'^ 
No  bustling  Botherbys  have  they  to  show  *em 
''  That  charming  passage  in  the  last  new  poem :" 

Lxxm. 
No  solemn,  antique  gentleman  of  rhyme. 

Who  having  angled  all  his  life  for  fieune, 
And  getting  but  a  nibble  at  a  time, 

StiU  fussfly  keeps  fishing  on,  the  same 
Small  **  Triton  of  the  minnows,"  the  sublime 

Of  mediocrity,  the  fiu-ious  tame, 
llie  echo's  echo,  usher  of  the  school 
Of  female  wits,  boy  bards— in  short,  a  fool  1 

LXXIV. 

A  stalking  oracle  of  awful  phrase, 

The  approving  "  Good/"  (by  no  means  GOOD  in  law), 
Humming  like  mes  around  the  newest  blaze. 

The  bluest  of  bluebottles  you  e'er  saw. 
Teasing  with  blame,  excruciating  with  praise. 

Gorging  the  little  fame  he  gets  all  raw, 
Translating  tongues  he  knows  not  even  by  letter. 
And  sweating  plays  so  middling,  bad  were  better. 
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LZXT. 

One  hates  an  oaChor  that'd  nil  awCkor.  felfoWs 
In  foolsoBtp  uniforms  tUm*d  irp  iHth  ink. 

So  very  anxious,  devef ,  fine,  dnd  iealotiSy     . 
One  don't  know  what  to  Aky  to  them,  or  ^xnlr, 

Unless  to  puff  them  with  a  pair  of  bellows ;' 
Of  coxcombry's  worst  coxcombs  e'en  the  pink 

Are  preferable  to  these  shreds  of  paper. 

These  unqoenoh'd  snuffings  of  the  midnight  taper. 

LZXVI. 

Of  these  same  we  see  several,  and  of  otheM, 
Men  of  the  world,  who  know  the-world  hk*  meSj 

Scott,  Bogers,  Moore,  and  all  the  better  brotiMr^ 
Who  think  of  somefihing  else  besides  the  p«A ; 

But  for  the  children  of  the  "  mighty  mother's," 
The  would-be  wits  and  can't-l:^  genUemeu, 

I  leave  them  to  their  dftily  "  tea  is  teeuij," 

Smug  coterie,  and  Hterary  lad^. 

iiXXvir.' 
The  poor  dear  Mussulwomen  whom  I  m^wm 

Have  none  of  these  instructive  pl^tsanl  people 
And  one  would  seem  to  them  a  new  inveiitiot^ 

Unknown  as  bells  within  a  TurldsE  steeple ; 
I  think  'twould  almost  be  worfii  while  to  pena<m 

(Though  best-sown  projects  very  often  reap  fll) 
A  missionary  author,  ]ust  to  preach 
Our  Christian  usage  of  the  parts  of  i^>6eeh. 

LXXVULI. 

No  chemistry  for  them  unfolds  her  gas6s, 
No  metaphysics  are  let  loose  in  lectures. 

No  circulating  library  amasses 
Beligious  novels,  moral  tales,  and  strictures 

Upon  the  living  manners,  as  they  pass  us ; 
No  exhibition  glares  with  annual  pictures;  ^ 

They  stare  not  on  the  stars  from  out  their  anics, 

Nor  deal  (thank  God  for  that !)  in  mathematios. 

T.TTnr^ 
Why  I  thank  God  for  that  is  no  ^reat  matCer, 

I  have  my  reasons,  you  no  doubt  suppose. 
And  as,  perhaps,  they  would  not  highfy  Matter, 

I'll  keep  them  for  my  lifi9  (to  come)  in  prose  j 
I  fear  I  have  a  little  tiinx  for  sa/tire. 

And  yet  methinks  the  older  that  pn^  grows 
Inclines  us  more  to  laugh  than  soold,  though  kmgMff 
Loaves  us  so  doubly  serious  ahor^  afler. 

LX2X. 

Oh,  Mirttx  MidltvticwiWia^X  Q>\v,'M.yk  and  Wafer  f 
"Y©  happ7  tDix?cvM«i  tsS.  Tont^^A:^'^  ^aE|€\. 
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In  these  sad  centaries  of  sin  and  shraghteiy 

Abominable  Man  no'  more  allays 
His  thirst  with  such  pure  beverage.    No  mdtteit,  • 

I  love  you  both,  and  both  shall  have  my  praise : 
Oh,  for  old  Saturn's  reign  of  sugar-candy  ! — 
Meantime  I  drink  to  your  return  in  brandy. 

Lx:&xi. 
Our  Laura's  Turk  still  kept  his  eyes  upon  her. 

Less  in  the  MussulmaA  than  Christian  way. 
Which  seems  to  say,  *f  Madam,  I  do  you  honout. 

And  while  I  please  to  stare,  yonll  please  to  stay.* 
Could  staring  win  a  woman,  this  had  won  her. 

But  Laura  could  not  thus  be  led  astray  ; 
She  had  stood  fire  too  long  and  well,  to  boggle 
Even  at  this  stranger's  most  outlandish  ogle. 

The  morning  now  was  on  the  poin^  of  breaking, 
A  turn  of  time  at  whfch  I  would  advise 

Ladies  who  have  been  dancing,  or  paiiaking 
In  any  other  kind  of  eierdse, 

To  make  their  preparations  for  forsaking 
The  ball-room  ere  the  sun  begins  to  rise, 

Because  when  once  the  lamps  and  candles  fail, 

His  blushes  make  them  look  a  little  pale. 

TiTyxTir, 
Fve  seen  some  balls  and  reVels  in  my  time. 

And  stay'd  them  over  for  some  silly  reason. 
And  then  I  look'd  (I  hope  it  was  no  cWme) 

To  see  what  lady  best  stood  out  the  season ; 
And  though  I've  seen  some  thousands  in  their  prinie, 

Lovely  and  pleasing,  and  who  still  may  please  on, 
I  never  saw  but  one  (the  stars  withdrawn) 
Whose  bloom  could  after  dancing  dare  the  dawn. 

LXXXIV. 

The  name  of  this  Aurora  m  not  mention. 
Although  I  might,  for  she  was  nought  to  me 

More  than  that  patent  work  of  God's  intention, 
A  charming  woman,  whom  we  like  to  see ;     . 

But  writing  names  would  merit  reprehension, 
Yet  if  you  like  to  find  out  this  fair  she, 

At  the  next  London  or  Parisian  ball. 

Ton  still  may  mark  her  cheeky  out-blooming  alL 

LXXXV. 

Latum,  who  knew  it  would  not  do  at  an 
To  meet  the  daylight  after  seven  hours*  atting 

Among  three  thousand  people  at  a  ball, 
To  make  her  curtsy  thought  it  right  and  ^^Vnig*, 

^he  Count  was  at  ber  elbow  with  her  Bhaw\« 


And  they  the  room  were  on  the  point  of  qaitUcg, 
When  lo  !  those  cursed  gondoliers  had  got 
Just  in  the  very  place  where  they  should  not, 

LXXXVL 
Tn  this  the/relike  our  coachmen,  and  the  cause 

Is  much  the  same — the  crowd,  and  pulling,  hauling, 
With  blasphemies  enough  to  break  their  jaws. 

They  make  a  never  intermitted  bawling. 
At  home,  our  Bow-streot  genmien  keep  the  laws, 

And  here  a  sentry  stands  within  your  calling ; 
But  for  all  that,  there  is  a  deal  of  swearing. 
And  nauseous  words  past  mentiouing  or  bearing. 

Lxxxvn. 
The  Count  and  Laura  found  their  boat  at  last. 

And  homeward  floated  o'er  the  silent  tide. 
Discussing  all  the  dances  gone  and  past ; 

The  dancers  and  their  dresses,  too,  b^de ; 
Some  little  scandals  eke  :  but  all  aghast 

(As  to  their  palace  stairs  the  rowers  glide) 
Sate  Laura  by  the  side  of  her  Adorer, 
When  lo  !  the  Mussulman  was  there  before  her. 

Lxxxvm. 
"  Sir,"  said  the  Count,  with  brow  exceeding  grav», 

**  Your  imexpected  presence  here  will  mako 
It  necessary  for  myself  to  crave 

Its  import  ?  But  perhaps  'tis  a  mistake ; 
I  hope  it  is  so ;  and  at  once  to  waive 

All  compliment,  I  hope  so  for  your  sake : 
You  understand  my  meaning,  or  you  shall." 
"  Sir,"  (quoth  the  Turk)  "  'tis  no  mistake  at  all : 


"  That  lady  is  my  wife  I "    Much  wonder  paints 
The  lady's  changing  cheek,  as  well  as  it  might; 

But  where  an  Englishwoman  sometimes  faints, 
Italian  females  don't  do  so  outright ; 

They  only  call  a  little  on  their  saints. 
And  then  come  to  themselves,  almost  or  <^uito ; 

Which  saves  much  hartshorn,  salts,  and  sprinkling  acc^ 

And  cutting  stays,  as  usual  in  such  cases. 

XC. 
She  said — what  could  she  say  ?    Why,  not  a  word: 

But  the  Count  courteously  invited  in 
The  ?tmnger,  much  appeased  by  what  ho  heanl :    ^ 

**  Such  things,  perhaps,  we'd  best  discu&s  «itlia; 
Said  he ;  ''  don't  let  us  make  ourselves  absurd 

In  pubWc,  b-j  ft.  aeftu©,  nor  raise  a  din, 
For  tnen.  \ii^  <^\fti  «cA  oxJc^  «a.^u\%V1bfc^S5i\l 
Will  "bo  roMo^i  c^waaan^  «vx\2aft  ^VOkaXxwosss^ass^S 
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XCL 
They  entered,  and  for  coffee  call'd— it  came, 

A  beverage  for  Turks  and  Christians  both, 
-Although  the  way  they  make  it's  not  the  same. 

Now  I^ura,  much  recover'd,  or  less  loth 
To  speak,  cries  ''  Beppo  !  what's  your  pagan  uameT 

Bless  me !  your  beturd  is  of  amazing  growth  ! 
And  how  came  you  to  keep  away  so  long? 
Are  you  not  sensible  'twas  very  wrong  ? 

xcn. 
*'  And  are  you  really^  truly,  now  a  Turk  ? 

With  any  other  women  did  you  wive  ? 
Is't  true  they  use  their  fingers  for  a  fork  ? 

Well,  that  s  the  prettiest  shawl — as  Fm  alivo  1 
You'll  give  it  me  ?    They  say  you  eat  no  pork. 

And  now  so  manv  years  did  you  contrive 
To — Bless  me  1    Did  I  ever?    No,  I  never 
Saw  a  man  grown  so  yellow  1    How's  your  liver  ? 

xcnL 
"  Beppo,  that  beard  of  yours  becomes  you  not ; 

It  snail  be  shaved  before  you're  a  day  older : 
Why  do  you  wear  it  ?    Oh !  I  had  f oi^ot — 

Iray  don't  you  think  the  weather  here  is  colder? 
How  do  I  look  ?    You  shan't  stir  from  this  spot 

In  that  queer  dress,  for  fear  that  some  beholder 
Should  fina  you  out,  and  make  the  story  known. 
How  short  your  hair  is !    Lord !  how  grey  it's  grown  1  *' 

xciv. 
What  answer  Beppo  made  to  theso  demands 

Is  more  than  I  know.     He  was  cast  away 
About  where  Troy  stood  once,  and  nothing  stands ; 

Became  a  slave  of  course,  and  for  his  pay 
Had  bread  and  bastinadoes,  till  some  bands 

Of  pirates  landing  in  a  neighbouring  bay, 
He  joined  the  rogues  and  prosper'd,  and  became 
A  renegade  of  indifferent  fame. 

xcv. 
But  ho  grew  rich,  and  with  his  riches  grew  so 

Keen  the  desire  to  see  his  home  again, 
He  thought  himself  in  duty  bound  to  do  so. 

And  not  be  always  thieving  on  the  main  ; 
Lonelv  he  felt,  at  times,  as  Kobin  Crusoe, 

And  so  he  hired  a  vessel  come  from  Spain, 
Bound  for  Corfu :  she  was  a  fine  polacca, 
Mann'd  with  twelve  hands,  and  laden  with  tobacco* 


r  xcvr. 

Himsolf,  and  much  ^Heaven  knows  how  gotten  !)  cash^ 
He  then  embork'a,  with  risk  of  life  and  Uml;^ 
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And  got  dear  off,  although  the  attempt  was  rash; 

He  said  that  Providetice  protected  him— 
For  my  part,  I  say  nothiog,  lest  we  clash^ 

In  our  opinions : — well,  the  ship  was  trim, 
Set  sail,  and  kept  her  reckoning  fairly  on, 
Except  three  days  of  calm  when  off  Cape  Bonn. 

xoYn. 
They  reach'd  the  isdAnd,  he  tninsferr'd  his  lading, 

And  self  and  Uve  stock,  to  another  bottom, 
And  pass'd  for  a  true  Turkey-merchant,  trading 

With  goods  of  various  names,  but  Tve  forgot  'em. 
However,  he  got  off  by  this  evsiding. 

Or  else  the  people  would  perhaps  have  shot  him ; 
And  thus  at  vemce  landed  to  tedaini 
His  wife,  rcdigion,  house  and  Christian  name. 


His  wife  received,  ^be  patflardi  r&-baptixed  )i&ir 
(He  made  the  diurch  a  present,  by  the  way) ; 

He  then  threw  off  the  garments  which  di^^uised  him. 
And  borrowed  the  OoimVs  smaHolothes  for  a  day : 

His  friends  the  more  for  his  long  absence  prised  mm, 
Finding  he'd  wherewithal  to  make  them  gaty,  . 

With  dinners,  where  he  oft  became  the  lauM  ai  ftemj 

For  stories— but  /  don't  believe  the  half  of  tfamm 


Whato'er  his  vouth  had  suffered,  his  old  dge 
With  wealth  and  talking  make  him  some  amends; 

Though  Laura  sometimes  put  him  in  a  rage, 
I've  heard  the  Count  and  he  were  always  frieikb. 

My  pen  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  page. 
Which  being  finish'd,  here  the  story  ends ; 

'Tis  to  be  wisb'd  it  had  been  sooner  done, 

But  stories  somehow  lengthen  when  begun. 


MAZEPPl. 
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in  qni  rwiiiriiMTt  liii  ceftt  jfimr  ^>iflg  nc geug3B»aBmie  fHfcMwiiL 
Bfazeppa,]Be4aHB]epddQnatifeFDasi&e  2«r»;  ^iit  «arr^  |ia^ 
Casjoiir,  ctaTOit|aiia«oa«rtBfyiii:<^hc.igg<h»vtdifi>w-Jett«ie^ 

( myant  ^te  d^ccMvntiv  Ja  amf  jr  ft  Her  toot  jua  atr  «•  cut;*^ 
£,  ct  le  faiiri  aBcr  ca  at  iOL.  Le  rsoKs^  ^vt  4a*A  ^  in^^  ^ 
e,  J  irtwaim,  ct  7  FotK  JfaaBRfOL.  tSeaa^mr:  <<:  5jitii^««  4t  <le 
Indqncs  pafmaai  ie  aesoararaC :  X.  TtttM.  IcM^AioBut  yurmi  ^vut., 
naladans  planran  caB?«ea  eaofiKt  Jec  Tartaewt.  JLk  Mxjf^ioiore^ 
untftfcs  fan  doaaa  aae  t^^aitt  ejanitterafen:  yanac  >»  Ot^-af^i^a* : 
tation  «'ain,iaf*Mt  ^  jgar  «»  >'jar  fftrii^ea  3e  Cear  4t  je  faica 
le  rUkruDe.**— TMZAiax,  AaT.  ^  Ct^iei  X//.  j»,  lyS, 
-oi  fdjant,  cC  roacMLn,  eat  aoM  <tene  to^  avas  Jtoi ;  k  OAufttd 
less^et  perdaisttQ«taaBaaiC>^4tncaJle&ieu.  Jttua  va  rtawt 
s  i  cberal,  f^ans  am  f ute.  ce  rniijii^i  Mit  vo^  Ju'araat  ji«  r  aK«4«r 

la  bataJUe."— a^  p.  2:C 

n  alia  par  on  aalre  r^irraa  aree  ^jac&goec  cai  %2m9%,  JUr  «surr*fmt 
it  rompit  dans  la  marcte ;  co  >  renut  i  cs^era^  Pi^ar  KfmtiM  d« 
:,  U  s*6gara  pencJlafit  la  zseiK  4a2»  as  bcut;  ji,  «<««  tfjttnKtt  tt€ 

piassoppieer  iMafcrocffe  ^^v^bes,  lea  dv'JA^t^rt  4«  *a  UeiMMivc 
s  plus  iusopportabSes  par  la  fatz^xK,  aogo  dberal  ^ataut  fMab^  ^ 
s.  il  se  coudia  qocJlqafs  lw«res  aa  poed  d'«s>  artee,  «m  4iu^er 
arpris  i  toot  BKxaeat  par  lea  T^aKgocan^  qok  le  fWrt^aw^tt  4« 
es."— ».,  p.  ns. 


L 
TwAS  after  dread  PolUnra's  di^. 

When  f ortone  left  the  rojal  vipade, 
Arotmd  a  dangfater'd  anor  lar. 

No  more  to  combat  and  to  Mead. 
The  power  and  glory  of  tlie  war. 

Faithless  as  m»r  rain  rotarieSy  men, 
Bad  pass'd  to  the  tnnmphaiit  OaTf 

And  Moscow's  waBs  were  sale  ag;^, 
Until  a  day  more  daik  and  dxear. 
And  a  more  memorable  year. 
Should  gire  to  slaughter  and'to  shame 
A  mightier  host  ana  hangfatier  name ; 
A  grrater  wredc,  a  deeper  fall, 
A  shook  to  one-— a  thunderbolt  to  alL 
2tT 
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n. 
Such  was  the  hazard  of  the  die ; 
The  wounded  Charles  was  taught  to  iiy 
By  day  and  night  through  field  and  flood, 
Stain'a  wiUi  his  own  and  subjects'  blood ; 
For  thousands  fell  that  flight  to  aid : 
And  not  a  roice  was  heard  t*  upbraid 
Ambition  in  his  humbled  hour, 
When  truth  had  nought  to  dread  from  power. 
His  horse  was  slain,  and  Gieta  gave 
His  own — and  died  the  Russians*  slave. 
This  too  sinks  after  many  a  league 
Of  well  sustain'd  but  vain  fatigue  ; 
And  in  the  depth  of  forests,  d^kling 
The  watch-fires  in  the  distance  sparkling— 

The  beacons  of  surrounding  foes— 
A  king  must  lay  his  limbs  at  length. 

Are  these  the  laurels  and  repose 
For  which  the  nations  strain  their  strength  ? 
They  laid  him  by  a  savage  tree. 
In  outworn  nature's  agony ; 
His  wounds  were  stiff — ^his  limbs  were  stark— 
The  heavy  hour  was  chill  and  dark ; 
The  fever  in  his  blood  forbade 
A  transient  slumber's  fitful  aid : 
And  thus  it  was ;  but  yet  through  all, 
Kinglike  the  monarch  bore  his  fall. 
And  made,  in  this  extreme  of  ill, 
His  pangs  the  vassals  of  his  will : 
All  silent  and  subdued  were  they. 
As  once  the  nations  round  him  lay. 

in. 
A  band  of  chiefs ! — alas  !  how  few, 

Since  but  the  fleeting  of  a  day 
Had  thinn'd  it;  but  this  wreck  was  true 

And  chivalrous :  upon  the  clay 
Each  sat  him  down,  all  sad  and  mute, 

Beside  his  monarch  and  his  steed, 
For  danger  levels  man  and  brute, 

And  all  are  fellows  in  their  need. 
Among  the  rest,  Mazeppa  made 
His  pillow  in  an  old  oak's  shade — 
Himself  as  rough,  and  scarce  less  old. 
The  Ukraine's  Hetman,  calm  and  bold ; 
BuTi  first,  outspent  with  this  long  course 
The  Cossack  prince  rubb'd  down  his  hore^ 
And  made  for  him  a  leafy  bed, 

And  smooth'd  his  fetlocks  and  his  mane» 

And  slack'd  his  girth,  and  stripp'd  his  rein, 
And  joy'd  to  see  how  well  he  fed; 
For  wxtil  now  he  had  the  dread 
His  -weaiied  covorest  TciL\^i&x^ix\saft 
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But  ho  was  hardy  as  his  lord, 

And  little  cared  for  bed  and  board ; 

But  spirited  and  docile  too, 

Whate'er  was  to  be  done,  would  do. 

Shaggy  and  swift,  and  strong  of  limb. 

All  Tartar-like  he  carried  him  ; 

Oboy'd  his  voice,  and  came  to  call, 

And  knew  him  in  the  midst  of  all : 

Though  thousands  were  around, — and  Night, 

Without  a  star,  pursued  her  flight, — 

That  steed  from  sunset  until  dawn 

His  chief  would  follow  like  a  fawn. 

IV. 
This  done,  Mazeppa  spread  his  cloak. 
And  laid  his  lance  beneath  his  oak, 
Felt  if  his  arms  in  order  good 
The  long  day's  march  had  well  withstood — 
If  still  wie  powder  fiird  the  pan. 

And  flints  unloosen'd  kept  their  lock — 
His  sabre's  hilt  and  scabbard  felt. 
And  whether  tiiey  had  chafed  his  belt — 
And  next  the  venerable  man. 
From  out  his  havresack  and  can. 

Prepared  and  spread  his  slender  stock ; 
And  to  the  monarch  and  his  men 
The  whole  or  portion  offer'd  then 
With  far  less  of  inquietude 
Than  courtiers  at  a  banquet  would. 
And  Charles  of  this  his  slender  share 
With  smiles  partook  a  moment  there. 
To  force  of  cheer  a  greater  show. 
And  seem  above  both  wounds  and  woe ; 
And  then  he  said — "Of  all  our  band. 
Though  firm  of  heart  and  strong  of  hand. 
In  skirmish,  march,  or  forage,  none 
Can  less  have  said  or  more  have  done 
Than  thee,  Mazeppa !    On  the  earth 
So  fit  a  pair  had  never  birth. 
Since  Alexander's  days  till  now. 
As  thy  Bucephalus  and  thou : 
All  Scythia's  fame  to  thine  should  yield 
For  pvicking  on  o'or  flood  and  fielcL" 
Mazeppa  answer'd — "Dl  betide 
The  scnool  wherein  I  leam'd  to  ride  ! " 
Quoth  Charles—"  Old  Hetman,  wherefore  sc 
Since  thou  hast  leam'd  the  art  so  well  ? " 
Mazeppa  said — "  'Twere  long  to  tell; 
And  we  have  many  a  league  to  go. 
With  every  now  and  then  a  blow. 
And  ten  to  one  at  least  the  foe, 
Before  our  steods  may  graze  at  ease, 
Beyond  the  Bwift  Borj«thenes : 
And,  sire,  your  Jimbs  have  need  of  rout. 
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And  I  will  be  the  sentinel 
Of  this  your  troop/' — "  But  I  reqtieak," 
Said  Sweden's  monarch,  "  thou  wilt  tell 
This  tale  of  thine,  and  I  may  reap. 
Perchance,  from  this  the  boon  of  sleep ; 
For  at  this  moment  from  my  eyes 
The  hope  of  present  slumber  mes." 

"Well,  sire,  with  such  a  hope.  Fll  track 
My  seventy  years  of  memory  back : 
I  think  'twas  in  my  twentietii  spring, — 
Ay,  'twas, — ^when  Casimir  was  king- 
John  Casimir,— I  was  his  page 
Six  summers,  in  my  earlier  age : 
A  learned  monarch,  faith !  was  he. 
And  most  unlike  your  majesty : 
He  made  no  wars,  and  did  not  gam 
New  realms  to  lose  them  back  again ; 
And  (save  debates  in  Warsaw's  diet) 
He  reign'd  in  most  unseemly  quiet ; 
Not  that  he  had  no  cares  to  vex ; 
He  loved  the  muses  and  the  sex ; 
And  sometimes  these  so  froward  are. 
They  made  him  wish  himself  at  war ; 
But  soon  his  wrath  being  o'er,  he.  took 
Another  mistress,  or  new  book  ; 
And  then  he  gave  prodigious  f6tes — 
All  Warsaw  gather  d  round  his  gates 
To  gaze  upon  his  sj)lendid  court. 
And  damies,  and  chiefs,  of  princely  port : 
He  was  the  Polish  Solomon, 
So  sung  his  poets,  all  but  one. 
Who,  being  unpension'd,  made  a  satire. 
And  boasted  that  he  could  not  flatter. 
It  was  a  court  of  jousts  and  mimes. 
Where  every  courtier  tried  at  rhymes; 
Even  I  for  once  produced  some  verses, 
And  sign'd  my  odes  '  Despairing  Thyrsie.' 
There  was  a  certain  Palatine, 

A  count  of  far  and  high  descent, 
Bich  as  a  salt  or  silver  mine ; 
And  he  was  proud,  ye  may  divine. 

As  if  from  heaven  he  had  been  sent : 
He  had  such  wealth  in  blood  and  ore 

As  few  could  match  boncatli  the  throno; 
And  he  would  gaze  upon  his  store, 
And  o'er  his  pedigree  would  pore. 
Until  by  some  confusion  led. 
Which  almost  look'd  like  want  of  head, 

He  thought  their  merits  were  his  own* 
Hla  mi©  vjas  ivot  of  his  opinion  ; 

H.\a\umoT  ^©\>^  >i>Mx\."^  i^ssw.^ 
Orev)  daWy  Wxe^  oi  \\\%aoxccaiLSi\v\ 
And,  zX\j&t  m^ea^Vciij^e?^,  ^vsA\«sc^ 
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To  virtue  a  few  farewell  tears, 
A  restless  dream  or  two,  some  glances 
At  Warsaw's  youth,  some  songs,  and  dances, 
Awaited  btit  uie  usual  chances. 
Those  happ^  accidents  which  render 
The  coldest  dames  so  very  tender. 
To  deck  her  Count  with  titles  given, 
'Tis  said,  as  passports  into  heaven ; 
But,  strange  to  say,  they  rarely  hoasfc 
Of  these,  who  have  deserved  them  most. 

V. 
"  I  was  a  goodly  6tm)ling  then  ; 

At  seventy  years  I  so  may  say. 
That  there  were  few,  or  boys  or  men. 

Who,  in  my  dawning  time  of  day. 
Of  vassal  or  of  knight's  degree. 
Could  vie  in  vanities  with  me  ; 
For  I  had  strength,  youth,  gaiety, 
A  port,  not  like  to  this  ye  see. 
But  smooth,  as  all  is  rugged  now  ; 

For  time,  and  care,  and  war,  have  plough'd 
My  very  soul  from  out  my^  brow  : 

And  thus  I  should  be  disavow  d 
By  all  my  kind  and  kin,  could  they 
Compare  my  day  and  yesterday ; 
This  change  was  wrought,  too,  long  ere  age 
Had  ta'en  my  features  for  his  page : 
With  years,  ye  know,  have  not  declioe^ 
My  strengtn,  my  coura£;e,  or  my  ix^nd. 
Or  at  this  hour  1  should  not  be 
Telling  old  tales  beneath  a  tree^ 
With  starless  skies  my  canopy. 

But  let  me  on :  Theresa's  rormrr- 
Methinks  it  glides  before  me  now. 
Between  me  and  yon  chestnut's  bough. 

The  memory  is  so  quick  and  vfurm ; 
And  yet  I  find  no  words  to  tell 
The  shape  of  her  I  loved  so  well : 
She  had  the  Asiatic  eye. 

Such  as  our  Turkish  neighbourhood 

Hath  mingled  with  our  Polish  blood. 
Dark  as  above  us  is  the  sky  ; 
But  through  it  stole  a  tender  light. 
Like  the  first  moonrise  of  midnight ; 
Large,  dark,  and  swimming  in  the  ptream, 
Which  soem'd  to  melt  to  its  own  beam ; 
All  love,  half  languor,  and  half  fire. 
Like  saints  that  at  the  stake  expire. 
And  lift  their  raptured  looks  on  high. 
As  though  it  were  a  joy  to  die. 
A  brow  like  a  midsummer  lake. 

Transparent  with  the  sun  therein. 
When  warea  no  murmur  dare  to  make. 


(^8  BYRON'S  POEMS 

And  heaven  beholds  her  face  withizu 
A  cheek  and  Up — ^but  why  proceed  ? 

I  loved  her  ihen — I  love  her  still ; 
And  such,  as  I  am,  love  indeed 

In  fierce  extremes — in  good  and  ill. 
But  still  we  love  even  in  our  rage. 
And  haunted  to  our  very  age 
With  the  vain  shadow  of  the  past, 
As  is  Mazeppa  to  the  last. 

VI. 
**We  met — ^we  gazed — T  saw,  and  sigh'd, 
She  did  not  speak,  and  yet  replied  ; 
There  are  ten  thousand  ton«^  and  signs 
We  hear  and  see,  but  nunc  defines — 
Involuntary  sparks  of  thought, 
Which  strike  from  out  the  heart  o'erwroughli 
And  form  a  strange  intelhgenco. 
Alike  mysterious  and  intense. 
Which  link  the  burning  chain  that  binds, 
Without  their  will,  voung  hearts  and  minds : 
Conveying,  as  the  electric  wire, 
We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire. 
I  saw,  and  sigh'd — ^in  silence  wept, 
And  still  reluctant  distance  kept. 
Until  I  was  made  known  to  her, 
And  we  might  then  and  there  confer 
Without  suspicion — ^then,  even  then, 

I  longed,  and  was  resolved  to  speak ; 
But  on  my  lips  they  died  again. 

The  accents  tremulous  and  weak. 
Until  one  hour. — There  is  a  game, 

A  frivolous  and  foolish  play. 

Wherewith  we  while  away  the  day ; 
It  is — I  have  forgot  the  name — 
And  we  to  this,  it  seems,  were  set. 
By  some  strange  chance,  which  I  f  oigot : 
I  reck'd  not  if  I  won  or  lost. 

It  was  enough  for  me  to  bo 

So  near  to  hear,  and  oh  !  to  see 
The  being  whom  I  loved  the  most. 
I  watch*d  her  as  a  sentinel, 
(May  ours  this  dark  night  watch  as  well !) 

Until  I  saw,  and  thus  it  was. 
That  she  was  pensive,  nor  perceived 
Her  occupation,  nor  was  grieved 
Nor  glad  to  lose  or  gain ;  but  still 
Play'd  on  for  hours,  as  if  her  will 
Yet  bound  her  to  the  place,  though  not 
That  hers  might  be  the  winning  lot. 

TView  t\iTo\xsh  Tiay  bVain  the  thought  did  pMi 
Even  asBk^a.^  ol  Yv^'ccMk.^^Qasx^, 
That  there  'waa  ^oT£ie>5>cccck%\x3L\«it  ^act 
Wh\c\i  'WOxiV^'net  diOOXsiTaftX^  ^^\«a\ 
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And  on  the  thought  my  woixis  broko  for'b, 

All  incoherent  as  they  were ; 
Their  eloquence  was  little  worth, 
But  yet  she  listen'd — ^"tis  enough — 

Who  Ustens  once  will  listen  twice  ; 

Her  heurt,  be  sure,  is  not  of  ice, 
And  one  refusal  no  rebuff. 


"  I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again — 

They  tell  me,  sire,  you  never  know 

Those  gentle  frailties ;  if  'tis  true, 
I  shorten  all  my  joy  or  pain  ; 
To  you  'twould  seem  absurd  as  vain  ; 
But  all  men  are  not  bom  to  reign. 
Or  o'er  their  passions,  or  as  ^ou 
Thus  o'er  themselves  and  nations  too. 
I  am — or  rather  too* —  a  prince, 

A  chief  of  thousands,  and  could  lead 

Them  on  where  each  would  foremost  Llcci  ^ 
But  could  not  o'er  myself  evince 
Tbo  like  control. — But  to  resume  : 

I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again ; 
In  sooth,  it  is  a  happy  doom, 

But  yet  where  happiest  ends  in  pain. 
We  met  in  secret,  and  the  hour 
Which  led  me  to  that  lady's  bower 
Was  fiery  Expectation's  dower. 
My  days  and  nights  were  nothing — all 
Except  that  hour  which  doth  recall 
In  the  long  lapse  from  youth  to  ago 

No  other  like  itself :  Fd  give 

The  Ukraine  back  acain  to  live 
It  o'er  once  more,  and  be  a  page. 
The  happy  page,  who  was  the  lord 
Of  one  soft  heart,  and  his  own  sword, 
And  had  no  other  gem  nor  wealth 
Save  natiu-e's  gift  of  youth  and  health. 
We  met  in  secret — doubly  sweet. 
Some  say,  they  find  it  so  to  meet ; 
I  know  not  that — I  would  have  given 

My  life  but  to  have  call'd  her  mino 
In  the  fun  view  of  earth  and  heaven ; 

For  I  did  oft  and  long  repine 
That  wo  could  on\>  ii:.eot  by  stealth. 

vnL 

'*  For  lovers  there  are  many  eyes. 
And  such  there  were  on  us ; — the  devil 
On  such  occasions  should  be  civil — 

The  devil  1— I'm  loth  to  do  him  wrong. 
It  might  be  some  untoward  saint. 

Who  would  not  he  at  rest  too  long. 
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X. 
**  Away ! — away  ! — ^My  breath  was  gone — 
I  saw  not  where  he  hurried  on  : 
'Twas  scarcely  yet  the  break  of  dav. 
And  on  he  foam'd — away  ! — away  I — 
The  last  of  human  sounds  which  rose, 
As  I  was  darted  from  my  foes, 
Was  the  wild  shout  of  savage  laughter, 
Which  on  the  wind  came  roaring  after 
A  moment  &om  that  rabble  rout : 
With  sudden  wrath  I  wrench'd  my  head. 

And  snapped  the  cord  which  to  tho  mane 

Had  bound  my  neck  in  lieu  of  rciu. 
And,  writhing  haAi  my  form  about, 
Howl'd  back  my  curse ;  but  'midst  tho  tiead, 
The  thunder  of  my  courser's  speed, 
Perchance  they  did  not  hear  nor  heod  : 
It  vexes  me — for  I  would  fain 
Have  paid  their  insult  back  again. 
I  paid  it  well  in  after  days : 
There  is  not  of  that  castle-gate. 
Its  drawbridge  and  portculhs  weight, 
Stone,  bar,  moat,  bridge,  or  barrier  left ; 
Nor  of  its  fields  a  blade  of  grass. 

Save  what  grows  on  a  ridge  of  wall. 

Where  stood  the  hearth-stone  of  the  hall ; 
And  many  a  time  ye  there  might  pass. 
Nor  dream  that  e'er  that  fortress  was. 
I  saw  its  turrets  in  a  blaze, 
Their  crackling  battlements  all  cleft. 

And  the  hot  lead  pour  down  like  rain 
From  off  the  scorch  d  and  blackening  roof. 
Whose  thickness  was  not  vengeance-proof. 

They  little  thought  that  day  of  pain, 
When  launched,  as  on  the  lightning's  flash. 
They  bade  me  to  destruction  dash. 

That  one  day  I  should  come  again. 
With  twice  five  thousand  horse,  to  thank 

The  Count  for  his  uncourteous  rido. 
They  play'd  me  then  a  bitter  prank. 
Whan,  with  the  wild  horse  for  my  guide. 
They  bound  mo  to  his  foaming  flank  : 
At  length  I  play'd  them  one  as  frank — 
For  time  at  last  sets  all  things  oven — 

And  if  we  do  but  watch  the  hour. 

There  never  yet  was  human  power 
Which  could  evade,  if  unforgiveu, 
The  patient  search  and  vigil  long 
Of  him  who  treasures  up  a  wrong. 

XI. 

"Away,  away,  my  steed  and  I, 
Upon  the  pmiona  of  the  wind. 
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All  liuman  dwellings  left  behind  ; 
Wo  sped  like  meteors  through  the  sky, 
AVhen  with  its  crackling  sound  the  night 
Is  chequer'd  with  the  northern  light : 
Town — village — ^none  were  on  our  track, 

But  a  wild  plain  of  far  extent, 
And  bounded  by  a  forest  black ; 

And,  saye  the  scarce  seen  battlemont 
On  distant  heights  of  some  strong  hold, 
Against  the  Tartars  built  of  old, 
No  trace  of  man.     The  year  before 
A  Turkish  army  had  marched  o'er ; 
And  where  the  Spahi's  hoof  hath  trod. 
The  yordure  flies  the  bloody  sod  : 
The  sky  was  dull,  and  dim,  and  grey. 

And  a  low  breeze  crept  moaning  by— 

I  could  have  answered  with  a  sigh— 
But  fast  we  fled,  away,  away, 
And  I  could  neither  sigh  nor  pray ; 
And  my  cold  sweat-drops  fell  like  r.iin 
Upon  the  coui-ser's  bristling  mane ; 
13  ut,  snorting  still  with  rage  and  fear. 
He  flew  upon hisfar  career : 
At  times  1  almost  thought,  indeed. 
He  must  have  slackened  in  his  speed; 
But  no — my  bound  and  slender  frame 

Was  nothing  to  his  angry  might. 
And  merely  like  a  spur  became  : 
Each  motion  which  I  made  to  free 
My  swoln  Umbs  from  their  agony 

Increas'd  his  fury  and  affnght : 
I  tried  my  voice, — ^*twas  faint  and  low. 
But  yet  he  swerv*d  as  from  a  blow ; 
And,  starting  to  each  accent,  sprang 
As  from  a  sudden  trumpet's  clang : 
Meantime  my  cords  were  wet  with  gore. 
Which,  oozing  through  my  limbs,  ran  o'er ; 
,  And  in  my  tongue  the  thirst  became 
*  A  something  fierier  far  than  flame. 

XII. 

"  We  near'd  the  wild  wood — ^"twas  so  wido^ 

I  saw  no  bounds  on  either  side ; 

*Twas  studded  with  old  sturdy  trees. 

That  bent  not  to  the  roughest  breeze 

Which  howls  down  from  Siberia's  waste, 

And  strips  the  forest  in  its  haste, — 

But  these  were  few  and  far  between. 

Set  thick  with  shrubs  more  young  and  grocTi; 

Luxuriant  with  their  annual  leaves. 

Ere  sLrown  by  those  autumnal  eves 

That  nip  ^iXi^  1otg«,V5  ^  iQ\\&:g,<ei  daad, 

X)\8Co\oMt*  d  >N\M)a.  «*\Vi^«e»  t^^, 

'WhicVi  6^xida\\iftTfeOTi\5&ft^\^«i\^Bs«fc^ 
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Upon  the  slain  when  battle's  o'er, 
And  some  long  winter's  night  hath  shod 
Its  frosts  o'er  every  tombless  head^ 
80  cold  and  stark  the  raven's  beak 
May  peck  unpierced  each  frozen  cheek : 
'Twas  a  wild  waste  of  underwood. 
And  here  and  there  a  chestnut  stood, 
llie  strong  oak,  and  the  hardy  pine ; 

But  far  apart— and  well  it  vere, 
Or  else  a  different  lot  were  mine — 

The  boiighs  gave  way,  and  did  not  tear 
My  limbs ;  and  I  found  strength  to  bear 
My  wounds,  already  scarr'd  with  cold — 
My  bonds  forbade  to  loose  my  hold. 
We  rustled  through  the  leaves  like  wind. 
Left  shrubs,  and  trees,  and  wolves  behind ; 
By  night  I  heard  them  on  the  track. 
Their  troop  came  hard  upon  our  back. 
With  their  long  gallop,  "which  can  tire 
The  hound's  deep  hate,  and  hunter's  fire : 
Where'er  we  flew  th^  foUow'd  on. 
Nor  left  us  with  the  morning  sun  ; 
Behind  I  saw  them,  scarce  a  rood, 
At  daybreak  winding  through  the  wood, 
And  throu|^h  the  night  bad  heard  their  feet 
Their  stealmg,  rustUng  step  repeat. 
Oh  !  how  I  wish'd  for  spear  or  sword. 
At  least  to  die  amidst  the  horde, 
And  perish — if  it  must  he  so — 
At  bay,  destroying  many  a  foe  ! 
When  first  my  courser's  race  begun, 
I  wish'd  the  goal  already  won  ; 
But  now  I  doubted  strength  and  speed. 
Vain  doubt !  his  swift  and  savage  breed 
Had  nerved  him  like  the  mountain-roe  ; 
Nor  faster  falls  the  blinding  snow 
Which  whelms  the  peasant  near  the  door 
Whose  threshold  he  shall  cross  no  more, 
Bewilder'd  with  the  dazzling  blast, 
Than  through  the  forest-paths  ho  pass'd — 
Untired,  imtamed,  and  worse  than  wild ; 
All  furious  as  a  favour'd  child 
Balk'd  of  its  wish ;  or  fiercer  still — 
A  woman  piqued — ^who  has  her  will. 

XIII. 

•*  The  wood  was  pass'd ;  'twas  more  than  nooa, 
But  chill  the  air,  although  in  June ; 
Or  it  might  be  my  veins  ran  cold — 
Prolong'd  endurance  tames  the  bold  ; 
And  1  was  then  not  what  I  seem, 
But  headlong  as  a  wintry  stream. 
And  wore  my  feelings  out  before 
I  well  could  count  their  causes  o'er ; 
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And  what  with  fury,  fear  and  wrath. 
The  tortures  which  beset  my  path. 
Cold,  hunger,  sorrow,  shame,  distress. 
Thus  bound  in  nature's  nakedness  ; 
Sprung  from  a  race  whose  rising  blood 
when  stirred  beyond  its  calmer  mood. 
And  trodden  hard  upon,  is  like 
The  rattle-snake's,  in  act  to  strike. 
What  marvel  if  this  worn-out  trunk 
Beneath  its  woes  a  monient  sunk  ? 
The  earth  gave  way,  the  skies  roll'd  roun«^ 
1  seem'd  to  sink  upon  the  ground ; 
But  err'd,  for  I  was  fastly  bonnd. 
My  heart  tum'd  sick,  my  brain  grew  sore, 
And  throbb'd  awhile,  then  beat  no  more  : 
Tl^e  skies  spun  like  a  mighty  wheel ; 
I  saw  the  trees  like  drunkards  reel, 
And  a  slight  flash  sprang  o'er  my  eyes. 
Which  saw  no  farther :  he  who  <ues 
Can  die  no  more  than  then  I  died. 
O'ertortured  by  that  gHastly  ride, 
I  felt  the  blackness  come  and  go; 

And  strove  to  wake  ;  but  oc^d  not  maid 
My  senses  climb  up  from  below : 
I  felt  as  on  a  plank  at  sea, 
When  all  the  waves  that  dash  o'er  thee, 
At  the  same  time  upheave  and  whelm, 
And  hurl  thee  towards  a  desert  realm. 
My  undulating  life  was  as 
The  fancied  lights  that  flitting  pass 
Our  shut  eyes  in  deep  midnight,  when 
Fever  begins  upon  the  brain  ; 
But  soon  it  pass'd,  with  little  pain, 
But  a  confusion  worse  than  i^ch : 
I  own  that  I  should  deem  it  much. 
Dying,  to  feel  the  same  again ; 
And  yet  I  do  suppose  we  must 
Feel  far  more  ere  we  turn  to  dust : 
No  matter ;  I  have  bared  my  brow 
Full  in  Death's  face— before— and  now. 

XIV. 

"  My  thoughts  came  back ;  where  Was  I  ?  (WtJi 

And  numb  and  giddy :  pulse  by  pulse 
life  reassumed  its  lingering  hold. 
And  throb  by  throb, — till  grown  a  pang 
Which  for  a  moment  wcmld  convulse. 
My  blood  reflow'd,  though  thick  and  chSH; 
My  ear  with  uncouth  noises  rang. 

My  heart  began  once  more  to  thrill 
My  sight  return'd,  though  dim ;  alas  I 
And  t^vcVexiL*  d,  «A  \\.  'wet^,  ^\.\v  9;las8. 
Met\ioMg\i\.  VXift  d&3^  oi^wi«&'sfw^i&s^\ 
There  "waa  b^  ^©Kta  ^^  <A  VJaa  ^ , 
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Studded.with  stars  ;— it  is  no  dream  ; 
The  wildt  horse  swhns  1>he  wilder  stream  \ 
The  bright,  broad  river*s  gushing  tide 
Sweeps,  winding  onward,  far  and  wide. 
And  we' are  halfway,  straggling  o'er 
To  yon  unknown  and  silent  shord. 
The  waters  broke  my  hollow  trance. 
And  with  a  temporary  stren^b: 

My  stififen'd  limbs  wer6  rebaptibsed. 
My  courser's  broad  breast  proudly  bravo^ 
And  dashes  off  the  ascendmg  wave», 
And  onward  we  advance  ! 
We  reach  the  slippery  shor^  at  length, 

A  haven  I  but  httle  prized, 
For  all  behind  was  dark  and  drear, 
And  all  before  was  ni^ht  and  fear. 
How  many  hours  of  night  or  day 
In  those  suspended  pangs  I  hey, 
I  could  not  tell ;  I  scarcely  knew 
If  thitf  were  human  breath  I  drew. 

XV. 
"With  glossy  skin,  and  dripping  mane. 

And  reeling  limbs,  and  reeking  flank. 
The  wild  stem's  sinewy  nerves  still  strahi 

Up  the  repelling  bank. 
We  gain  the  top  ;  a  boimdiette  plain 
SprM^s  through  the  shadow  of  the  nigirt, 

And  onward,  onward,  onward,  seems^ 

Like  precipices  in  our  dreanaS, 
To  stTetch  beyond  the  sight ; 
And  here  and  there  a  speck  of  white^ 

Or  scatter'd  spot  of  dusky  green^ 
In  masses  broke  into  the  light. 
As  rose  the  moon  upon  my  right : 

But  nought  distinctly  seen 
In  the  dim  waste  woul^  indicate 
The  omen  of  a  cottage  gate  ; 
No  twinkling  taper  from  afar 
Stood  like  a  nospitable  star ; 
Not  even  an  ignis-fatuus  rose 
To  make  him  mony  with  my  woes : 

That  verv  cheat  nad  cheerd  me  tht- n  I 
Although  d.etected,  welcome  still, 
Beminding  me,  through  every  ill. 

Of  the  abodes  of  men. 

XVL 

"  Onward  we  went — but  slack  and  slow  j 
His  savage  force  at  length  overspent. 

The  drooping  courser,  faint  and  low, 
All  feebly  foaming  went. 

A  sicklv  infant  had  had  power 

To  guide  bim  forward  in  that  bour  ; 
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But  useless  all  to  me : 
His  new-born  lameness  nought  avail'd— 
My  limbs  were  bound ;  my  force  had  foil'd^ 

Perchance,  had  they  been  free. 
With  feeble  effort  still  I  tried 
To  rend  the  bonds  so  starkly  tied. 

But  still  it  was  in  vain ; 
My  limbs  were  only  wrung  the  more. 
And  soon  the  idle  strife  gave  o'er. 

Which  but  prolonged  their  pain : 
The  dizzy  race  seenrd  almost  done, 
Although  no  goal  was  nearly  won : 
'iSome  streaks  announced  the  coming  ran-- 

How  slow,  alas !  he  came  ! 
Methought  that  mist  of  dawning  grey 
Would  never  dapple  into  day; 
How  heavily  it  roll'd  away — 

Before  the  eastern  flame 
Rose  crimson,  and  deposed  the  stars. 
And  caird  the  radiance  from  their  cars, 
And  fill'd  the  earth,  from  his  deep  throne^ 
With  lonely  lustre,  all  his  own. 

xvn. 
**  Up  rose  the  sun ;  the  mists  were  currd 
Back  from  the  solitary  world 
Which  lay  around — ^behind — ^before. 
What  booted  it  to  traverse  o'er 
Plain,  forest,  river  ?  Man  nor  brute. 
Nor  dint  of  hoof,  nor  print  of  foot, 
Lay  in  the  wild  luxuriant  sofl ; 
No  sign  of  travel — none  of  toil ; 
The  very  air  was  mute ; 
And  not  an  insect's  shrill  small  horn,     ' 
Nor  matin  bird's  new  voice  was  borne 
I'rom  herb  nor  thicket.    Many  a  wersfc, 
Panting  as  if  his  heart  would  burst. 
The  weary  brute  stiU  stagger'd  on ; 
And  still  we  were — or  sbem'd— alone. 
At  length,  while  reeling  on  our  way, 
Methought  I  heard  a  courser  neigh. 
From  out  yon  tuft  of  blackening  firs. 
Is  it  the  wind  those  branches  stirs  ? 
No,  no  !  from  out  tiie  forest  prance 

'A  trampling  troop ;  I  see  ttiem  come ! 
In  one  vast  squadron  they  advance  ! 

I  strove  to  cry — my  lips  were  dumb. 
The  steeds  rush  on  in  plunging  pride ; 
But  where  are  they  the  reins  to  guide  ? 
A  thousand  horse — and  none  to  ride  ! 
With  flowing  tail,  and  flying:  mane, 
Wide  nostrils — never  stretcn'd  by  pain, 
"NLoutlaa  \>\oo^^«a  \,o  \Xv'^  \svfe  or  rein, 
And  l*ie\.  \ii'8.\.\t<$n.\x«^w  ^^<A^ 
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And  flanks  unscarr'd  by  spur  or  rod, 
A  thousand  horse,  the  wild,  the  free. 
Like  waves  that  follow  o'er  the  sea, 

Came  thickly  thundering  on. 
As  if  our  faint  approach  to  meet ; 
The  sight  re-nerved  my  courser's  feet, 
A  moment  staggering,  feebly  fleet, 
A  moment,  with  a  faint  low  neigh. 

He  answer'd  and  then  fell ; 
With  gasps  and  glazing  eyes  he  lay. 

And  reeking  limbs  immoveable. 
His  first  and  last  career  is  done  ! 
On  came  the  troop— they  saw  him  stoop. 

They  saw  me  strangely  bound  along 

His  back  with  many  a  bloody  thong : 
They  stop— they  start — ^they  snuflf  the  air. 
Gallop  a  moment  here  and  there. 
Approach,  retire,  wheel  round  and  round. 
Then  plunging  back  with  sudden  bDund, 
Headed  by  one  black  mighty  steed. 
Who  seem'd  the  patriardn  of  his  breed, 

Without  a  single  speck  or  hair 
Of  white  upon  his  shaggy  hide ; 
They  snort— they  foam— neigh — swerve  asid« 
And  backward*  to  the  forest  fly. 
By  instinct,  from  a  human  eye. 

They  left  me  there  to  my  despair, 
link'd  to  the  dead  and  stiffening  wretch. 
Whose  lifeless  limbs  beneath  me  stretchy 
Believed  from  that  unwonted  weight. 
From  whence  I  could  not  extricate 
Nor  him  nor  me — and  there  we  lay, 

The  dying  on  the  dead  ! 
I  little  deem'd  another  day 

Would  see  my  houseless,  helpless  head. 

"And  there  from  mom  till  twilight  bouud, 

I  felt  the  heavy  hours  toil  round. 

With  just  enough  of  life  to  see 

My  last  of  suns  go  down  on  me. 

In  hopeless  certainty  of  mind. 

That  makes  us  feel  at  length  resigned 

To  that  which  our  foreboding  years 

Present  the  worst  and  last  of  fears : 

Inevitable — even  a  boon, 

Nor  more  unkind  for  coming  soon, 

Yet  shunned  and  dreaded  with  such  care. 

As  if  it  only  were  a  snare 

That  prudence  might  escape : 
At  times  both  wish'd  for  and  implored. 
At  times  sought  with  self -pointed  sword 
Yet  still  a  dark  and  MdeouB  dose 
To  even  intolerable  woes. 
And  welcome  in  no  shape. 
2v 
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And,  strange  to  say,  the  sons  w  pleasure, 
The  J  who  have  revell'd  beyond  measure 
In  beauty,  wassail,  wine^  and  treasure, 
Die  calm,  or  calmer,  oft  than  he 
Whose  heritage  was  misery : 
For  he  who  hath  in  turn  run  through 
All  that  was  beautiful  and  new. 

Hath  nought  to  hope,  and  nought  to  Icavo; 
And,  save  the  future  ^which  is  view'd 
Not  quite  as  men  are  oase  or  good, 
But  as  their  nerves  may  be  endued,) 

With  nought  perhaps  to  grieve : 
The  wretch  still  hopes  his  woes  must  end, 
And  Death,  whom  ne  should  deem  his  friend. 
Appears,  to  his  distemper'd  eyes. 
Arrived  to  rob  him  of  nis  prize. 
The  tree  of  his  new  Paradise. 
To-morrow  would  have  given  him  all, 
Bepaid  his  pangs,  repaired  his  fall ; 
To-morrow  would  have  been  the  first 
Of  days  no  more  deplored  or  curst. 
But  bright,  and  long,  and  beckooing  years, 
Seen  dazzliog  through  the  mist  of  tears, 
Querdon  of  many  a  painful  hour ; 
To-morrow  would  have  given  him  power 
To  rule,  to  shine,  to  smite,  to  save — 
And  must  it  dawn  upon  his  grave  ? 

xvm. 
"  The  sun  was  sinking — still  I  lay 

Chained  to  the  chill  and  stiffening  steed ; 
I  thought  to  mingle  there  our  clay ; 

And  my  dim  eyes  of  death  had  need, 

No  hope  arose  of  bei?ig  freed : 
I  cast  my  last  looks  up  uie  sky. 

And  there  between  me  and  the  sun 
I  saw  the  expecting  raven  fly. 
Who  scarce  would  wait  till  both  should  die, 

Ere  Mr,  repast  begun ; 
He  flew,  and  perch'd,  tl^en  flew  once  more, 
And  each  time  nearer  than  before  ; 
I  saw  his  wing  through  twilight  flit, 
And  once  so  near  me  he  alit, 

I  could  have  smote,  but  lack'd  the  strength; 
But  the  slight  motion  of  my  hiuid. 
And  feeble  scratching  of  the  sand. 
The  exerted  threat's  faint  struggling  noiae, 
Which  scarcely  could  be  call'd  a  voice. 

Together  scared  him  ofl^  at  lengUi. 
I  know  no  more— my  latest  dream 

Is  something  of  a  lovely  star 

"WhicAi  ^^^  xttl  ^xjNl  c^oa  from  afar, 
And.  wen\i  mA  casiift  ^m'^«A<ac«x'3>«^^ 
Ajld  ol  t\i©  ^o\d,  ^\^,  «was!£nx\n.^,^^Ts^ 
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Sensation  of  recurring:  sense. 

And  then  subsiding  back  to  death. 

And  then  again  a  little  breath, 
A  little  thrill,  a  short  suspense. 

An  icy  sickness  curdling  o'er 
My  heart,  and  sparks  that  cross'd  my  brain 
A  gasp,  a  throb,  a  start  of  pain, 

A  sigh,  and  nothing  more. 

■^  XIX. 

"  I  woke—Where  was  I  ?— Do  I  oeQ 
A  human  face  look  down  on  me  ? 
And  ddth  a  roof  above  me  dose  I 
Do  these  limbs  on  a  couch  repose? 
Is  this'  a  chamber  where  I  lie  t 
And  is  it  mental  yon  bright  eye. 
That  watches  me  with  gentle  glance  ? 

I  closed  my  own  again  once  more. 
As  doubtful  that  my  former  trance 

Could  not  as  vet  be  o*er. 
A  slender  girl,  long-hair'd,  and  tall. 
Sate  watching  by  we  cottage  wall ; 
The  sparkle  of  her  eye  I  caught. 
Even  with  my  first  return  of  thought ; 
For  ever  and  anon  she  threw 

A  prying,  pitying  glance  on  me 

With  hor  black  eyes  so  wild  and  free ; 
I  gazed,  and  gazed,  until  X  knew 

No  vision  it  could  be, — 
But  that  I  lived  and  was  released 
From  adding  to  the  vulture's  feast : 
And  when  the  Cossack  maid  beheld 
My  heavy  eyes  at  length  unseal'd. 
She  smiled— and  I  essay'd  to  speak. 

But  fail'd — and  she  approach'd,  and  made 

With  lip  and  finger  signs  that  said, 
T  must  not  strive  as  yet  to  break 
The  silence,  till  my  strength  should  be 
Enough  to  leave  my  accents  free ; 
And  tiien  her  hand  on  mine  she  laid, 
And  smoothed  the  pillow  for  my  head. 
And  stole  along  on  tiptoe  treaa. 

And  gently  oped  the  door,  and  spake 
In  whispers — ne'er  was  voice  so  sweet  I 
Even  music  follow'd  her  light  feet ; 

But  those  she  call'd  were  not  awake. 
And  she  went  forth ;  but,  ere  she  passed, 
Another  look  on  me  she  cast. 

Another  sign  she  made,  to  say, 
That  I  had  nought  to  fear,  that  eXL 
Were  near,  at  mv  command  or  call, 

And  she  would  not  delay 
Her  due  return ; — while  she  was  gone, 
Metboiight  I  felt  too  much  alone. 
2  u  2 
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zx. 

**  She  came  with  mother  and  with  sir»-«' 
What  need  of  more  1—1  will  not  tiro 
With  long  recital  of  the  rest. 
Since  I  became  the  Cossack's  guest. 
They  found  me  senseless  on  the  plain — 

They  bore  me  to  the  nearest  hut — 
They  brougbt  me  into  life  again — 
Me^one  day  o'er  their  realm  to  reign ! 

Thus  the  vain  fool  who  strove  to  glut 
His  rage,  refining  on  my  piin, 

Sent  me  forth  to  the  wilderness. 
Bound,  naked,  bleeding,  and  alone, 
Topass  the  desert  to  a  throne, — 

What  mortal  his  own  doom  may  guess  I 

Let  none  despond,  let  none  despair  1 
To-morrow  the  Borysthenes 
May  see  our  coursers  graze  at  ease 
Upon  his  Turkish  bank, — and  never 
Had  I  such  welcome  for  a  river 

As  I  shall  yield  when  safely  there. 
Comrades,  good  night ! " — ^Tne  Hetman  throw 

His  length  beneath  the  oak-tree  shade. 

With  leafy  couch  already  made, 
A  bed  nor  comfortless  nor  new 
To  him,  who  took  his  rest  whene'er 
The  hour  arrived,  no  matter  where : 

His  eyes  the  hastening  slumbers  Bleep. 
And  if  ye  marvel  Charles  forgot 
To  thank  his  tale,  he  wondered  not, — 

The  king  had  been  an  hour  asleep. 
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KFTTAFH  ON  JOHN  ADA10,  OF  SOUTHWELL. 

▲  CABKSER,  WHO  WED  OV  1MWSUUIXZ8K, 


JoHK  AdambIIm  here,  of  iiie  pamb  of  SooUtwell, 
A  Carrier  wbo  carriiBii  his  can  to  his  dmoUi  w^  ; 
He  carried  to  madly  and  he  mrried  so  fiwty 
He  could  carry  no  mote— so  was  mrried  at  hut ; 


For,  the  liquor  he  diaaky  beiac  too  mndi  for  onia^ 
He  ooold  iioi  carry  oB, — so  hs^  nam  earri^^ 


FAHEWELL !  IF  EVER  F05DEBT  PRAYER. 

Fabswell!  if  efor fondest pB^cr 

For  oUmi's  veal  avaiTd  on  U^ 
Mine  wffl  not  an  be  kist  in  air. 

Bat  waft  thj  name  bejond  the  sky, 
Twere  Tun  to  speak,  to  veep,  to  sigh : 

Oh!  more llttn  tears  of  Uoodcsatdl, 
When  ynva%  from  gmtt^s  expirfnir  ^je^ 

Are  m  that  wotd—Farevea  t^Faretrell  t 

These  1^  are  mate,  these  ejee  are  diy ; 

Bot  in  xssf  breast  and  in  m jr  bnin. 
Awake  the  paa«s  tint  DMS  not  bj. 

The  thoog^  tliat  nerer  riian  deep  a^K**^ 
Iffy  aodl  nor  dei(g;ns  nor  dares  eon^Hain, 

ThoQgh  grief  and  nasrinn  ihere  rebel : 
I  only  know  we  lored  in  main — 

1  only  feel— Farew^ :— Fareweil  1 


WHEN  WE  TWO  PARTED. 

Whkv  we  two  parted 
In  sflenee  and  tears. 

Half  broken-hearted 
To  sever  for  years. 
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Pale  grew  thy  cheek  and  cold. 
Colder  thy  kiss ; 

Truly  that  hour  foretold 
Sorrow  to  this. 

The  dew  of  the  moinmg 

Sank  chill  on  my  brow — 
It  felt  like  the  warning 

Of  wfairt  I  f^  noi^. 
Thy  YbwiEf  $atd  all  broken. 

And  light  is  thy  fame ; 
I  hear  thy  nfitne  spoken. 

And  share  in  its  shame. 

Thejr  name  thee  bbfbt^  me, 

A  knell  to  mine  ear ; 
A  i&udddr  comes  o'er  me — 

Why  wert  thou  so  dear! 
They  Know  not  I  knew  thee^ 

Who  knew  thee  too  well : — 
Long,  long  shall  I  rue  thee^ 

Too  deeply  to  telL 

Id  secret  ^e  met^- 

In  silence  I  grieve, 
That  thy  heacrt  could  forget, 

Thy  spirit  deceive. 
If  I  would  iheet  thee 

After  long  years, 
How  should  I  greet  thee  ? — 

With  silenttd  atid  tears. 


TO  A  YOUTHFUL  FRIEND. 

Few  years  have  pass'd  since  thou  and  I 
Were  firmest  friends,  at  least  in  nam(^ 

And  childhood's  gay  sinc^ty 
Preserved  our  feelings  long  the  same. 

But  now,  like  fiie,  too  well  thou  know'st 
What  trifles  oft  the  heart  recall ; 

And  those  who  once  have  loved  the  most 
Too  soon  forget  they  loved  at  all 

And  such  the  change  the  heart  di^lays, 
So  frail  is  early  friendship's  reign, 

A  month's  brief  lapse,  perhaps  a  day's, 
Will  view  thy  mind  estranged  agam. 

It  BO,  \\.  "ne^et  ^-aXl  be  mine 
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As  rolls  the  ocean's  changiD^  tide. 

So  human  feelings  ebb  and  flow  ; 
And  who  would  in  a  breast  confide, 

Where  stormy  passions  ever  glow  ? 

It  boots  not  that,  together  bi^d. 

Our  childish  days  were  days  of  joy : 
My  spring  of  life  has  quickly  fled  ; 

Thou,  too  hast  ceased  to  bd  a  boy. 

And  when  we  bid  adieu  to  youth, 

Slaves  to  the  specious  World's  control^ 
Wo  sigh  a  long  farewell  to  truth ; 

That  world  corrupts  the  noblesrt;  soul. 

Ah,  joyous  season  1  when  the  mind 

Dares  all  things  boldly  but  to  lie ; 
When  thought  ere  spoke  is  unconfined, 

And  sparkles  in  the  placid  eye. 

Kot  so  in  Man's  maturer  years, 

^Vhen  Man  himself  is  but  a  tool : 
When  interest  sways  oiu*  hopes  and  fears. 

And  all  must  love  and  hate  by  rule. 

With  fools  in  kindred  vice  the  same. 

We  learn  at  length  our  faults  to  blend ; 
And  those,  and  those  alone  may  claim 

The  prostituted  name  of  friend. 

Such  is  the  common  lot  of  man  : 

Can  we  then  'scape  from  folly  free  ? 
Can  we  reverse  the  general  plan. 

Nor  be  what  all  in  turn  must  be  ? 

No  ;  for  myself,  so  dark  my  fate 

ITirough  every  turn  of  life  hath  been ; 
Man  and  the  world  so  much  I  hate,    * 

I  care  not  when  I  quit  the  scene. 

But  thou,  with  spirit  frail  and  light. 

Wilt  shine  awhile  and  pass  away ; 
As  glow-worms  sparkle  through  the  night. 

But  dare  not  stand  the  test  of  day. 

Alas  !  whenever  folly  calls 

Where  parasites  and  princes  meet, 
(For  chenshed  first  in  royal  halls, 

The  welcome  vices  kindly  greet), 

Ev'n  now  thou'rt  nightly  seen  to  add 

One  insect  to  the  fluttering  crowd ; 
And  still  thy  trifling  heart  is  glad 

To  join  the  vain,  and  court  the  proud. 

There  dost  thou  glide  from  fair  to  fair, 
Still  simpering'  on  with  eager  haste, 
As  Qiea  along  the  gay  parterre, 
That  taiDt  the  flowers  they  scarceVy  taB\^ 
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But  say,  what  nymph  will  prize  the  flame 
Which  seems,  as  marshy  vapours  move, 

To  flit  aloDff  from  dame  to  dame. 
An  ignis-latuus  gleam  of  love  1 

What  friend  for  thee,  however  inclined, 
Will  deifi^n  to  own  a  kindred  care  ? 

Who  will  debase  his  manly  mind. 
For  friendship  every  fool  may  share  ? 

In  time  forbear ;  amidst  the  throng 
No  more  so  base  a  thing  be  seen ; 

No  more  so  idly  pass  along ; 
Be  something,  anything,  but— mean. 


WELL!  THOU  ART  HAPPY. 

Well  !  thou  art  happy,  and  I  feel 

That  I  should  thus  be  happy  too ; 
For  still  my  heart  regards  thy  weal 

Warmly,  at  it  was  wont  to  do. 

Thy  husband's  blest— and  'twill  impart 

Some  pangs  to  view  his  happier  lot : 
But  let  them  pass — Oh  !  how  my  heart 

Would  hate  him,  if  he  loved  thee  not ! 

When  late  I  saw  thy  favourite  child, 
I  thought  my  jealous  heart  would  breal: ; 

But  when  the  unconscious  infant  smiled, 
I  kissed  it  for  its  mother's  sake. 

I  kissed  it— and  repressed  my  sighs. 

Its  father  in  its  face  to  see  ; 
But  then  it  had  its  mother's  eyes. 

And  they  were  all  to  love  and  me. 

Mary,  adieu  !  I  must  away : 

"V^Hiile  thou  art  blest  I'll  not  repine ; 
But  near  thee  I  can  never  stav ; 

My  heart  would  soon  again  oe  thine. 

I  deem'd  that  time,  I  deemed  that  pride 
Had  quench'd  at  length  my  boyiui  flamo  ,* 

Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  thy  side, 
My  heart  in  all, — save  hope, — the  same. 

Yot  was  I  calm :  I  knew  the  time 
^y  breast  Nfiould  thrill  before  thy  look ; 

"But  now  \,o  \,teaOo\e  '^«jit^  ^  ^srvtb!^ — 

"W  ©  met,— w[i^  ^Qt  ^  xvexN^  ^^a  ^q«^  1 
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I  saw  thee  gaze  upon  my  face, 

Yet  meet  with  no  confusion  there : 
One  only  feeling  couldst  thou  trace ; 

The  sullen  calmness  of  despair. 


Away !  away  !  my  early  dream 
Remembi|uice  never  must  awake  : 

Oh  !  where  is  Lethe's  fabled  stream  ? 
My  foolish  hearty  be  stilly  or  break, 


INSCRIPTION 
THE  MONUMENT  OP  A  NEWFOUNDLAND  DOG.* 

When  some  proud  son  of  man  returns  to  earth, 

Unknown  to  glory,  but  upheld  by  birth. 

The  sculptor's  art  exhausts  the  pomp  of  woe. 

And  storied  urns  record  who  rest  below ; 

When  all  is  done,  upon  the  tomb  is  seen, 

Not  what  he  was,  but  what  he  should  have  been 

But  the  poor  dog,  in  life  the  firmest  friend, 

The  first  to  welcome,  foremost  to  defend, 

Whose  honest  heart  is  still  his  master's  own. 

Who  labours,  fights,  lives,  breathes  for  him  alone, 

Unhonour'd  falls,  unnoticed  all  his  worth. 

Denied  in  heaven  the  soul  he  held  on  earth  : 

While  man,  vain  insect  1  hopes  to  be  forgiven. 

And  claims  himself  a  sole  exclusive  heaven. 

Oh  man  !  thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour. 

Debased  by  slavery,  or  corrupt  by  power, 

Who  knows  thee  well  must  quit  thee  with  disgust, 

Degraded  mass  of  animated  dust  1 

Thy  love  is  lust,  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat. 

Thy  smiles  hypocrisv,  thy  words  deceit ! 

By  nature  vile,  ennooled  but  by  name. 

Each  kindred  brute  might  bid  thee  blush  for  shame. 

Ye  !  who  perchance  behold  this  simple  urn. 

Pass  on— it  honours  none  you  wish  to  mourn : 

To  mark  a  friend's  remains  these  stones  arise ; 

I  never  knew  but  one — ^and  here  he  lies. 

Is  monnroent  Is  still  a  conspicnons  ornament  in  the  garden  of  Keirsie..d.    tht 

ng  is  the  inscription  by  which  the  Terses  are  preceded  :— 

Near  this  spot 

Are  deixwited  the  B(»nalns  of  one 

Wlio  possessed  Beauty  without  Vauity, 

Strength   without  Insolence, 

Courage  without  Ferocity, 

And  all  the  Virtues  of  Kan  without  his  Vices. 

This  Praise,  which  would   be   unmeaning  Flattery 

If  inscribed  over  human  ashes. 

Is  but  a  Just  tribute  to  the  Memory  of 

BOATSWAIN,  A  Doo, 

Wbo  was  bom  at  Newfoundland,  May,  1803, 

And  died  at  NewaUad  Abbey,  Nov.  18,  18»A. 


coo  BYEON'S  POEMS. 

TO  A  LADY, 

OK  BEINa  ASKED  MT  REASON  FOR  QUITTIKO  ENGLAND  IS 
THE  SPRING. 

When  Man,  expelPd  from  Eden's  bowers, 
A  moment  lingered  near  the^te, 

Each  scene  recall'd  the  vanisli*d  hours. 
And  bade  him  curse  his  future  fate. 

But,  wandering  on  through  distant  climes. 
He  learnt  to  bear  his  load  of  grief  j 

Just  gave  a  sigh  to  other  times,- 
And  found  in  busier  scenes  relief. 

Thus,  lady  !  will  it  be  with  me. 
And  I  must  view  thy  charms  no  more ; 

For,  while  I  linger  near  to  thee, 
I  sigh  for  all  I  knew  before. 

In  flight  I  shall  be  surely  wise. 
Escaping  from  temptation's  snare ; 

I  cannot  view  my  paradise 
Without  the  wish  of  dwelling  there. 


■       REMIND  ME  NOT,  REMIND  MB  NOT. 

Remind  me  not,  remind  me  not. 
Of  those  beloved,  those  vanidi'd  hours, 
When  all  my  soul  was  given  to  thee ; 
Hours  that  may  never  be  forgot, 
Till  time  unnerves  our  vitfu  powers. 
And  thou  and  I  shall  cease  to  be. 

Can  I  forget — canst  thou  forget, 
When -playing  with  thy  golden  hair. 
How  quick  thy  fluttering  heart  did  iiiOTe? 
Oh  1  by  my  soul,  I  see  thee  yet, 
With  eyes  so  languid,  breast  se  fair, 
And  lips,  though  silent,  br^thing  lote. 

When  thus  reclining  on  my  breast, 
Those  eyes  threw  back  a  glance  so  sweety 
As  half  reproached  yet  raised  desire, 
And  still  we  near  and  nearer  prest. 
And  still  our  glowing  lips  would  meet, 
As  if  in  kisses  to  expire. 

And  then  those  pensive  eyes  would  close, 
And  bid  their  lids  each  other  seek, 
"Veflm^  \,\i^  ^xwre  orbs  below ; 
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I  dreamt  last  night  our  love  retum'd, 
And,  sooth  to  say,  that  very  dream 
Was  sweeter  in  its  phantasy, 
Than  if  for  other  hearts  I  burh'd, 
For  eyes  that  ne'er  like  thine  could  beam 
In  rapture's  wild  reaJity. 

Then  tell  me  not.  remind  me  not. 

Of  hours  whicn,  though  for  ever  goh<5, 
Can  still  a  pleasing  dream  restore, 
Till  thou  and  I  shftU  be  forgot, 
And  senseless  as  the  mouldering  stone 
Which  tells  that  we  shall  be  no  mor». 


THERE  WAS  A  TIME,  I  NEED  NOT  NAME. 

Thekb  was  a  time,  I  need  not  name. 

Since  it  will  ne'er  forgotten  bo, 
When  all  our  feelings  were  the  same 

As  still  my  soul  hath  been  to  thee. 

And  from  that  hour  when  first  thy  tongue 
Confess'd  a  love  which  equall'd  mine, 

Though  many  a  grief  my  heart  hath  wrung, 
Unknown  and  thus  unfelt  by  thine. 

None,  none  hath  sunk  so  deep  as  this— 
To  think  how  all  that  love  hath  flown  ; 

Transient  as  every  faithless  kiss. 
But  transient  in  thy  breast  alone. 

And  yet  my  heart  some  solace  know. 
When  late  I  heard  thy  lips  declare. 

In  accents  once  imagined  true, 
Bemombrance  of  the  days  that  were. 

Yes ;  my  adored,  yet  most  unkind  ! 

Though  thou  wilt  never  love  again. 
To  me  'tis  doubly  sweet  to  find 

Kemembrance  of  that  love  remain. 

Yes  !  'tis  a  glorious  thought  to  me. 
Nor  longer  shall  my  soul  repine, 

Whate'er  wou  art  or  e'er  shall  be. 
Thou  hast  been  dearly,  solely  mine. 


AND  WILT  THOU  WEEP  WHEN  I  AM  LOW? 

And  wilt  thou  weep  when  I  am  low  % 

Sweet  lady  t  speak  those  words  agaivi  *, 
Yet  if  they  grieve  thee,  say  not  so — 
I  would  Dot  give  that  bosom  -poXxi. 
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My  heart  is  sad,  my  hopes  are  gone, 
liy  hlood  runs  coldly  through  my  hreast ; 

And  when  I  perish,  thou  alone 
WiXt  sigh  aboye  my  place  of  rest 

And  yet,  methinks,  a  gleam  of  peace 
Doth  through  my  doud  of  anguish  shino : 

And  for  awhile  my  sorrows  cease. 
To  know  thy  heart  hath  felt  for  mine. 

Oh  lady  t  blessed  be  that  tear — 
It  falls  for  one  who  cannot  weep ; 

Such  precious  drops  are  doubly  dear 
To  those  whose  eyes  no  tear  may  steep. 

Sweet  lady  I  once  my  heart  was  warm 
With  every  feeling  soft  as  thine ; 

But  beauty's  self  hath  ceased  to  charm 
A  wretch  created  to  repine. 

Yet  wilt  thou  weep  when  I  am  low? 

Sweet  lady  I  speak  those  words  again : 
Yet  if  they  grieye  thee,  say  not  so — 

I  would  not  giye  that  bosom  pain. 


STANZAS  TO  A  LADY,  ON  LEAVING  ENGLAND. 

'Tis  done — and  shivering  in  the  gale 
The  bark  unfurls  her  snowy  sail ; 
And  whistling  o'er  the  bending  mast, 
Loud  sings  on  high  the  fresh'ning  blast; 
And  I  must  from  this  land  be  gone^ 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

But  could  I  be  what  I  have  been, 
And  could  I  see  what  I  have  seen— 
Could  I  repose  upon  the  breast 
Which  once  my  warmest  wishes  blest— 
I  should  not  seek  another  zone 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

'lis  long  since  I  beheld  that  eye 
Which  gave  me  bliss  or  misery ; 
And  I  have  striven,  but  in  vain. 
Never  to  think  of  it  again : 
For  though  I  fly  from  Albion, 
[  still  can  only  love  but  one. 

As  some  lone  bird,  without  a  mate. 
My  weary  heart  is  desolate ; 
I  look  around,  and  cannot  trace 
Oxvft  it\eiv^7  «cDS\a  ot  ^^Icome  face, 
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And  I  will  cross  the  whitoDing  {otan, 
And  I  will  seek  a  foreign  home  ; 
QHU  I  foiiget  a  false  fair  face, 
I  ne*er  shall  find  a  resting-place ; 
My  own  dark  thoughts  I  ctonot  shun. 
But  ever  love,  and  love  but  one. 

The  poorest,  veriest  wretch  on  earth 
Still  finds  some  hospitable  hearth, 
Where  friendship's  or  love's  softer  glow 
May  smile  in  joy  or  soothe  in  woe ; 
But  friend  or  leman  I  have  none. 
Because  I  cannot  love  but  one. 

I  go — ^but  wheresoe'er  I  flee 
There's  not  an  eye  will  weep  for  me ; 
There's  not  a  kind  congenial  heart, 
Where  I  can  claim  the  meanest  part ; 
Nor  thou,  who  hast  my  hopes  undone. 
Wilt  sigh,  although  I  love  but  one. 

To  think  of  every  early  scene. 

Of  what  we  are,  and  what  we've  been, 

Would  whelm  some  softer  hearts  with  woe— 

But  mine,  alas  1  has  stood  the  blow ; 

Yet  still  beats  on  as  it  begun, 

And  never  truly  loves  but  one. 

And  who  that  dear  loved  one  may  be 
Is  not  for  vulgar  eyes  to  see. 
And  why  that  early  love  was  cross'd. 
Thou  know'st  the  best,  I  feel  the  most : 
But  few  that  dwell  beneath  the  sun 
Have  loved  so  long,  and  loved  but  one. 

I've  tried  another's  fetters  too. 
With  charms  perchance  as  fair  to  view ; 
And  I  would  fain  have  loved  as  weU, 
But  some  unconquerable  spell 
Forbade  my  bleeding  breast  to  own 
A  kindred  care  for  aught  but  one. 

'Twould  soothe  to  take  one  lingering  view. 
And  bless  thee  in  my  last  adieu ; 
Yet  wish  I  not  those  eyes  to  weep 
For  him  that  wanders  o'er  the  deep  ; 
His  home,  his  hope,  his  youth  are  gone. 
Yet  still  he  loves,  and  loves  but  one. 


IMEMBER  HIM,  WHOM  PASSION'S  POWER 

Bbmembeb  him,  whom  passion's  power 

Severely,  deepl  v,  vainly  proved : 
Romemher  thou  that  dangerous  hour 

WboD  neither  fell,  though  both  wcrQlo^e^ 
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A  VERY  MOURNFUL  BALLAD 

ON    THE    SIEGE  AND  CONQUEST  OF  ALHaMA, 

kick,  in  the  Arabic  langtuxge,  is  to  ihefollo-mlngimrporU 

The  Moorish  King  rides  up  and  down 
Through  Granada's  royal  town  ; 
From  Elvira's  gates  to  those 
Of  Bivarambla  on  he  goes. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1 

Letters  to  the  monarch  tell 
How  Alhama's  city  fell : 
In  the  fire  the  scroll  he  threw, 
And  the  messenger  he  slew. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  I 

He  quits  his  mule,  and  mounts  his  horso, 
And  through  the  street  directs  his  course ; 
Through  the  street  of  Zacatin 
To  the  Alhambra  spurring  in. 

Woo  is  me,  Alhama  1 

When  the  Alhambra  walls  he  gain'd. 
On  the  moment  he  ordain'd 
That  the  trumpet  straight  should  sound 
With  the  silver  clarion  round. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  I 

And  when  the  hollow  drums  of  war 
Beat  the  loud  alarm  afar. 
That  the  Moors  of  town  and  plain 
Might  answer  to  the  martial  strain. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1  j 

Then  the  Moors,  by  this  aware 
That  bloody  Mars  recaird  them  there, 
One  by  one,  and  two  by  two. 
To  a  mighty  squadron  grew. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1 

Out  then  spake  an  a^ed  Moor 
Li  these  words  the  kmg  before, 
"  Wherefore  call  on  us,  oh  King  ? 
VThat  may  mean  this  gathering  ?  '* 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

"  Friends !  ye  have,  alas !  to  know 
01  a  most  disastrous  blow. 
That  the  Christians,  stem  and  bold. 
Have  obtain'd  Alhama's  hold." 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1 

Out  then  spake  old  Alfaqui, 
With  his  beard  so  white  to  see. 
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*'  Good  King !  thou  art  justly  served, 
Good  King  I  this  thou  hast  deserve  1. 
Woo  is  me,  Alhama ! 

**  By  thee  wore  slain,  in  evil  hoiu*, 
The  Abencerrage,  Granada's  flower ; 
And  strangers  were  received  by  theo 
Of  Cordova  the  Chivalry. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

'*  And  for  this,  oh  King  !  is  sent 
On  thee  a  double  chastisement : 
Thee  and  thine,  thy  crown  and  realm. 
One  last  wreck  shall  overwhelm. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1 

"  He  who  holds  no  laws  in  awe. 
He  must  perish  by  the  law  ; 
And  Granada  must  be  won. 
And  thyself  with  her  undone." 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  I 

Fire  flashed  from  out  the  old  Mooi^s  eyofl^ 
The  Monarch's  wrath  began  to  rise, 
Because  he  answered,  and  because 
He  spake  exceeding  well  of  laws. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1 

"  There  is  no  law  to  say  such  things 
As  may  disgust  the  ear  of  kings : " — 
Thus,  snorting  with  his  choler,  said 
The  Moorish  King,  and  doom'd  him  dead. 
Woe  is  mo,  Alhama  ! 

Moor  Alfaqui  !  Moor  Alfaqui ! 
Though  thy  beard  so  hoary  be. 
The  King  hath  sent  to  have  thee  seized, 
For  Albania's  loss  displeased. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  I 

And  to  fix  thy  head  upon 
High  Alhambra's  loftiest  stone ; 
That  this  for  thee  should  be  the  law. 
And  others  tremble  when  they  saw. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

*'  Cavalier,  and  man  of  worth  ! 
Let  these  words  of  mine  go  forth ; 
Let  tho  Moorish  Monarch  know. 
That  to  him  I  nothing  owe. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

"  But  on  my  soul  Alhama  weighs, 
And  on  my  inmost  spirit  preys ; 

"Vet  o\*\ieta  xaa.-^  \ia.N^\o^\.  'Om>  \s^»^ 
"^  o^  \a  Txi^,  KSa»sa3»^\ 
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"  Sires  have  lost  their  children,  wires 
Their  lordis,  and  raliant  men  their  live« ; 
One  what  best  his  love  might  claim 
Hath  lost,  another  wealth,  or  fame. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

**  I  lost  a  damsel  in  that  hour, 
Of  all  the  land  the  loveliest  flower ; 
Doubloons  a  hundred  I  would  pay. 
And  think  her  ransom  cheap  that  day." 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

And  as  these  things  the  old  Moor  said. 
They  severed  from  the  trunk  his  head ; 
And  to  the  Alhambra's  wall  with  speed 
Tvraa  carried,  as  the  King  decreed. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

And  men  and  infants  therein  weep 
Their  loss,  so  heavy  and  so  deep : 
Granada's  ladies,  all  she  rears 
Within  her  walls,  burst  into  tears. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

And  from  the  windows  o'er  the  walls 
The  sable  web  of  mourning  falls ; 
Tho  King  weeps  as  a  woman  o'er 
His  loss,  for  it  is  much  and  sore. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 


TO  THOMAS  MOORK 

Mr  boat  is  on  the  shore. 

And  my  bark  is  on  the  sea ; 
But,  before  I  go,  Tom  Moore, 

Here's  a  double  health  to  thee  1 

Hero's  a  sigh  to  those  who  love  me. 
And  a  smile  to  those  who  hate ; 

And,  whatever  sky's  above  me. 
Here's  a  heart  for  every  fate. 

Though  the  ocean  roar  around  me. 
Yet  it  still  shall  bear  me  on  ; 

Though  a  desert  should  surround  me. 
It  hath  springs  that  may  be  won. 

Were't  tho  last  drop  in  the  well. 
As  I  gasped  upon  the  brink. 
Ere  my  fainting  spirit  fell, 
'Tis  to  thee  that  I  would  drink. 

With  that  water,  as  this  wine. 

The  libation  I  would  pour 
Bbould  be— peace  with  thine  and  xs&a% 
And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Moore, 
2  z 
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TRANSULTION  OF  A  EOMAIC  LOVE  SONG 

Ah  1  Love  mm  never  yet  wUJioat 
The  pang,  the  agonj,  the  doubt. 
Which  rmdE  my  hmot  with  ceaseless  sigh, 
While  day  and  night  roll  darkling  by. 

Without  one  friend  to  hear  my  woe, 
I  faint,  I  die  beneath  the  blow. 
That  Love  had  arrowe,  well  I  knew ; 
Alas!  I  find  them  p<^n'd  too. 

Birds,  yet  In  freedom,  shnn  the  net 
Whi^  LoTO  around  your  haunts  hath  sot ; 
Or,  drcled  by  his  fatal  fire. 
Tour  hearts  shall  bum,  your  hopes  expire. 

A  bird  of  free  and  careless  wing 
Was  I,  throu|;h  many  a  smiling  epiing ; 
But  caught  within  the  subtle  snare 
I  bum,  and  feeUy  flutter  there. 

Who  nflTer  have  loved,  and  loved  in  vain, 
Can  neither  feel  nor  pity  pain. 
The  oold  repulse,  the  loiok  askanoe. 
The  lightning  ol  l<ove*s  angry  glance. 

In  flattering  dreams  I  deem*d  thee  mine ; 
Now  hope,  and  he  who  hoped,  decline ; 
Like  melting  wax,  or  withering  flower, 
I  feel  my  passion,  and  thy  power. 

My  light  of  life  I  ah,  tell  me  why 
That  pouting  lip,  and  altered  eye  ? 
My  bird  of  love  !  my  beauteous  mate ! 
And  art  thou  changed,  and  canst  thou  hate ! 

Mine  eyes  like  wintry  streams  o'erflow : 
What  wretch  with  me  would  barter  woe  ? 
My  bird !  relent :  one  note  could  give 
A  charm  to  bid  thy  lover  live. 

My  curdling  blood,  my  maddening  brain, 
~  In  silent  anguish  I  sustain  ; 
And  still  thy  heart,  without  i 
One  pang,  exults — ^while  mine  is  br< 

Pour  me  the  poison ;  fear  not  thou  1 
Thou  eanst  not  murder  more  than  now : 
Tve  lived  to  curse  my  natal  da^. 
And  Love,  that  thus  can  lingering  slay. 

My  wounded  soul,  my  bleeding  breast. 
Can  patienee  preach  thee  into  rest  f 
Alas !  too  late^  I  dearly  know 
^haV\o7  Vft  WVA&se»  of  wo^ 


EXTRACTS    FROM    DON   JUAN. 


THE  ISLES  OP  GREECE.* 

Thb  isles  of  Greece,  the  isles  of  Greece ! 

Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  cung, 
Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peace, — 

Where  Delos  rose,  and  Phoebus  sprung  1 
Eternal  summer  gilds  them  yet, 
But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set. 

The  Scian  and  the  Teian  muse. 

The  hero's  harp,  the  lover's  lute. 
Have  fomid  the  feme  your  shores  refuse ; 

Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute 
To  sounds  which  echo  further  west 
Than  your  sires*  "  Islands  of  the  Blest,  "t 

The  mountains  look  on  Marathon— 

And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea ; 
And  musing  there  an  hour  alone, 

I  dream'a  that  Greece  might  still  bo  free ; 
For  standing  on  the  Persians*  grave, 
I  could  not  deem  myself  a  slave. 

A  king  sat  on  the  rocky  brow 

Which  looks  o'er  sea-bom  Salamis ; 
And  ships,  by  thousands,  lay  below. 

And  men  in  nations  ;-~all  wera  his  ! 
He  counted  them  at  break  of  day — 
And  when  the  sun  set,  where  were  they?* 

And  where  are  tiiey  ?  and  where  art  thou. 

My  country  ?    On  thy  voiceless  shore 
The  neroic  lay  is  tuneless  now — 

The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more  ! 
And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine. 
Degenerate  into  hands  like  mine  f 

b«  PiaeM  followinf ,  to  the  end,  *xe*  firom  their  great  beauty  and  onobjectlotubu 

cter.  extracted  from  Don  Joan. 

!ie  "  /tlandt  nf  tht  Btmt,"  of  the  Gzeek  pocte  were  nippoeed  to  have  beou  the  Oof  r 

rd  lelandi  or  the  OaiuuieB. 

I  "  Deet>  were  the  gxoaos  of  Xerxee,  when  he  aaw 
ThiB  havoo ;  for  hie  leat,  a  lofty  mound 
Commanding  the  wide  tea.  o*B>^k'd  the  hoeta. 
With  meftd  eriee  he  i«.  AnX.  robes, 

At^  through  hJs  troops  e*.      Aled  on  the  abow* 
OrnvMigiudof  retreat ;  thei/started  wUd 
And  ilad  dleonler'd/'— .Akhtlus. 

2X2 
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Tis  somoUiing,  in  the  deartih  of  fame. 

Though  linked  among  a  fettered  race^ 
To  feel  at  least  a  patriot's  shame. 

Even  as  I  sing,  suffuse  my  face ; 
For  what  is  left  the  poet  here '? 
For  Greeks  a  blush — for  Greece  a  tear. 

Must  w€  but  weep  o'er  days  more  blest? 

Must  tee  but  blush  ? — Our  fiithcrs  bled. 
Earth  !  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 

A  remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead  ! 
Ot  the  three  hundred  grant  but  three. 
To  make  a  new  Thermopyla  ! 

Wh.ll,  silent  still  I  and  silent  all ! 

Ah  !  no ; — ^the  voices  of  the  dead 
Bound  like  a  distant  torrent's  fall. 

And  answer,  '*  Let  one  living  head, 
But  one  arise, — ^we  oome,  we  come !  " 
'Tis  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

In  vain— in  vain  ;  strike  other  chords  ; 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine ! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordes, 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine  1 
Hark  !  rising  to  the  ignoble  call — 
How  answers  each  bold  Bacchanal ! 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet. 
Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone  ? 

Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 
The  nobler  and  the  manlier  one  ? 

You  have  the  letters  Cadmus  gave — 

Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a  slave  t 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Ssonian  wine ! 

We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  these  f 
It  made  Anacreon's  song  divine : 

He  served — ^but  served  Polycratea — 
A  tyrant ;  but  our  masters  then 
Were  still,  at  least,  our  countrymen. 

The  tyi*ant  of  the  Chersonese 
Was  freedom's  best  and  bravest  firiend  ; 

Thai  tyrant  was  Miltiades ! 
Oh  !  that  the  present  hour  would  lend 

Another  despot  of  the  kind  1 

Such  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  bind. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  win« ! 

On  Suli's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore, 
Exists  the  remnant  of  a  Une 

^wcYi  aa  \i\i^T>oTvci  T£v!^\3ck&ic%  bore ; 

'V\\e  Hevtic\Q\^w\  w»«5\\ow^^'^vl^ 
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.rrost  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks — 
They  have  a  king  who  buys  and  sella  : 

In  native  swords,  and  native  ranks, 
The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells ; 

But  Turkish  force  and  Latin  fraud 

Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine  ! 

Oiur  virgins  dance  beneath  the  shade-  • 
I  see  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine  ; 

But  gazing  on  each  glowing  maid. 
My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  laves. 
To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slavea. 

Place  me  on  Sunium's  marbled  steep, 
Where  nothing  save  the  waves  and  I, 

Ms^  hear  our  mutual  murmurs  sweep  ; 
There;  swan-like,  let  roe  sing  and  die  : 

A  land  of  slaves  shall  ne'er  be  mine — 

Dash  down  yon  cup  of  Samian  wine  ! 


FAME. 

^HAT  is  the  end  of  Fame  !    'Tis  but  to  fill 

A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper  : 
Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  hiU, 

Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in  vapour  ; 
For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kill, 

And  bards  bum  wlmt  they  call  their  "midnight  taper, * 
To  have,  when  the  original  is  dust, 
A  name,  a  wretched  picture,  and  worse  bust. 

What  are  the  hopes  of  man  ?    Old  Egypt's  King 

Cheops  erected  the  first  pyramid 
And  largest,  thinking  it  was  just  the  thing 

To  keep  his  memory  whole,  and  mummy  hid ; 
But  somebody  or  other  rummaging 

Burglariously  broke  his  coffin's  nd ; 
Let  not  a  monument  give  you  or  me  hopes. 
Since  not  a  pinch  of  dust  remains  of  Cheops. 


THE  SHIPWRECK. 

Tub  wind 
Increased  at  night,  imtil  it  blew  a  gale  ; 
And  though  'twas  not  much  to  a  naval  muid. 

Some  limdsmen  would  have  look'd  a  little  palo. 
For  sailors  are,  in  fact,  a  dififerent  kind  : 
At  simset  they  be^fan  to  take  in  sail. 
Tor  the  sky  sbow'd  it  would  come  on  to  VAoir, 
And  carry  away,  perhape,  a  mast  or  so. 
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At  one  O'clock  the  'wind  with  sadden  shift 
Threw  the  ship  right  into  the  trangh  of  the  set, 

Whiu)!  struck  her  alt,  and  made  an  awkward  rift, 
StArted  the  stern-post^  abo  shattered  the 

Whole  of  her  stem-fraoM,  and,  ere  she  could  Hft 
Herself  from  oat  her  prenent  jeopardy. 

The  rudder  tore  away  :   twas  time  to  sound 

The  pumps,  and  there  were  four  fe»t  water  found. 

One  gang  of  people  instantly  was  pat 

Ui)on  the  pumps,  and  the  remamder  set 
To  got  up  part  of  the  eatgo,  and  what  not ; 

But  they  could  not  oome  at  the  leak  as  yet ; 
At  last  thoy  did  get  at  it  really,  but 

Still  their  salvation  was  an  even  bet : 
The  water  rush'd  through  in  a  way  quite  puzsUng, 
While  thoy  thrust  shee^  shirts,  jackets.  Dales  of  mnslis, 

Into  the  opening  ;  but  all  such  ingredients 
Would  hare  been  vain,  and  they  must  have  gone  dovQ. 

Despite  of  all  their  efforts  and  expedients, 
But  for  the  pumps ;  I'm  glad  to  make  them  known 

To  all  the  brotner  tars  who  may  have  need  hence  ; 
For  fifty  to»^  of  water  were  upthrown 

By  them  per  hour,  and  they  had  all  been  undone. 

But  for  the  maker,  Mr.  Mann,  of  London. 

As  day  advanced,  the  weather  seem'd  to  abate, 

And  then  the  leak  they  reckoned  to  reduce. 
And  keep  the  ship  afloat,  though  thi'ee  feet  yet 

Kept  two  hand  and  one  chain  pump  still  in  use. 
The  wind  blew  fresh  again  :  as  it  grew  late 

A  squall  came  on,  and  while  some  guns  l»x>ke  loots^ 
A  ^ist — ^which  all  descriptive  power  transcends— 
Laid  with  one  blast  the  ship  on  her  beam  ends. 

There  she  lay,  motionless,  and  seem'd  upset ; 

The  water  left  the  hold,  and  wash*d  tne  decks. 
And  made  a  scene  men  do  not  soon  forget ; 

For  they  remember  battles,  fires,  and  wrecks. 
Or  any  other  thing  that  brings  regret. 

Or  breaks  their  hopes,  or  heart^  or  heads,  or  nocki : 
Thus  drownings  are  much  talk'd  of  by  the  divers, 
And  swimmers,  who  may  chance  to  be  survivors. 

Immediately  the  masts  were  cut  away. 

Both  main  and  misen  ;  first  the  muen  went 
The  main-mast  foUow'd :  but  the  ship  still  lay 

Like  a  mere  log,  and  baffled  our  intent. 
Foremast  and  bowsprit  were  cut  down,  and  they 

Eased  her  at  last  (although  wo  never  meant 
To  part  with  all  till  every  hope  was  blighted). 

And  t\ieii  m\)Q.  -^^Assoc^  >i>aft  ^^t&A^  rl^htM. 

It  may  'bo  easA^  wrp^p^wA,  VcSia Vis»  \. 

Wsis  going  OTi»  B«ni^^B«r^«^^«^^a>n5&s^  ^ 
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That  passengers  would  find  it  much  amiss 
To  lose  their  lives  as  well  as  spoil  their  diet ; 

That  even  the  able  seaman,  deeming  his 
Days  nearly  o'er,  might  be  disposed  to  riot. 

As  upon  such  occasions  tars  will  ask 

For  grog,  and  sometimes  drink  rum  from  the  cask. 

There's  nought,  no  doubt,  so  much  the  spirit  calms 

As  rum  and  true  religion  :  thus  it  was, 
Some  plunder'd,  some  drank  spirits,  some  sung  psalms, 

The  high  wind  made  the  treble,  and  as  bass 
The  hoarse  harsh  waves  kept  time;  fright  oared  tli 
qualms 

Of  all  the  luckless  landsmen's  sea-sick  maws  : 
Strange  sounds  of  wailing,  blas{>hemy,  devotion, 
Clamour'd  in  chorus  to  f^e  roaring  ocean. 

Perhaps  more  mischief  had  been  done,  but  for 
Our  Juan,  who,  with  sense  beyond  his  years, 

Got  to  the  spirit-room,  and  stood  before. 
It  with  a  pair  of  pistols  ;  and  their  fears. 

As  if  Death  were  more  dreadful  by  his  door 
Of  fire  than  water,  spite  of  oaths  and  tears. 

Kept  still  aloof  the  orew,  who,  ere  they  sunk, 

Thought  it  would  be  becoming  to  die  drunk. 

'*  Give  us  more  grog,"  they  cried,  "for  it  will  be 
All  one  an  hour  hence."    Juan  answer'd,  "  No ! 

'Tis  true  that  death  awaits  both  you  and  me. 
But  let  us  die  like  men,  not  sink  below 

Like  brutes : " — and  thus  his  dangerous  post  kept  he^ 
And  none  liked  to  anticipate  the  blow ; 

And  even  Pedrillo,  his  most  reverend  tutor, 

Was  for  some  rum  a  disappointed  suitor. 

The  good  old  gentleman  was  quite  aghast. 

And  made  a  loud  and  pious  lamentation, 
Bepented  all  his  sins,  and  made  a  last 

Irrevocable  vow  of  reformation  ; 
Nothing  should  tempt  him  more  (this  peril  past) 

To  quit  his  academic  occupation. 
In  cloisters  of  the  classic  Salamanca, 
To  follow  Juan's  wake,  like  Sancho  Panca. 

But  now  there  came  a  flash  of  hope  once  more  ; 

Day  broke,  and  the  wind  lull'd :  the  masts  were  gone^ 
The  leak  increased  ;  shoals  round  her,  but  no  shore^ 

The  vessel  swam,  yet  still  she  held  her  own. 
They  tried  the  pumps  again,  and  though  before 

Their  desperate  efforts  seem'd  all  useless  erowOy 
A  glimpse  of  sunshine  set  some  hands  to  bale — 
The  stronger  pump'd,  the  weaker  thrumm'd  a  saiL 

Under  the  vessel's  keel  the  sail  was  passed, 
And  for  the  moment  it  had  some  effeot  *, 
But  with  a  leak,  and  not  a  stick  of  mast. 
Nor  rag  of  canvas,  what  could  they  ©xpocfc% 
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But  tti!1  *tia  best  to  struggle  to  the  last, 

Tis  never  too  late  to  be  wholly  wreck'd : 
And  though  'tis  true  that  man  can  only  die  once, 
1^  not  80  pleasant  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons. 

There  winds  and  wares  had  hurVd  them,  and  from  thsici 
Without  their  will,  they  carried  them  away ; 

For  they  were  forced  with  steering  to  dispense. 
And  never  had  as  yet  a  quiet  day 

On  which  they  might  repose,  or  even  commence 
A  jurymast  or  rudder^  or  could  say 

The  ship  would  swim  an  hour,  which,  by  good  luck. 

Still  swam — ^though  not  exactly  like  a  duck. 

The  wind  in  fact,  perhaps,  was  rather  less. 
But  the  ship  laboured  so,  they  scarce  could  hope 

To  weather  out  much  longer ;  the  distress 
Was  also  great  with  which  they  had  to  cope 

For  want  of  water,  and- their  solid  mess 
Was  scant  enough  :  in  vain  the  telescope 

Was  used— nor  sail  nor  shore  appeared  in  sights 

Nought  but  the  heavy  sea,  and  coming  night. 

Again  the  weather  threatened — again  blew 
A  gale,  and  in  the  fore  and  after  hold 

Water  appeared  ;  yet,  though  the  people  knew 
All  this,  the  most  were  patient,  and  some  bold, 

Until  the  chains  and  leathers  were  worn  through 
Of  all  our  pumps  : — a  wreck  complete  she  roUM, 

At  mercy  of  the  waves,  whose  mercies  are 

Like  human  beings  during  civil  war. 

Then  came  the  carpenter,  at  last,  with  teai-s 
In  his  rough  eyes,  and  told  the  captain,  he 

Could  do  no  more  :  he  was  a  man  iu  yeai*s. 

And  long  had  voyaged  through  many  a  stomiy  s<A, 

And  if  he  wept  at  lenpfth,  they  were  not  fears 
That  made  his  eyelids  as  a  woman's  be  ; 

But  he,  poor  fellow,  had  a  wife  and  children — 

Two  things  for  dying  people  quite  bewildering. 

The  ship  was  evidently  settling  now 

Fast  by  the  head  ;  and,  all  distinction  gone. 

Some  went  to  prayers  again,  and  made  a  vow 
Of  candles  to  their  saints — ^but  there  were  none 

To  pay  them  with  ;  and  some  look'd  o'er  the  bow ; 
^me  hoisted  out  the  boats  ;  and  there  was  one 

That  begg'd  Pedrillo  for  an  absolution. 

Who  told  him  to  be  damn'd — ^iu  his  confusion. 

Some  lash'd  them  in  their  hammocks  ;  some  put  on 
Their  best  clothes,  as  if  going  to  a  fair ; 

Some  cursed  the  day  on  which  they  saw  the  sun, 

And  gnash'd  their  teeth,  and,  howling,  tore  their  hair  ,* 

And  others  went  on  as  they  had  begun. 
Getting  t\i©\io^\a  o\\\.,\i«av^'«^\.  ^''w^xe. 

That  a  U9;"\\t  "boxiiX.  m\i  \v»^  *vcl  «« xwv.^  %Ra., 

Unless  "wVt\i  "bveskexa  c\aa^\seasss>5eQ.\v«v\«i, 
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The  worst  o^  all  was,  that  in  their  condition, 

Having  been  several  days  in  great  distress^ 
Twas  diflScult  to  get  out  such  provision 

As  now  might  render  their  long  suffering  loss : 
Men,  even  when  dying,  dislike  inanition  ; 

Their  stock  was  damaged  by  the  weather's  stress : 
Two  casks  of  biscuit,  and  a  keg  of  butter, 
Were  all  that  could  be  thrown  into  the  cutter. 

But  in  the  long-boat  they  contrived  to  stow 
Some  poun(£  of  bread,  though  injured  by  the  wet ; 

Water,  a  twenty-gallon  cask  or  so  ; 
Six  flasks  of  wine ;  and  they  contrived  to  get 

A  poition  of  their  beef  up  from  below. 
And  with  a  piece  of  pork,  moreover,  met. 

But  scarce  enough  to  serve  them  for  a  luncheon — 

Then  there  was  nun,  eight  gallons  in  a  puncheon. 

The  other  boats,  the  yawl  and  pinnace,  had 

Been  stove  in  the  beginning  of  the  gale  ; 
And  the  long-boat's  condition  was  but  bad. 

As  there  were  but  two  blankets  for  a  sail. 
And  one  oar  for  a  mast,  which  a  young  lad 

Threw  in  by  good  luck,  over  the  ship's  rail ; 
And  two  boats  could  not  hold,  far  less  be  stored. 
To  save  one  half  the  people  then  on  boai^. 

•Twas  twilight,  and  the  sunless  day  went  down 

Over  the  waste  of  waters  ;  like  a  veil, 
VHiich,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose  the  frown 

Of  one  whose  hate  is  mask'd  but  to  assail. 
Thus  to  their  hopeless  eyes  the  night  was  shown. 

And  grimly  darkled  o  er  the  faces  pale. 
And  the  dim  desolate  deep  :  twelve  aays  had  Fear 
Been  their  familiar,  and  now  Death  was  here. 

Some  trial  had  been  making  at  a  raft. 

With  little  hope  in  such  a  rolling  sea, 
A  sort  of  thing  at  which  one  would  have  laugh'd. 

If  any  laughter  at  such  times  could  be,  - 
Unless  with  people  who  too  much  have  quaflf 'd. 

And  have  a  kmd  of  wild  and  horrid  glee. 
Half  epileptical,  and  half  hysterical : — 
Their  preservation  would  have  been  a  miracle. 
At  half-past  eight  o'clock,  booms,  hencoops,  spars. 

And  all  things,  for  a  chance,  had  been  cast  loose. 
That  still  could  keep  afloat  the  struggling  tars. 

For  yet  they  strove,  although  of  no  great  use  : 
There  was  no  light  in  heaven  but  a  few  stars. 

The  boats  put  off,  o'ercrowded  with  their  crews ; 
She  gave  a  heel,  and  then  a  lurch  to  port. 
And,  going  down  headforemost — sunk,  in  short. 
Then  rose  from  sea  to  sky  the  wild  farewell- 
Then  shriek'd  the  timid,  and  stood  st\\\  t\ie\>TV}<)j~ 
Then  some  leap'd  overboard  with  dreadfiil  y©\\, 
As  cagvr  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 
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And  the  sea  yawn'd  around  her  like  a  heU, 

And  down  she  sacked  with  her  the  whirling  wave, 
Like  one  who  grapples  with  his  enemy. 
And  strives  to  strangle  him  before  he  die. 
And  first  one  nniyersal  shriek  there  rash*d. 

Loader  than  the  load  ocean,  like  a  crash 
Of  echoing  thunder :  and  then  all  was  hush'd, 

Sare  the  wild  wina  and  the  remorseless  dash 
Of  billows ;  bat  at  intervals  there  gush'd, 

Accompuiied  with  a  convulsive  splash, 
A  solitary  shriek,  the  bubbling  ory 
Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  agony. 
The  boats,  as  stated,  had  got  ofif  before. 

And  in  them  crowded  several  of  the  crew ; 
And  yet  their  present  hope  was  hardly  more 

Than  what  it  had  been,  for  so  strong  it  blew. 
There  was  slight  chance  of  reaching  any  shore ; 

And  then  were  were  too  many,  wough  so  few— 
Kme  in  the  cutter,  thirty  in  the  boat, 
Were  counted  in  them  when  they  got  afloat. 

Juan  got  into  the  long-boat,  and  there 

Contrived  to  help  Pedrillo  to  a  place  ; 
It  seem'd  as  if  they  had  exchanged  their  care, 

For  Juan  wore  the  magisterial  &oe 
Which  courage  gives,  while  poor  Pedrillo's  pair 

Of  eyes  were  crying  for  their  owner's  case ; 
I^ttista,  though  (a  name  call'd  shortly  Tita), 
Was  lost  by  getting  at  some  aqua-vita. 

Pedro,  his  valet,  too,  he  tried  to  save  ^ 

But  the  same  cause,  conducive  to  his  loss, 
Jjeft  him  so  drunk,  he  jump'd  into  the  wave, 

As  o'er  the  cutter's  edge  he  tried  to  cross, 
And  so  he  found  a  wine-and-watery  grave ; 

They  could  not  rescue  him  although  so  close. 
Because  the  sea  ran  higher  every  minute. 
And  for  the  boat — ^the  crew  kept  crowding  in  it 

A  small  old  spaniel, — which  had  been  Don  Jose'i^ 
His  father's,  whom  he  loved,  as  ye  may  think. 

For  on  such  things  the  memory  reposes 
With  tenderness— stood  howling  on  the  brink| 

Knowing  (dogs  have  such  intellectual  noses  I), 
Ko  doubt,  the  vessel  wajs  about  to  sink  ; 

And  Juan  caught  him  up,  and  ere  he  stepp'd 

Off,  threw  him  in,  and  after  him  he  leap'd. 

He  also  stuff 'd  his  money  where  he  could 

About  his  person,  and  Pedrillo's  too. 
Who  let  him  do,  in  fact,  whate'er  he  would. 

Not  knowing  what  himself  to  say  or  do, 
Att  ovevy  taskv^  'waN^iVva  ^T«aid  renew'd  ; 

But  Juan,  tY\3&\ATV^>iJtt»S  TKV!^^5C^^\.Si««l^flj^ 

And  deemmg  tYvex©  ^«c^  T«is\fii^\«&  Iw  vsss^ "^  V 

Thus  re-eTxiba.YV  d\ii^  \xw\«t  «5A\fi^ «^«ssn!^  \ 
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Twrts  a  rough  night,  and  blew  so  stiffly  yet, 
1'hat  the  sail  was  becalm'd  between  the  seas. 

Though  on  the  wave's  high  top  too  much  to  set, 
Thoy  dared  not  take  it  in  for  all  the  breeze : 

£ach  soa  curl'd  o'er  the  stem,  and  kept  them  wet, 
And  made  them  bale  without  a  moment's  ease, 

So  that  themselves  as  well  as  hopes  were  damp'd. 

And  the  poor  little  cutter  quickly  swamp'd. 

Nine  souls  more  went  in  her :  the  long-boat  still 

Kept  above  water,  with  an  oar  for  mast, 
Two  blankets  stitoh*d  together,  answering  HI 

Instead  of  sail,  were  to  the  oar  made  fi»t ; 
Though  every  wave  roll'd  menacing  to  fiU, 

And  present  peril  all  before  surpass'd, 
Thoy  grieved  for  those  who  perish'd  with  the  cutter. 
And  (dao  for  the  biscuit-casks  and  butter. 

The  sun  rose  red  and  fiery,  a  sure  sign 

Of  the  continuance  of  the  gale  :  to  ran 
Before  the  sea  until  it  should  grow  fine. 

Was  all  that  for  the  present  could  be  done  : 
A  fow  tea-spoonfuls  of  their  rum  and  wine 

Wore  served  out  to  the  people,  who  begun 
To  faint,  and  damaged  bread  wet  through  the  bags, 
And  most  of  them  had  little  clothes  but  rags. 
Thev  counted  thirty,  crowded  in  a  space 

which  left  scarce  room  for  motion  or  exertion ; 
They  did  their  best  to  modify  their  case. 

One  half  sate  up,  though  nun#Vd  with  the  immersion. 
While  t'other  half  were  laid  down  in  their  place, 

At  watch  and  watch ;  thus,  shivering  like  the  tertian 
Ague  in  its  cold  fit,  they,  fill'd  their  boat, 
With  nothing  but  the  sky  for  a  great  coat. 

Tis  very  certain  the  desire  of  life 

Prolongs  it :  this  is  obvious  to  jihysicians. 
When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friends  nor  wife, 

Survive  through  very  desperate  conditions. 
Because  they  still  can  hope,  nor  shines  the  knife 

Nor  shears  of  Atropos  oefore  their  visions : 
Despair  of  all  recovery  spoils  longevity. 
And  makes  men's  miseries  of  alaiming  brevity. 
1'is  thus  with  people  in  an  open  boat, 

They  live  upon  the  love  of  life,  and  bear 
More  than  can  be  believed,  or  even  thought. 

And  stand  like  rooks  the  tempest's  wear  and  tear } 
And  hardship  still  has  been  the  sailor's  lot. 

Since  Noah's  ark  went  cruising  here  and  thei*e ; 
8}io  had  a  curious  crew  as  well  as  <^u*go. 
Like  the  first  old  Greek  privateer,  the  Argo. 

But  man  is  a  carnivorous  production, 

And  must  hard  meals,  at  least  one  mes^  «k  dscj*, 
ffe  cannot  live,  like  woodcocks,  upon  8Qet\oii, 
But,  like  the  shark  and  tiger,  must  bavepTO'j  \ 
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Although  his  anatomical  construction 

Bears  vegetables,  in  a  gjrumbling  way. 
Your  labouring  people  think  beyond  all  question, 
Beef,  Teal,  and  mutton  better  for  digestion. 

And  thus  it  was  with  this  our  hapless  crew ; 

For  on  the  third  day  there  came  on  a  calm. 
And  though  at  first  their  strength  it  might  renew. 

And,  lym^  on  their  weariness  like  balm, 
Lull'd  them  like  turtles  sleeping  on  the  blue 

Of  ocean,  when  they  woke  they  felt  a  qualm. 
And  fell  all  ravenously  on  their  provision. 
Instead  of  hoarding  it  with  due  precision. 
The  oonsequence  was  easily  foreseen — 

They  ate  up  all  they  had,  and  drank  their  wine, 
In  spite  of  all  remonstrances,  and  then 

On  what,  in  fact,  next  day  were  they  to  dine  ? 
They  hoped  the  wind  would  rise,  these  foolish  men ! 

And  carry  them  to  shore ;  these  hopes  were  fiue, 
But  as  they  had  but  one  oar,  and  that  brittle, 
It  would  have  been  more  wise  to  save  their  victual. 

The  fourth  day  came,  but  not  a  breath  of  air. 
And  Ocean  slumber'd  like  an  unwean'd  chUd : 

The  fifth  day,  and  their  boat  lay  floating  there ; 
The  sea  and  sky  were  blue,  and  clear,  and  mild— 

With  their  one  oar  (I  wish  they  had  had  a  pair) 
What  could  they  do  ?  and  hunger's  rage  grew  wild : 

So  Juan's  spaniel,  spite  of  his  entreating. 

Was  Idll'd,  and  portioned  out  for  present  eating. 

On  the  sixth  day  they  fed  upon  his  hide, 

And  Juan,  who  had  still  refused,  because 
The  creature  was  his  father's  dog  that  died. 

Now  feeling  all  the  vulture  in  his  jaws. 
With  some  remorse  received  (though  first  denied) 

As  a  great  favour  one  of  the  fore-paws. 
Which  he  divided  with  Pedrillo,  who 
Pevour'd  it,  longing  for  the  other  too. 

The  seventh  day  and  no  wind — the  burning  sun 

Blister 'd  and  scorch 'd,  and,  stagnant  on  the  sea, 
They  lay  like  cai'casses  ;  and  hope  was  none. 

Save  in  the  breeze  that  came  not ;  savagely 
They  glared  upon  each  other :  all  was  done, 

Water,  and  wine,  and  food, — ^and  you  might  see 
Tlio  longings  of  the  cannibal  arise 
(Although  they  spoke  not)  in  their  wolfish  eyes. 
At  length  one  whisper*d  his  companion,  who 

Whisper'd  another,  and  thus  it  went  round. 
And  then  into  a  hoarser  mmmur  grew, 

An  ominous,  and  wild,  and  desperate  sound  ; 
And  wVien.h\scomx«j^<QS^\)bs;rajg|ht  each  sufierer  knew, 

*Twaa  V)uti  "bia  ontsv,  «vjL^^x«ai  WI^x^shr  ,V<^^Qvsnd : 
And  out  t^oy  sw>Vft  oi  Vi\a  iox  ^^'^  ^sA.N^'awcw^  ^ 

Andwlios\iouVeL^ft\ftV%V>!^^^^^'^^»A.^  ^        X 
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And  the  same  night  there  fell  a  shower  of  rain. 
For  which  their  mouths  gaped,  like  the  cracks  of  oartt 

When  dried  to  summer  dust ;  till  taught  by  pain. 
Men  really  know  not  what  good  water  *s  worth ; 

If  you  had  been  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 
Or  with  a  famish' d  boat  s-crew  had  vour  berth. 

Or  in  the  desert  heard  the  camel's  bell. 

You'd  wish  yourself  where  Truth  is— in  a  well. 

It  pour'd  down  tori'ents,  but  they  were  no  richer 

Until  they  foimd  a  ragged  piece  of  sheet, 
Which  sei'ved  them  as  a  sort  of  spongy  pitcher, 

And  when  they  deem'd  its  moisture  was  complete. 
They  rung  it  out ;  and  though  a  thirsty  ditcher 

Might  not  have  thought  the  scanty  draught  so  sweet 
As  a  full  pot  of  porter,  to  their  thinking 
They  ne'er  till  now  had  known  the  joys  of  drinking. 
There  were  two  fathers  in  this  ghastly  crew. 

And  with  them  their  two  sons,  of  whom  the  one 
Was  more  robust  and  hardy  to  the  view. 

But  he  died  early  ;  and  when  he  was  gone. 
His  nearest  messmate  told  his  sire,  who  threw 

One  glance  at  him,  and  said,  *'  Heaven's  will  be  dono ! 
I  can  do  nothing,"  and  he  saw  him  thrown 
Into  the  deep  without  a  tear  or  groan. 
The  other  father  had  a  weaklier  child. 

Of  a  soft  cheek,  and  aspect  delicate ; 
But  the  boy  bore  up  long,  and  with  a  mild 

And  patient  spirit  held  aloof  his  fate ; 
Little  he  said,  and  now  and  then  he  smiled. 

As  if  to  win  a  part  from  oflf  the  weight. 
He  saw  increasing  on  his  father's  heart. 
With  the  deep  d^dly  thought,  that  they  must  pai't. 

And  o'er  him  bent  his  sire,  and  never  raised 
His  eyes  from  off  his  face,  but  wiped  the  foam 

From  his  pale  Hps,  and  ever  on  him  gazed. 
And  when  the  wish'd-for  shower  at  length  was  come, 

And  the  boy's  eyes,  which  the  dull  film  half  glazed. 
Brighten  d,  and  for  a  moment  seem'd  to  roam. 

He  squeezed  from  out  a  rag  some  drops  of  rain 

Into  his  djring  child's  mouth — ^but  in  vain. 

The  boy  expired — the  father  held  the  clay, 
And  looked  upon  it  long,  and  when  at  last 

Death  left  no  doubt,, and  the  dead  burthen  lay 
Stiff  on  his  heart,  and  pulse  and  hope  were  past^ 

Ho  watch'd  it  wistfully,  until  away 
'Twas  borne  by  the  rude  wave  wherein  'twas  cast , 

Then  he  himself  sunk  down  all  dumb  and  shivering, 

And  gave  no  sign  of  life,  save  his  limbs  quivering. 

Now  overhead  a  rainbow,  bursting  through 

The  scattering  clouds,  shone,  spannms  \.\i«  ^oacW^^^ 
JleetiDg its  bright  base  on  the  quivenngiAxii^ \ 
And  all  within  its  p^rch  appeared  to  "^ 
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Clearer  than  that  without,  and  its  wide  hue 

Wax'd  broad  and  waving,  like  a  banner  fi-ee, 
Then  changed  like  to  a  bow  that's  bent,  and  then 
Forsook  tl^  dim  eyes  of  these  shipwreck'd  men. 

It  changed,  of  coarse ;  a  heavenly  chameleon. 

The  funr  child  of  vapour  and  the  sun, 
l..viiight  rorth  in  purple,  cradled  in  vermilion, 

Baptized  in  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in  dun. 
Glittering  like  crescents  o'er  a  Turk's  pavilion, 

And  blending  every  colour  into  one. 
Just  like  a  blade  eye  in  a  recent  scuffle 
(For  sometimes  we  must  box  without  the  muffle). 

Our  shipwreck'd  seamen  thought  it  a  good  omea^ 

It  is  well  to  think  sow  now  and  then  ; 
Twas  an  old  custom  of  the  Greek  and  Roman, 

And  may  become  of  great  advantage  when 
Folks  are  discouraged ;  and  most  surely  no  men 

Had  greater  need  to  nerve  themseh'os  again 
Than  these  ;  and  so  this  rainbow  look'd  like  hope-- 
Quite  a  celestial  kaleidoscope. 

About  tlus  time  a  beautiful  white  bk d, 

Webfooted,  not  unlike  a  deve  in  size 
And  plumage  (probably  it  mieht  have  err'd 

Upon  its  course),  pass'd  oft  oefore  their  eyes, 
And  tried  to  percn,  although  it  saw  and  heard 

The  men  within  the  boat ;  and  in  this  guise 
It  cam©  and  went,  and  flutter'd  round  them  till 
Night  fell : — this  seem'd  a  better  omen  still. 

£ut  in  this  case  I  also  must  remark. 

'Twas  well  this  bird  of  promise  did  not  peroh, 
Because  the  taokle  of  our  shatter'd  bark 

Was  not  so  safe  for  roosting  as  a  church ; 
And  had  it  been  the  dove  from  Noah's  ark,' 

Returning  there  from  hei  successful  search, 
Which  in  their  way  that  moment  chanced  to  &B| 
They  would  have  eat  her,  olive-branch  and  all. 
With  twilight  it  again  came  on  to  blow. 

But  not  with  violence ;  the  stars  shone  out, 
Tho  boat  made  way  ;  yet  now  they  were  so  low. 

They  knew  not  where,  nor  what,  they  were  about ; 
Some  fancied  they  saw  land,  and  some  said  "  No !" 

The  frequent  fog-banks  gave  them  cause  to  doubtr- 
Some  swore  that  they  heard  breakers,  others  guna, 
And  all  mistook  about  the  latter  once. 
As  morning  broke,  the  %ht  wind  died  away. 

When  he  who  had  the  wateh  sung  out  and  swoi^ 
If  'twas  not  land  that  rose  wiUi  the  sun*s  ray. 

Ho  wish'd  that  land  he  never  might  see  more : 
And  the  rest  TxibVd  their  eyes  and  saw  a  bay. 

Or  tVioueht  Wv^^j  bscw  ,  «cA  ^<6.v^n3(s5s&  wurse  for  sbor^  | 
For  shore  \t.  viba,  «xv^  ^toA»»5\>j  ^gcw< 
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And  then  of  these  some  part  burst  into  tears. 

And  others,  looking  with  a  stupid  stare. 
Could  not  yet  separate  their  hopes  from  fears. 

And  seem'd  as  if  they  had  no  further  oare ; 
While  a  few  pray'd — (the  first  time  for  some  years)-— 

And  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat  three  were 
Asleep :  they  shook  them  by  the  hand  and  head, 
And  tiied  to  awaken  them,  but  found  them  dead. 

The  day  before,  £etst  sleeping  on  the  water, 
They  found  a  turtle  of  the  hawk's-bill  kind, 

And  by  good  fortune,  gliding  softly,  oaught  her. 
Which  yielded  a  day's  life,  and  to  their  mind 

Proved  even  still  a  more  nutritious  matter. 
Because  it  left  encouragement  behind : 

They  thought  that,  in  such  perils,  more  than  chance 

Had  sent  them  this  for  their  deliverance. 

The  land  appeared  a  high  and  rooky  coast. 
And  higher  grew  the  mountains  as  they  drew. 

Set  by  a  current,  toward  it :  they  were  lost 
In  various  conjectures,  for  none  knew 

To  what  part  of  the  earth  they  had  been  toss'd. 
So  changeable  had  been  the  winds  that  blew ; 

Some  thought  it  was  Mount  JBtna,  some  the  highlaniL 

Of  Candia,  Cyprus,  Rhodes,  or  other  islands. 

Meantime  the  current,  with  a  rising  gale. 
Still  set  them  onwards  to  the  welcome  shore. 

Like  Charon's  bark  of  spectres,  dull  and  pale : 
Their  living  freight  was  now  reduced  to  four. 

And  three  d^id,  ^om  their  strength  could  not  avail 
To  heave  into  the  deep  with  those  before. 

Though  the  two  sharks  still  follow'd  them,  and  dash'd 

The  spray  into  their  faces  as  they  splash'd. 

As  they  drew  nigh  the  land,  which  /low  was  seen 

Unequal  in  its  aspect  here  and  there. 
They  felt  the  freshness  of  its  growing  green, 

That  waved  in  forest  tops,  and  smoothed  the  air. 
And  fell  u^on  their  glazed  eyes  like  a  screen 

From  glistening  waves,  and  skies  so  hot  and  bare — 
Lovely  seem'd  any  obiect  that  should  sweep 
Away  the  vast,  e&Lt,  dread,  eternal  deep. 

The  shore  look'd  wild,  without  a  trace  of  man. 

And  girt  by  formidable  waves  ;  but  they 
Were  mad  for  land,  and  thus  their  course  they  ran. 

Though  right  ahead  the  roaring  breakers  lay ; 
A  reef  between  them  also  now  begem 

To  show  its  boiling  surf  and  bounding  spray. 
But  finding  no  plaoe  for  their  landing  better. 
They  ran  the  boat  ashore,— and  overset  her. 

But  in  his  native  stream,  the  Guadalquiver, 

Juan  to  lave  his  youthful  limbs  was  wont  *, 

And  having  learnt  to  swim  in  that  sweet  ri'^r^r^ 

JH^c/  oft^n  turn'd  the  art  to  some  acconut'. 
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A  better  gwimmer  you  could  scarce  see  ever, 

He  could,  perhaps,  have  x>a8s'd  the  Hellespont^ 
An  once  (a  feat  on  which  ourselves  we  prided) 
Leonder,  Mr.  Ekenh'>ad^  and  I  did. 

80  here,  though  fiunt,  emaciated,  and  stArk, 

He  buoy'd  his  boyish  limbs,  and  strove  to  ply 
With  the  quick  wave,  and  gun,  ere  it  was  dark, 

The  beach  which  lay  before  him,  high  and  dry : 
The  greatest  danger  nere  was  from  a  shark, 

Tmit  carried  on  his  neighbour  by  the  thigh ; 
As  for  the  other  two,  they  could  not  swim, 
80  nobody  arrived  on  shore  but  him. 
Nor  vet  had  he  arrived  but  for  the  oar. 

Which  providentially  for  him,  was  wash'd 
Just  as  his  feeble  arms  could  strike  ^o  more, 

And  the  hard  wave  overwhelm 'd  hmi  as  'twas  da^h'd 
Within  his  grasp  :  he  clung  to  it,  and  sore 

The  waters  beat  while  he  thereto  was  lash*d  ; 
At  last,  with  swimming,  wading,  scrambling,  be 
Roll*d  on  the  beach,  half-senseless,  from  the  sea : 
There,  breathless,  with  his  digging  nails  he  clang 

Fast  to  the  sand,  lest  the  returmng  wave, 
From  whose  reluctant  roar  his  life  he  wrung, 

Should  suck  him  back  to  her  insatiate  grave: 
And  there  he  lay,  full  length,  where  he  was  flung. 

Before  the  entrance  of  a  cliff- worn  cave. 
With  just  enough  of  life  to  feel  its  pain. 
And  deem  that  it  was  saved,  perhaps,  in  vain. 

With  slow  and  staggering  effort  he  arose. 

But  sunk  again  upon  his  bleeding  knee 
And  quivering  hand ;  and  then  he  look'd  for  those 

Who  long  had  been  his  mates  upon  the  soa ; 
But  none  of  them  appear'd  to  share  his  woes. 

Save  one,  a  corpse,  from  out  the  fitmish'd  three. 
Who  died  two  days  before,  and  now  had  found 
An  unknown  barren  beach  for  burial-ground. 
And  as  he  gazed,  his  dizzy  brain  spun  fast, 

And  down  he  sunk  1  and  as  he  sunk,  the  sand 
Swam  round  and  round,  and  all  his  senses  pass'd : 

He  fell  upon  his  side,  and  his  stretched  hand 
Droop'd  dripping  on  the  oar  (their  jury-mast). 

And,  like  a  withered  lily,  on  the  land. 
His  slender  frame  and  pallid  aspect  lay^ 
As  fair  a  thing  as  e'er  was  formM  of  clay. 
How  long  in  his  damp  trance  young  Juan  lay 

He  knew  not,  for  the  earth  was  gone  for  hun« 
And  Time  had  nothing  more  of  night  nor  day 

For  his  congealing  blood,  and  senses  dim  ; 
And  how  this  heavy  fiuntness  pass'd  away 

B.Q  know  not,  \Ku  ooj^'^^cc&iSL^x^SsA  and  limb^ 
And  tVagVmg  >rem,  «ftwa:ia^Jca^50Q\sv^\»M2«.v^\^ 
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His  eyes  he  open'd,  sliut,  again  unclosed. 

For  all  was  doubt  and  dizziness  ;  he  thought 
He  still  was  in  the  boat,  and  had  but  dozed, 

And  felt  again  with  his  despair  o'erwrought. 
And  wish'd  it  death  in  which  he  had  reposed. 

And  then  once  more  his  feelings  back  wore  brought. 
And  slowly  by  his  swimming  eyes  was  seen 
A  lovely  female  face  of  seventeen. 
Twas  bending  close  o'er  his,  and  tke  small  mouth 

Seem*d  almost  prying  into  his  for  breath  ; 
And  chafing  him,  the  soft  warm  hand  of  youth 

Recalled  his  answering  spirits  back  from  death  ; 
And,  bathing  his  chill  temples,  tried  to  soothe 

Each  pulse  to  animation,  till  beneath 
Its  ffentle  touch  and  trembling  care,  a  sigh 
To  uiese  kind  efforts  made  a  low  reply. 

Then  was  the  cordial  r>our*d,  and  mantle  flung 
Around  his  scarce-clad  limbs ;  and  the  fair  arm 

Baised  higher  the  &int  head  which  o*er  it  hung ; 
And  her  transparent  cheek,  all  pure  and  warm. 

Pillowed  his  death-like  forehead ;  then  she  wmn^ 
His  dewy  ciu'ls,  long  drench*d  by  every  storm  ; 

And  watch*d  with  eagerness  each  throb  that  drew 

A  sigh  from  his  heaved  bosom — and  hers,  too. 

And  lifting  him  with  care  into  the  cave, 

The  gentle  girl,  and  her  attendant — one 
Youue,  yet  her  elder,  and  of  brow  less  grave. 

And  more  robust  of  figure, — then  begun 
To  kindle  fire,  and  as  the  new  flames  gave 

Light  to  the  rocks  that  roofd  them,  which  the  sua 
Had  never  seen,  the  maid,  or  whatsoe'er 
She  was,  appeared  distinct,  and  tall,  and  fair. 

Her  brow  was  overhung  with  coins  of  gold. 

That  sparkled  o'er  the  auburn  of  her  hair. 
Her  clustering  hair,  whose  longer  locks  wore  roird 

In  braids  behind ;  and  though  her  stature  were 
Even  of  the  highest  for  a  female  mould. 

They  nearly  recush'd  her  heel ;  and  in  her  air 
There  was  a  something  which  bespoke  command. 
As  one  who  was  a  lady  in  the  land. 

Her  hair,  I  said  was  auburn ;  but  her  eyes 

Were  black  as  death,  their  lashes  the  same  hue. 
Of  downcast  length,  in  whose  silk  shadow  lies 

Deepest  attraction ;  for  when  to  the  view 
Forth  frt)m  its  raven  fringe  the  full  glance  flics. 

Ne'er  with  such  force  the  swiftest  arrow  flew, 
'TIS  as  the  snake  late  ooil'd,  who  pours  his  length. 
And  hurls  at  once  his  venom  and  nis  strength. 
Her  brow  was  white  and  low,  her  cheek's  pure  dy* 

Like  twilight  rosy  still  with  the  set  sun ; 
Short  upper  Uj)— sweet  lips !  that  make  'oa  «^\i 

Ever  to  have  soen  such ;  for  she  ^raa  ohq 
2  Y 
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fit  for  the  model  of  a  statuary 

(A  race  of  mere  impostors,  when  all*s  dona- 
Fve  seen  much  finer  women,  ripe  and  real, 
Tban  all  the  nonsense  of  their  stone  ideal). 

And  sooh  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  care : 

Her  dress  was  very  different  from  the  Spanish, 

Simpler,  and  yet  of  colours  not  so  grave ; 
For,  as  you  know,  the  Spanish  women  hanish 

Bright  hues  when  out  of  doors,  and  yet,  while  wbvt 
Around  them  (what  I  hope  will  never  vanish) 

The  basquina  and  the  maiitilla,  they 

Seem  at  the  same  time  mystical  and  gay. 

But  with  our  damsel  this  was  not  the  case 
Her  dress  was  manv-oolour^d,  finely  spun ; 

Her  locks  curFd  negligently  round  her  face. 
But  through  them  gold  and  ^eaooB  profusely  shoM  f 

Her  girdle  sparkled,  and  the  richest  lace 
Flow'd  in  her  veil,  and  many  a  predous  stone 

Flash' d  on  her  little  hand ;  but,  wnat  was  shocking, 

Her  sniall  snow  feet  had  slippers,  but  no  stocking. 

The  other  female's  dress  was  not  unlike. 

But  of  inferior  materials ;  she 
Had  not  so  many  ornaments  to  strike. 

Her  hair  had  silver  only,  bound  to  be 
Her  dowry ;  and  her  veil,  in  form  alike, 

Was  coarser ;  and  her  air,  though  firm,  less  free ; 
Her  hair  was  thicker,  but  less  long ;  her  eyes 
As  black,  but  quicker,  and  of  smaller  size. 

And  these  two  tended  him,  and  oheer'd  him  boUi 
With  food  and  raiment,  and  those  soft  attentiom 

Which  are  (as  I  must  own)  of  female  growth. 
And  have  ten  thousand  delicate  inventions : 

They  made  a  most  superior  mess  of  broth, 
A  thing  which  poesy  but  seldom  mentions, 

But  the  best  dish  that  e'er  was  oook'd  since  Hom«r't 

Achilles  ordered  dinner  for  new  comers.*  . 


FIRST  LOVB. 

'Tib  sweet  to  hear 
At  m/inight  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep 
I'be  so/ig  and  oar  of  Adria's  gondolier. 
By  distance  mellow'd,  o'er  the  watens  sweep ; 

*  "  FUttoodiw  ifn  tke  blaatac  Am 
HeA.Y»  \3i  «k\!n«i&^««M  ^aax«%  ^biiMt  sntJn  t 
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*Tis  sweet  to  see  the  evening  star  appear ; 

Tis  sweet  to  listen  as  the  nigbt-winds  creep 
From  leaf  to  leaf;  'tis  sweet  to  view  on  high 
The  rainbow,  based  on  ocean,  span  the  sky. 

Tis  sweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest  bark 
Bay  deep-mouth'd  welcome  as  we  draw  near  home  ; 

Tis  swaet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 
Oar  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  eavni9 ; 

Tis  sweet  to  be  awaken'd  by  the  lark, 
Or  lull'd  by  falling  watei*s ;  sweet  the  hum 

Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  the  song  of  birds. 

The  lisp  of  children,  and  their  earliest  words. 

Sweet  is  the  vintage,  when  the  showering  gn^MW 

In  Bacchanal  profusion  reel  to  eaaiJi, 
Purple  and  gusmng :  sweet  are  our  escapes 

From  ot*i?«  rjvelry  to  rural  mirth ; 
Sweet  to  the  miser  are  his  glittering  heaps, 

Sweet  to  the  father  is  his  first-bom's  birth, 
Sweet  is  revenge — especially  to  women. 
Pillage  to  soldiers,  prize-money  to  seamen. 

Sweet  is  a  legacy,  and  passing  sweet 

The  unexpected  deatn  of  some  old  lady. 
Or  gentleman  of  seventy  years  coQ4>lete, 

Who've  made  "  us  youth  "  wait  too,  too  long  ftlraidy. 
For  an  estate,  or  cash,  or  country  seat. 

Still  breaking,  but  with  stamina  so  steady,  / 

That  all  the  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  its 
Next  owner  for  their  double-damn'd  post-obits. 

'Tis  sweet  to  win,  no  matter  how,  one's  laurels, 

J3y  blood  or  ink  ;  'tis  sweet  to  put  an  end 
To  strife ;  'tis  sometimes  sweet  to  have  our  quarrels^ 

Particxilarly  with  a  tiresome  fiiend  : 
Sweet  is  old  wine  in  bottles,  ale  in  barrels ; 

Dear  is  the  helpless  creature  we  defend 
Against  the  world ;  and  dear  the  schoolboy  spot 
We  ne'er  forget,  though  there  we  are  forgot. 

But  sweeter  still  than  this,  than  these,  than  all. 
Is  first  and  passionate  love — ^it  stands  alone. 

Like  Adam's  recollection  of  his  ftJl ; 
The  tree  of  knowledge  has  been  pluck'd-— all's  known-- 

And  life  yields  nothing  further  to  recall 
Worthy  of  this  ambrosial  sin,  so  shown. 

No  doubt  in  &ble,  as  the  imforgiven 

Fire  which  Prometheus  fildi'd  K>r  us  from  heavtB. 


2  Y  2 


92  btbon'b  fobma. 


EVENINa. 

Ats  Mabia  1  blessed  be  the  bour. 
The  time,  the  cUme,  the  spot,  where  I  so  oft 

Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 
Sink  o'er  the  earth  so  beautlM  and  soft. 

While  swmi^  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower, 
Or  the  fednt  dying  day-hymn  stole  aloft. 

And  not  a  breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air. 

And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem  stirred  with  prayer. 

Ave  Maria  1  'tis  the  hour  of  prayer  1 

Ave  Maria  !  'tis  the  hour  of  love ! 
Ave  Maria !  ma^  our  spirits  dare 

Look  up  to  tmne  and  to  thy  Son's  above ! 
Ave  Maria !  oh  that  &ce  so  fair  ! 

Those  downcast  eyes  beneath  the  Almighty  dove— 
What  though  'tis  but  a  pictured  image  ? — strike— 
niat  paintmg  is  no  idol, — ^'tis  too  like. 

Some  kinder  casuists  are  pleased  to  say. 
In  nameless  print — that  I  have  no  devotion ; 

Bat  set  those  persons  down  with  me  to  pray, 
And  ^ou  shall  see  who  has  the  propercst  notion 

Of  ffettmg  into  heaven  the  shortest  way  ; 
My  altars  are  the  mountams  and  the  ocean, 

Earui,  air,  stars — all  that  springs  from  the  great  Whole, 

Who  hath  produced,  and  will  receive  the  soul. 

Sweet  hour  of  twilight !— in  the  solitude 
Of  the  pine  forest,  and  the  sild^nt  shore 

Which  boimds  Ravenna's  immemorial  wood, 
Booted  where  once  the  Adrian  wave  flow'd  o'er, 

To  where  the  last  Caesarean  fortress  stood. 
Evergreen  forest !  which  Boccacio's  lore 

And  Dryden's  lay  made  haunted  ground  to  me, 

How  have  I  loved  the  twilight  hour  and  thee ! 

The  shrill  cicalas,  people  of  the  pine. 
Making  their  summer  lives  one  ceaseless  song. 

Were  the  sole  echoes,  save  my  steod's  and  mine. 
And  vesper  bell's  that  rose  the  boughs  along ; 

The  spectre  himtsman  of  Onesti's  line, 
His  hell-dogs,  and  their  chase,  and  the  fair  throng 

Which  leam'd  from  this  example  not  to  fly 

Fix)m  a  true  lover— shadow'd  my  mind's  eye. 

Oh,  Hesperus  1  thou  bringest  all  good  things*— 
Home  to  the  weary,  to  the  hungry  cheer. 

To  the  yoimg  bird  the  parent's  brooding  winga. 
The  weVooia^  «fcailto  the  o'erlabour'd  steer ; 
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Wliate'er  of  peace  about  our  hearthstone  clings, 
Whate'er  our  household  ffods  protect  of  dear. 

Are  gather'd  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest ; 
Thou  bring'st  the  child,  too,  to  the  mother's  breast. 

Soft  hour  !  which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the  heart 

Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart ; 

Or  fills  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way, 
As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  stai't, 

Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay ; 
Is  this  a  fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  ? 
Ah  !  surely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns  I* 

When  Nero  perish*d  by  the  justest  doom 

Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  destroy'd. 
Amidst  the  roar  of  liberated  Home, 

Of  nations  freed  and  the  world  overjoy'd. 
Some  hands  unseen  strew'd  flowers  upon  his  tomb  li* 

Perhaps  the  weakness  of  a  heart  not  void 
Of  feeling  for  some  kindness  done,  when  power 

Had  lelt  the  wretch  an  uncorrupted  hour. 


HAIDEE. 

They  carpeted  their  feet 

On  crimson  satin,  border  d  with  pale  blue ; 
Their  sofa  occupied  three  parts  complete 

Of  the  apartment — ^and  appear'd  quite  new ; 
The  velvet  cushions  (for  a  throne  more  meet) 

Were  scarlet,  from  whose  glowing  centre  grew 
A  sun  emboss*d  in  gold,  whose  rays  of  tissue, 
Meridian-like,  were  seen  all  light  to  issue. 

Ciystal  and  marble,  plate  and  porcelain. 

Had  done  their  work  of  splendour ;  Indian  mats 
And  Persian  carpets,  which  the  heart  bled  to  stain. 

Over  the  floors  were  spread  ;  gazelles  and  cats. 
And  dwarfs  and  blacks,  and  such  like  things,  that  gair. 

Their  bread  as  ministers  and  favourites — (that's 
To  say,  by  degradation) — ^mingled  there 

As  plentiful  as  in  a  court,  or  fair. 

There  was  no  want  of  lofty  mirrors,  and 
The  tables,  most  of  obony  inlaid 

*  "  Era  gla  1'  ora  ehe  Tolge  1  desifr, 

A'  uavigauti,  e  'nteneziwe  U  cnore  ; 
Lo  (11  cb'  faan  detto  a'  dolcl  amlci  a  cQo  ; 

E  ohe  lo  nuoTO  peregrin'  d'  amore 
Fange,  ae  ode  Squilla  di  lontauo, 
Che  jMiia '  gionio  piaugvr  che  bl  mtiQiie.'*  ^    _. . . 

DAWtBTa  PwrgotoTV ,  «arf»  ^^^. 
•Jiis  last  line  t$  the  Bat  of  Gray'*  Elegy,  taken  by  him  without  »«kxiv«V«Ac^«nX^ 
r  Bee  BueUmiue  fyr  title  Oct 


^4  BYRON'S  FOSICS. 

With  mother- of-pear I  or  ivory,  stood  at  hand. 
Or  .V  •  e  of  tortoise-shell  or  rare  woods  made, 

Fre  •«  d  with  gold  or  silver :— by  command, 
'fhd  greater  part  of  these  were  ready  spread 

With  viands  and  sherbets  in  ice— and  wine — 

Kept  for  all  oomers,  at  all  hoan  to  dine. 

Of  aU  Um  dresMB  I  select  Haid^'s: 
^e  wore  two  jeUoks— one  was  of  pale  yellow ; 

Of  azure,  pink,  and  white  wi^  her  chemise — 
'Neath  whieh  her  breast  heaved  like  a  little  billow ; 

With  buttons  fonn'd  of  pearls  as  larse  as  peas, 
AU  gold  and  erimaon  shone  her  jelick's  fellow. 

And  the  striped  white  gauze  baracan  that  bound  her. 

Like  fleecy  clouds  about  the  moon,  flowed  round  her* 

One  large  gold  bracelet  clasp'd  each  lovelv  arm, 
Lockless^-ao  pliable  from  the  pure  ^d 

That  the  hand  stretch'd  and  shut  it  without  harm, 
The  limb  which  it  adom'd  its  only  mould ; 

80  beautiAil — ^its  yery  shape  would  olmrm. 
And  clinging  as  if  loath  to  lose  its  hold. 

The  purest  ore  inclosed  the  whitest  skin 

That  e'er  by  precious  metal  was  held  in.* 

Around,  as  princess  of  her  fiither's  land, 
A  like  gold  bar  above  her  instep  roll'd,i* 

Annoimc^  her  rank ;  twelve  rings  were  on  her  hand; 
Her  hair  was  starr'd  with  gems ;  her  veil's  fine  fold 

Below  her  breast  was  &8ten'd  with  a  bcmd 
Of  lavish  pearls,  whose  worth  could  scarce  be  told ; 

Her  orange  silk  full  Turkish  tarousers  furi'd 

Above  the  prettiest  ankle  in  the  world. 

Her  hair^s  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her  heel 
Flow'd  like  an  Alpine  torrent  which  the  sun 

Dyes  vrith  his  morning  light, — and  would  conceal 
Her  person  if  allowed  at  lax^e  to  run,:J: 

And  still  they  seem  resentfully  to  feel 
The  silken  fillet's  curb,  and  sought  to  shun 

Their  bonds  whene'er  some  zephvr  caught  began 

To  offer  his  young  pinion  as  her  un. 

Bound  her  she  made  an  atmosphere  of  life. 
The  yery  air  seem'd  lighter  m>m  her  eyes, 

They  were  so  soft  and  beautiful,  and  rife 
With  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies, 

'Tlilfldrm  it  Moorish,  and  the  braoeleU  and  bar  axe  worn  In  Uia  maimer  diMibi^ 
fh«  iMdor  idU  imroeive,  hereafter,  that  >•  tlM  motlMr  of  Haidte  was  of  Fte,  ber  dM«k^ 
wore  the  garb  of  the  oountrr. 

^^  ^  ^.^  ^^^  '^^^  ^*  *'^'*^  ^  *  nuuk  «f  MTetvifn  rank  In  the  wtum  rftki 
fhinlliea  Oft  ihed«j«,anA,Na'tr«raL»a««;h,\vf  thatr  female  rdattTee. 

X  This  \>  no  ezagsen-^^"^  >  \:kMtE«'w«i%  t»>ax-«ctBv»&.^>»»&.  I  remember  te  have  m* 
who  poneHed  fh^  Yiair  ^tk^-vtotoAnn*,  c&'^abiiM«>t:bisN»>rat%'&b^i,£b^MMi  otbw  ««' 
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And  pure  as  P^che  ere  she  grew  a  wife— 

Too  pure  even  for  the  purest  human  ties ; 
Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  Tecl 
It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneel. 

Her  e^'elashes,  though  dark  as  night,  wore  tinned 

(It  IS  the  country's  custom),  but  in  vain  ; 
For  those  lai^  black  eyes  were  so  blackl^r  fringed. 

The  glossy  rebels  mock'd  the  jetty  stain. 
And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged : 

Her  nails  were  touch'd  with  henna ;  but  ag^ia 
The  power  of  art  was  tum'd  to  nothing,  for 
They  could  not  look  more  rosy  than  before. 

The  henna  should  be  deeply  dyed  to  make 

The  skin  relieved  appear  more  £Etir]y  fair  , 
She  had  no  need  of  this,  day  ne*er  will  break 

On  mountain- tops  more  heavenly  white  than  he:- ; 
The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  well  awake, 

She  was  so  like  a  vision ;  I  might  err. 
But  Shakspeare  also  says,  'tis  very  silly 
"To  gild  refinM  gold,  or  paint  the  lily.*' 


TAIN  REGRETS. 

But  now  at  thirty  years  my  hair  is^ray — 

(I  wonder  what  it  will  be  like  at  forty? 
I  thought  of  a  peruke  the  other  day — ) 

My  heart  is  not  much  greener ;  and,  in  short,  T 
Have  squander'd  my  whole  summer  while  'twas  May, 

And  feel  no  more  the  spirit  to  retort ;  I 
Have  spent  my  life,  both  interest  and  principal, 
And  deem  not,  what  I  deem'd,  my  soul  invincible. 

No  more— no  more — Oh  !  never  more  on  me 
The  freshness  of  the  heart  can  fisJl  like  dew, 

Which  out  of  all  the  lovely  things  we  see 
Extracts  emotions  beautiful  and  new. 

Hived  in  our  bosoms  like  the  bag  o'  the  bee, 
Think'st  thou  the  honey  with  those  objects  grew  ? 

Alas !  'twas  not  in  them,  but  in  thy  power 

To  double  even  the  sweetness  of  a  flower. 

No  moro— no  more — Oh  1  never  more,  my  heart, 
Canst  thou  be  my  sole  world,  my  universe  I 

Once  all  in  all,  but  now  a  thing  apart, 
TViou  canst  not  be  my  blessing  or  my  curse : 

Tbeillusion  's  gone  for  ever,  and  thou  art 
Insensible,  I  trust,  but  none  the  worse, 

And  in  thy  stead  IVe  ^ot  a  deal  of  ^udgnoLent* 

72iozvii  Heaven  knows  how  it  ever  found  a\odg;m«ii^.. 
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*^  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,"  was  said  fit  yore,* 
And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this : 

The  death  of  friends,  and  that  which  slays  even  more— 
The  death  of  friendship,  lore,  youth,  all  that  ia^ 

Except  mere  breath ;  and  since  the  silent  shore 
Awaits  at  last  even  those  who  longest  miss 

The  old  archei's  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  graTa 

Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 

The  gentle  pressmre,  and  the  thrilling  touch. 
The  least  glance  better  tmderstood  than  words. 

Which  still  «dd  all,  and  ne'er  could  sav  tgo  much ; 
A  language,  too,  but  like  to  tliat  of  birds. 

Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  such 
As  but  to  lovers  a  true  sense  affords ; 

Sweet  playful  phrases,  which  would  seem  absurd 

To  those  who  nave  ceased  to  hear  such,  or  no'cr  hcanl 

All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children  still, 
And  children  still  they  should  have  ever  been ; 

They  were  not  made  in  the  real  world  to  fill 
A  busy  character  in  the  dull  scene. 

But  like  two  beinfi^  bom  from  out  a  rill^ 
A  nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 

To  pass  their  lives  in  fountains  and  on  flowers, 

And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hours. 

Moons  changing  had  roU'd  on,  and  changeless  found 
Those  their  bright  rise  had  lighted  to  such  joys 

As  rarely  they  beheld  throughout  their  round ; 
And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  which  cloys^ 

For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  nev^r  bound 
By  the  mere  senses ;  and  that  which  destroys 

Most  love-^possession,  unto  them  i^pear'd 

A  thing  which  each  endearment  xaore  endeared. 


THE  ASSASSINATION. 

The  other  evening  (*twas  on  Friday  last) — 
This  is  a  £ict,  and  no  poetic  fable — 

Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  oast. 
My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  table, 

I  heard  a  shot — ^'twas  eight  o'clock  scarce  past-  • 
And,  running  out  as  &st  as  I  was  able,t 

I  foimd  the  military  commandant 

Stretch'd  in  the  street,  and  able  scarce  to  pant. 

were  «•  doscrlbod. 
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If  tbey  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  cage : 

No  lady  e'er  is  ogled  by  a  lover. 
Horse  by  a  blackleg,  broadcloth  by  a  tailor. 
Fee  by  a  counsel,  felon  by  a  jailor. 

As  is  a  slave  by  his  intended  bidder. 

'Tis  pleasant  purchasing  our  fellow-creatures ; 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 

Their  passions,  and  are  dext'rous ;  some  by  features 
Are  bought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader. 

Some  by  a  place — as  tend  their  years  or  natures ; 
The  most  ])y  ready  cash — but  all  have  prices, 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their  vices. 

The  eunuch  having  eyed  them  o*er  with  care, 

Tum'd  to  the  merchant,  and  began  to  bid 
Firat  but  for  one,  and  after  for  the  pair ; 

They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  too — so  they  did  ' 
As  though  they  were  in  a  mere  Christian  fair 

Cheapening  an  ox,  an  ass,  a  lamb,  or  kid ; 
So  that  their  bargain  sounded  like  a  battle 
For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  cattle. 

At  last  they  settled  into  simple  grumbling. 

And  pulling  out  reluctant  purses,  and 
Turning  each  piece  of  silver  o'er,  and  tumbling 

Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their  hand. 
And  b^  mistake  sequins  with  paras  jumbling, 

Until  the  sum  was  accurately  scann'd. 
And  then  the  merchant,  giving  change,  and  signing . 
Receipts  in  full,  began  to  think  of  dining. 

I  wonder  if  his  ai)petite  was  good  ? 

Or,  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion  ? 
Methinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might  intrude, 

And  conscience  ask  a  curious  sort  of  question 
About  the  right  divine,  how  far  we  should 

Sell  flesh  and  blood.     When  dinner  has  oppress'd  one, 
I  think  it  is,  perhaps,  the  gloomiest  hour 

Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty-four. 


THE  LOVERS. 

The  heart-*- which  may  be  broken  :  happy  they  I 
Thrice  fortunate !  who  of  that  fragile  mould, 

The  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay. 
Break  with  the  first  fall :  they  can  ne'er  behold 

The  long  year  link'd  with  heavy  day  on  day, 
And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  toVd^ 

While  life'a  strange  principle  will  often  lie 
Deepest  ia  those  who  long  the  most  to  ^a. 
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And  when  I  use  the  phrase  of  "  Auld  Lang  Bp.t !" 
'Tis  not  address*d  to  you — ^the  more's  the  pity 

For  roe,  for  I  would  rat^r  take  my  wine 

With  you,  than  aught  (save  Scott)  in  your  proud  dty. 

But  somehow, — it  may  seem  a  schoolboy's  wninei 
And  yet  I  seek  not  to  be  grand  nor  witty. 

But  I  am  haif  a  Scot  by  birth,  and  bred 

A  whole  one,  and  my  heart  flies  to  my  head, — 

As  "  Auld  Lang  Syne"  brings  Scotland,  one  and  all, 
Scotch  plaids,  ^tch  snoods,  the  blue  hills,  and  dev 
streams. 

The  Dee,  the  Don,  Balgounie's  brig's  hUici  wall,* 
All  my  boy  feelings,  all  my  genUer  dreams 

Of  what  I  then  dreamt,  clothed  in  their  own  pall. 
Like  Banquo's  offspring ; — ^floating  past  me  seems 

Ikly  childhood  in  this  childishness  of  mine : 

I  care  not — 'tis  a  glimpse  of  "  Auld  Lang  Syne." 

Atid  though,  as  you  remember,  in  a  fit 
Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juvenile  and  curly, 

I  rail'd  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit, 
Which  must  be  own'd  was  sensitive  and  surly, 

Yet  'tis  in  vain  such  sallies  to  permit. 
They  cannot  quench  young  feelings  fresh  and  early ; 

I  "  scotched,  not  kill'd,"  the  Scotchman  in  my  blooc^ 

And  love  the  land  of  "mountain  and  of  flood." 


THE  DREAM. 

She  dream'd  of  being  alone  on  the  sea-shore, 

Chain'd  to  a  rock  ;  she  knew  not  how,  bat  stir 
She  could  not  from  the  spot,  and  the  loud  roar 

Grow,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  threatening  Imt  ; 
And  o'er  her  upper  lip  they  seem'd  to  pour, 

Until  she  sobb'd  for  breath,  and  soon  they  were 
Foaming  o'er  her  lone  head,  so  fierce  and  high- 
Each  broke  to  drown  her,  yet  she  could  not  die. 

Anon — she  was  released,  and  then  she  stray'd 
O'er  the  sharp  shingles  with  her  bleeding  feet^ 

And  stumbled  almost  every  step  she  made  : 
And  something  roU'd  before  her  in  a  eheet, 

•  The  brig  of  Don,  near  the  "  avid  tmin*  of  Aberdeen,  with  iti  one  aitk,  aadlh  M 
deep  salmou  btreiun  below,  is  In  my  memory  as  yeeteiday.  I  still  Tmamb»,9» 
perhaps  I  may  misquote,  the  awftil  proverb  whleh  made  me  paose  to  ercMS  it,  aaip' 
over  it  with  a  cUildisb  delight,  being  an  only  son,  «t  least  by  the  mothK's  m- 
%ayVng  aa  TQco\lec\«dL>Qij  xod-^na  \:b2t&,\fa\.\V^s.'v«  never  heard  or  seen  it  slMlI**' 
VcaxB  of  ap«  v-> 
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Which  she  must  still  pursue  howe'er  afraid : 

'Twas  white  and  indistinct,  nor  stopp'd  to  meet 
Her  glance  nor  grasp,  for  still  she  gazed  and  grasped, 
.  And  ran,  but  it  escaped  her  as  she  elasp'd. 

The  dream  changed : — ^in  a  cave  she  stood,  its  walls 

Were  hung  with  marble  icicles  ;  the  work 
Of  ages  on  its  water-fretted  halls, 

Where  waves  might  wash,  and  seals  might  breed  and  Iviil; ; 
Her  hair  was  dripping,  and  the  very  balls 

Of  her  black  eyes  seem*d  tum'd  to  tears,  and  mirk 
The  sharp  rocks  look'd  below  each  drop  they  caiight. 
Which  froze  to  marble  as  it  fell,— she  thought 

And  wet,  and  cold,  and  lifeless  at  her  feet. 

Pale  as  the  foam  that  froth'd  on  his  denA  brow. 

Which  she  essay'd  in  vain  to  clear  (how  sweet 
Were  once  her  cares,  how  idle  seem'd  they  now ! ), 

Lav  Juan,  nor  could  aught  renew  the  beat 
Of  his  quench'd  heart ;  and  the  sea  dirges  low 

Bang  in  her  sad  ears  like  a  mermaid's  song. 

And  that  brief  dream  appeared  a  life  too  long. 


FAME. 

Of  poets  who  come  down  to  us  through  distance 
Of  time  and  tongues,  the  foster-babes  of  Famo, 

Life  seems  the  smallest  portion  of  existence ; 
Where  twenty  ages  gather  o'er  a  name, 

'TIS  as  a  snowball  whidi  derives  assistance 
From  over^  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same. 

Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow  ; 

But,  after  all,  'tis  nothing  but  cold  snow. 

And  so  great  names  are  nothing  more  than  nominal. 

And  love  of  glory  's  but  an  airy  lust. 
Too  often  in  its  fury  overcoming  all 

Who  would  as  'twere  identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction,  wliich,  entombing  all, 

Leaves  nothing  till  "  the  coming  of  the  just " — 
Save  change :  I've  stood  upon  Achilles'  tomb, 
And heardTroy  doubted ;  time  will  doubt  of  Borne. 

The  very  generations  of  the  dead 
Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb. 

Until  the  memory  of  an  age  is  fled, 
And,  buried,  sinks  beneath  its  of&pring's  doom  : 

Where  are  the  epitaphs  our  fathers  read  f 
Save  a  few  glean'd  from  the  sepulchral  gloom 

Which  once-named  myriads  nameless  lie\)eTifid\\i| 

And  lose  their  own  in  universal  deatK 
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I  canter  by  the  spot  each  afternoon 
Where  perish'd  m  his  &me  the  hero-bof. 

Who  Uvea  too  long  for  men^  but  died  too  soon 
For  human  vanity,  the  young  De  Foix  ! 

A  broken  pillar,  not  uncouthly  hewn, 
But  which  neglect  is  hastening  to  destroy, 

Kecords  Ravenna's  carnage  on  its  ^e, 

While  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round  the  base.* 

I  pass  each  day  where  Dante's  bones  are  laid  *. 

A  little  cupola,  more  neat  than  solemn, 
Protects  his  dust,  but  reverence  here  is  paid 

To  the  bard's  tomb,  and  not  the  warrior's  odanui  t 
The  time  must  come,  when  both  alike  decayed, 

The  chieftain's  trophy  and  the  poet's  volume. 
Will  sink  where  lie  the  songs  and:  wars  of  earth. 
Before  Pelides'  death,  or  Homer's  birth. 

Yet  there  will  still  be  bards :  though  fkme  is  smok«^ 
Its  fiunes  are  frankincense  to  human  thought ; 

And  the  unquiet  feelings,  which  first  woke 
Song  in  the  world,  will  seek  what  then  they  sought ; 

As  on  the  beach  the  waves  at  last  are  broke. 
Thus  to  their  extreme  verge  the  passions  brought 

Dash  into  poetry,  which  is  but  a  passion,— 

Or  at  least  was  so  ere  it  grew  a  ^hion. 

If  in  the  course  of  such  a  life  as  was 
At  once  adventurous  and  contemplative. 

Men  who  partake  all  passions  as  they  pass, 
Acquire  the  deep  and  bitter  power  to  give 

Their  images  again  as  in  a  glass. 
And  in  such  colours  that  they  seem  to  live  ; 

You  may  do  right  forbidding  them  to  show  'em. 

But  spoil  (I  think)  a  very  pretty  poem. 


LOVE  AND  GLORY. 

0  LOVB 1  0  Glory !  what  are  ye  who  fly 

Around  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight  ? 
There's  not  a  meteor  in  the  pomr  sky 

Of  such  transcendent  and  more  fleeting  flight* 
Chill,  and  chain'd  to  cold  earth,  we  lift  on  high 

Our  eyes  in  search  of  either  lovely  light ; 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  colours  they 
Assume,  then  leave  us  on  our  freezing  way. 

•  The  pillM  -wblch  t«cotA»  t\i«"V»«l«  «A  'fixv«siv-&&  \«ift»:Tft.V«T^  "nsSwk  tiwa.«Q»«ftf^, 
the  oDPOslte  side  of  th©  tWex  to  \ix«  xoaA.  to-ww^^  "Bwft^-   Owtosa.  ^*  '«vja^^«  ^y^ 

fUte  ot  the  pillftT  AT)d  \\»  Ate  \*  A«ctV\«^  \a  XJ^'i  *^ 


KXTRACTS  FROM  DON  JUAN.  70^ 


THE  MANIAC. 

A  TisiN  had  burst,  and  her  sweet  lips*  pure  dyes* 
Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o*er ; 

And  her  head  droop*d  as  when  the  lily  lies 
O'ercharged  with  rain  ;  her  summon'd  handmaids  bore 

Their  lady  to  her  couch  with  gushing  eyes  ; 
Of  herbs  and  cordials  they  produced  their  store, 

But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ, 

Like  one  life  could  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy. 

Days  lay  she  in  that  state  unchanged,  though  chill — 

With  nothinff  livid,  still  her  lips  were  red  j 
She  had  no  pmse,  but  death  seem'd  absent  still ; 
No  hideous  sign  proclaimed  her  surely  dead  ; 

Cortiiption  came  not  in  each  mind  to  kill 
All  hope  ;  to  look  upon  her  sweet  face  bred 

New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seem'd  full  of  soul — 

She  had  so  miich,  earth  could  not  claim  tho  whole. 

The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 

When  exquisitely  ohisell'd,  still  lay  there. 
But  fix'd  as  marble's  unchanged  aspeet  throws 

O'er  the  fidr  Venus,  but  for  ever  fah: ; 
O'er  the  Laocoon's  all-eternal  throes, 

And  ever-dving  Gladiator's  air. 
Their  energy  like  life  forms  aU  their  feme, 
Yet  looks  not  life,  for  they  are  still  the  same. — 

She  woke  at  length,  but  not  as  sleepers  wake. 
Bather  the  dead,  for  life  seem'd  something  new, 

A  strange  sensation  which  she  must  partake 
Perforce,  since  whatsoeyer  met  her  view 

Struck  not  her  memory,  though  a  heavy  ache 
Lay  at  her  heart,  whose  eariiest  beat  still  true 

Brought  back  the  sense  of  pain  without  the  cause. 

For,  for  a  while,  the  furies  made  a  pause. 

She  look'd  on  many  a  fece  with  vacant  eye. 

On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what ; 
She  saw  them  watch  her  without  asBng  why ; 

And  reok'd  not  who  around  her  pillow  sat ; 
Not  speechless,  though  she  spoke  not ;  not  a  sigh 

Beheved  her  thoughts ;  diUl  silence  and  quick  chat 
Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served  ;  she  gavo 
No  sign,  save  breath,  of  having  left  the  grave. 

■  ii  no  TOT  vnoommon  aflDBot  of  tho  rlolamoe  of  eonflietlnff  ond  differant  pamon*. 
(o  Fnmda  Foacaxl,  on  his  depodtUm  in  \4Sr,  hoaxing  the  belli  of  fit  Murk 
oe  the  election  of  his  anooeaaor,  "  monrat  auUtement  dhine  hAnorragle  oatute 
>  TOlne  qui  I'^data  daaa  aa  poltrine"  (aea  Siamondl  and  Darn,  Tida.  L  and  ii.)  nt 
of  elgbty  yean,  when  ".IFko  «N>Mld  Aaoe  Uumghl  tk*  oM  tnan  lMiA«omw^\kU>oex 
r"    Before  I  waa  itzteen  yean  of  age,  I  waa  wltneaa  to  &  m«\Knfi\MA|  VqiAkomm  m» 
M  effeet  of  misced  jxaariona  npon  a  yoong  penon,  whOfYkOiweiVfittaA.  T»Ai^v«  v\ 
me»,  »t  that  time,  bat  Ml  m  victim  iomo  yeara  aftarwaaAa  V>  »  ia\x«««  <.^  <^^^ 
,4,  MHaingfivm  oanaes  intimately  conneciod  with  as^t&Uon  ot  -tD.\xv\. 
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Her  basdioaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not ; 

Her  father  watch'd,  she  tum*d  her  eyes  away ; 
She  recog^nizod  no  bemg,  and  no  spot, 

However  dear  or  chensh'd  in  thdr  day ; 
They  changed  from  room  to  room,  but  all  forget, 

Gentle,  but  without  memory  she  lay ; 
At  length  those  eyes,  which  they  would  fain  be  weaning 
Back  to  old  thoughts,  wax'd  full  of  fearful  mcaDing; 

And  then  a  slave  bethought  her  of  a  harp ; 

The  harper  came,  and  tuned  his  instrument : 
At  the  first  notes,  irregular  and  sharp. 

On  him  her  flashing  eyes  a  moment  bent. 
Then  to  the  wall  she  tum'd  as  if  to  warp 

Her  thoughts  from  sorrow  through  her  heart  re^sciit ; 
And  hel>egan  a  long  low  island  song 
Of  ancient  days,  ere  tyranny  grew  strong. 

Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  beat  the  wall 

In  time  to  his  old  tune ;  he  changed  the  theme, 

And  sung  of  loye  ;  the  fierce  name  struck  through  all 
Her  recollection  :  on  her  flash*d  the  dream 

Of  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  ye  could  call 
To  be  so  bein^ ;  in  a  gushing  stream 

The  tears  rush'd  forth  m>m  her  o'erclouded  brain, 

Like  mountain  mists  at  length  dissolved  in  rain. 

Short  solace,  vain  relief ! — thought  come  too  quid', 
And  whu'l'd  her  brain  to  madness  ;  she  arose 

As  one  who  ne'er  had  dwelt  among  the  sick. 
And  flew  at  all  she  met,  as  on  her  foes ; 

But  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  or  shriek, 

Although  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its  close  ;— 

Hers  was  a  frenzy  which  disdain*d  to  i*avo. 

Even  when  they  smote  her,  in  the  hope  to  save. 

Yet  she  betray*d  at  times  a  gleam  of  sense  ; 

Nothing  could  make  her  meet  her  father's  face, 
Though  on  all  other  things  with  looks  intense 

She  gazed,  but  nono  she  ever  could  retrace ; 
Food  she  refused,  and  raiment ;  no  pretence 

Avail'd  for  either  ;  neither  change  of  place, 
Nor  time,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  could  give  hor 
Senses  to  sleep — the  power  seem'd  gone  for  ever. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  she  wither'd  thus  ;  at  lasti 
Without  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  show 

A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  pass'd : 
And  they  who  watch'd  her  nearest  could  not  kiw7 

The  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 
Her  BTjeeV.  ia.c^  voJwi  ^■aAss^,  duU  and  slow, 

Glazed  o'er  \iet  e^a^ — ^i^CL<a^iea^i^}^i\sS.^^^ia5a^\\^s&^— 


I 


EXTRACTS  PROM  DON  JUAA.  705 

That  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  hire. 
Its  dwellings  Jown,  its  tenants  passed  away  ; 

None  but  her  o»  n  and  father's  grave  is  there, 
And  nothing  outward  tells  of  human  clay  : 

Ye  could  not  know  whore  lies  a  thing  so  fair, 
No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  say 

What  was ;  no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  sea's, 

Idourns  o'er  the  beauty  of  the  Cyclades. 


THE  BLACK  FRIAR. 

Beware  !  beware  !  of  the  Black  Friar, 

Who  sittetb  by  Norraan  stone, 
For  he  mutters  his  prayer  in  the  midnight  air. 

And  his  mass  of  the  days  that  are  gone. 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Hill,  Amundeville, 

Made  Norman  Church  his  prey, 
And  expell'd  the  friars,  one  friar  still 

Would  not  be  driven  away. 

Though  he  came  in  his  might,  with  King  Henry's  rights 

To  turn  church  lands  to  lay. 
With  sword  in  hand,  and  torch  to  light 

Their  walls,  if  they  said  nay  ; 
A  monk  remain'd,  unchased,  unchain'd. 

And  be  did  not  seem  form'd  of  clay. 
For  he's  seen  in  the  porch,  and  he's  seen  in  the  church. 

Though  he  is  not  seen  by  day. 

And  whether  for  good,  or  whether  for  ill. 

It  is  not  mine  to  say  ; 
But  still  with  the  house  of  Amundeville 

He  abideth  night  and  day. 
By  the  marriage-bed  of  their  lords,  'tis  said, 

He  flits  on  the  bridal  eve  ; 
And  'tis  held  as  faith,  to  their  bed  of  death 

He  comes — but  not  to  grieve. 

When  an  heir  is  bora,  he's  heard  to  mourn. 

And  when  aught  is  to  befall 
That  ancient  line,  in  the  pale  moonshine 

He  walks  from  hall  to  hall. 
His  form  you  may  trace,  but  not  his  face, 

'Tis  shadow'd  by  his  cowl : 
Bat  bis  eyes  may  be  seen  from  the  folds  bet^eeoMt 
And  they  seem  of  a  parted  soul. 
2  z 
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Dut  beware  I  beware  !  of  the  Black  Friar» 

IIo  Htill  rotnins  bin  nway, 
Fur  bo  in  yet  the  Cbiircb'tf  heir, 

WbooTor  nmy  bo  tbe  lay. 
Atnuiuloville  iH  lord  by  day, 

Ibit  the  monk  U  lord  bv  u'mht ; 
Nor  wine  nor  waHHail  could  ruiHO  a  vassal, 

To  quutftiun  thill  friar'H  right. 

Say  nought  to  hirn  as  he  walks  the  ball, 

And  he'll  May  nought  to  vou  ; 
lie  Hwuoph  alon^  in  his  dusky  pall, 

Ah  o'er  the  ^niH8  the  dew. 
Th»>n  i^'niinniorny  !  for  tho  Black  Friar ; 

tloavun  Hain  him  I  fair  or  foul, 
And  whalKoo'or  nia^  bo 'his  prayer, 

Lot  ours  bo  fur  his  suul. 


NORMAN  OR  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY. 

To  Norman  Abbey  whirl'd  the  noble  pair,— 

An  oM,  old  inonastory  once,  and  now 
Ktlll  oldiT  mansion, — of  a  rich  and  rare 

MlxM  (lothio,  such  as  artists  all  allow 
Fovv  spooinions  yot  loft  us  can  compare 

Wimal :  it  lies  porhapa  a  little  low, 
JhicaUHo  tho  monks  protorr'd  a  hill  behind 
Tu  shuitor  thoir  tlevotiun  from  tho  wind. 

It  stood  embosom'd  in  a  happy  valloy, 

(Vown'd  by  hi^h  woodlands,  whore  tho  Druid  oak 
Sto»»<l  liko  CJaraoUicus  in  act  to  rally 

II  is  host,  with  broad  arms  'gainst  the  thunderstroke  J 
And  I'rom  bonoath  his  boughs  were  soon  to  sally 

Tho  dnpplod  foresters — j\s  day  awoko 
The  branching  stag  swept  down  with  all  his  herd, 
'i\»  (piuir  a  brook  which  mui-mur'd  Uko  a  bh*d. 

IJoforo  tho  mansion  lay  a  lucid  lake, 

Ib'oad  as  transparent,  deei),  and  freshly  fed 

Jjy  a  rivor,  vv\\W\\  xtHSofteu'd  way  did  take 
1  n  cur\e\\U  t\\Yov\^\\  t.W  csCaww  v«^\.w  ^^^vead 

An)und  :  t\\o  \v\\d\'ovj\\\(is.\\G^"\tv\}c^^Vx^^ 

With  thoir  groou  iacoa  ^:l  a  >reo^>'  ^"^ 
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its  outlet  dashed  into  a  deep  cascade, 

SparkliDg  with  foam,  until  ap^ain  subsiding, 

I*«  shriller  echoes — like  an  infant  made 
Quiet — sank  into  softer  ripples,  gliding 

Into  a  rivulet ;  and  thus  allay'd. 
Pursued  its  course,  now  gleaming,  and  now  hiding 

Its  windings  through  the  woods ;  now  clear,  now  blue. 

According  as  the  skies  their  shadows  threw. 

A  glorious  remnant  of  the  Gothic  pile 

(While  yet  the  church  was  Rome's)  stood  half  apart 
In  a  grand  arch,  which  once  screened  many  an  aisle. 

These  last  had  disappear'd — a  loss  to  art : 
The  first  yet  frown'd  superbly  o*er  the  soil, 

And  kindled  feelings  in  the  rouy:hest  heart, 
Which  moum'd  the  power  of  time's  or  tempest's  man^h, 
In  gazing  on  that  venerable  arch. 

"Within  a  niche,  nigh  to  its  pinnacle, 
Twelve  saints  had  once  stood  sanctified  in  stone ; 

But  these  had  fallen,  not  when  the  friars  fell. 

But  in  the  war  which  struck  Charlvs  irom  his  throne. 

When  each  house  was  a  fortalice — as  tell 
The  annals  of  full  many  a  line  undone, — 

The  gallant  cavaliers,  who  fought  in  vain 

For  those  who  knew  not  to  resign  or  reign. 

But  in  a  higher  niche,  alone,  but  crown'd. 

The  Virgin  Mother  of  the  God-born  Child, 
With  her  Sou  in  her  bless'd  arms,  look'd  round. 

Spared  by  some  chance  when  all  beside  was  spoil'd ; 
She  made  the  earth  below  seem  holy  ground. 

This  may  be  superstition,  weak  or  wild. 
But  even  the  faintest  relics  of  a  shrine 
Of  any  worship  wake  some  thoughts  divine. 

A  mighty  window,  hollow  in  the  centre, 

Shorn  of  its  glass  of  thousand  colourings. 
Through  which  the  deepened  glories  once  could  enter. 

Streaming  from  off  the  sun  like  seraphs'  wings, 
Now  yawns  all  desolate :  now  loud,  now  fainter, 

The  gale  sweeps  through  its  fretwork,  and  oft  sing^ 
The  owl  his  anthem,  where  the  silenced  quire 
Lie  with  their  hallelujahs  quench'd  like  fire. 

But  in  the  noontide  of  the  moon,  and  when 
The  wind  is  wiugfed  from  one  point  of  heaven, 

TTiere  moans  a  strange  unearthly  sound,  which  then 
Is  musical — a  dying  accent  driven 

Through  the  huge  arch,  which  soars  and  sVnga  ql^'qXu* 
Some  deem  it  but  the  distant  echo  givou 


Back  to  the  night  wind  by  the  waterfaW, 
And  harmonized  by  the  old  choral  ^aU ; 
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Othen,  that  some  original  shape,  or  form 
Shaped  by  decay  perchance,  hath  given  the  power 

(Though  less  than  that  of  Memnon's  statue,  warm 
In  Egypt's  rays,  to  harp  at  a  fixed  hour) 

To  this  groy  ruin  with  a  voice  to  charm, 

Sod,  but  serene,  it  sweeps  o'er  tree  or  tower ; 

The  cause,  I  know  not,  nor  can  solve ;  but  such 

The  fact :— I've  heard  it, — once  perhaps  too  much. 

Amidst  the  court  a  Gothic  fountain  ^lay'd. 
Symmetrical,  but  deck'd  with  carvings  quaint — 

Strange  faces,  like  to  men  in  masquers^e. 
And  here  perhaps  a  monster,  there  a  saint : 

The  spring  gush'd  through  grim  mouths  of  granite  made, 
And  sparkled  into  basins,  where  it  spent 

Its  little  torrent  in  a  thousand  bubbles, 

like  man's  vain  glory,  and  his  vainer  troubles. 

The  mansion's  self  was  vast  and  venerable. 
With  more  of  the  monastic  than  has  been 

Elsewhere  preserved  :  the  cloisters  still  werei-stable, 
The  cells,  too,  and  refectory,  I  ween ; 

An  oxfiuisite  small  chapel  had  been  able, 
Htill  unimpair'd,  to  decorate  the  scene  ; 

The  rest  had  been  reform'd,  replaced,  or  sunk, 

And  spoke  more  of  the  baron  than  the  monk. 

Hugo  halls,  long  galleries,  spacious  chambers,  join'd 
By  no  quite  lawful  marriage  of  the  arts, 

Miirht  fihock  a  connoisseur ;  but  when  combined, 
Forni'd  a  whole,  which,  irregular  in  parts, 

Yet  loft  a  grand  impression  on  the  mind, 

At  least  of  those  whose  eyes  are  in  their  hearts. 


JULIA'S  PORTRAIT. 

Her  oyo  (I'm  very  fond  of  handsome  eyes) 
Was  large  and  dark,  suppressing  half  its  fire 

Until  she  spoke,  then  through  its  soft  disguise 
Flash'd  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire, 

And  lovo  than  either  ;  and  there  would  arise 
A  something  in  them  which  was  not  desire. 

But  would  have  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the  soul 

Which  struggled  through  andchasten'd  down  the  whola 

Her  glossy  hair  was  cluster 'd  o'er  a  brow 

JJright  With  intelligence,  and  fair,  and  smooth  ; 

Her  eyebrow's  shape  was  like  the  aerial  bow. 
Her  cheek  a\\  p\ixpVe  V\\]tv\)tta\i^a.\ft.Qt  ^jouih, 

Mounting,  at  times,  to  a.  \xaxvsp».TftTA.  \^ovh  , 
As  if  her  veius  ratvWgWm^N  ^\v^,xtv^qq?0^ 
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JUAN  IN  LOVE. 

Young  Juan  wander 'd  by  the  glassy  brooks, 
Thinking  unutterable  things  ;  he  threw 

Himself  at  length  within  the  leafy  nooks 
Where  the  wild  branch  of  the  cork  forest  grew ; 

There  poets  find  material  for  their  books, 

And  every  now  and  then  we  read  them  through, 

So  that  their  plan  and  prosody  are  eligible, 

Unless,  like  Wordsworth,  they  prove  unintelligible. 

He  (Juan,  And  not  Wordsworth)  so  pursued 
His  self-communion  with  his  own  high  soul. 

Until  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  mood, 
Had  mitigated  part,  though  not  the  whole 

Of  its  disease ;  he  did  the  best  he  could 
With  things  not  very  subject  to  control, 

And  tum'd,  without  perceiving  his  condition. 

Like  Coleridge,  into  a  metaphysician. 

He  thought  about  himself,  and  the  whole  earth. 
Of  man  the  wonderful,  and  of  the  stars, 

And  how  the  deuce  they  ever  could  have  birth  ; 
And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes,  and  of  wars, 

How  many  miles  the  moon  might  have  in  girth. 
Of  air-balloons,  and  of  the  many  bars 

To  perfect  knowledge  of  the  boundless  skies ; — 

And  then  he  thought  of  Donna  Julia's  eyes. 

In  thoughts  like  these  true  wisdom  may  discern 
Longings  sublime,  and  aspirations  high, 

Which  some  are  bom  with,  but  the  most  part  learn 
To  plague  themselves  withal,  they  know  not  why : 

'Twas  strange  that  one  so  young  should  thus  concern 
His  brain  about  the  action  of  the  sky  ; 

If  you  think  'twas  philosophy  that  this  did, 

I  can't  help  thinking  puberty  assisted. 

He  pored  upon  the  leaves,  and  on  the  flowers, 
And  heard  a  voice  in  all  the  winds  ;  and  then 

He  thought  of  wood-nymphs  and  immortal  bowera. 
And  how  the  goddesses  came  down  to  men : 

He  missed  the  pathway,  he  forgot  the  hours. 
And  when  he  look'd  upon  his  watch  again, 

He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a  winner — 

He  also  found  that  he  had  lost  his  dinner. 

Sometimes  he  tum'd  to  gaze  upon  his  book, 

Boscan,  or  Garcilasso ; — by  the  wind 
Even  as  the  page  is  mstled  while  wc  look. 

So  by  the  poesy  of  his  own  mind 
Over  the  mystic  leaf  his  soul  was  shook, 

As  if  'twere  one  whereon  magicians  \)\iid 
Their  spells,  and  give  them  to  the  pasaing  ge^Q, 
According  to  some  good  old  woman's  ta\e« 
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A  SCENE  IN  GREECE. 

And  further  on  a  troop  of  Grecian  girls. 

The  first  and  tallest  her  white  kerchief  waving, 

Were  strung  together  like  a  row  of  pearls, 

Llnk'd  hand  in  hand,  and  dancing ;  each,  too,  havicg 

Down  her  white  neck  long  floating  auburn  curls — 
(The  least  of  which  would  set  ten  poets  raving) ; 

Their  leader  sang — and  bounded  to  her  song, 

With  choral  step  and  voice,  the  virgin  throng. 

And  here,  assembled  cross-legg'd  round  their  trays, 
Small  social  parties  just  begun  to  dine  ; 

Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gaze. 
And  tiasks  of  Samiau  and  of  Chian  wine. 

And  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porous  vase  ; 
Above  them  their  dessert  grew  on  its  vine ; 

The  orange  and  pomegranate  nodding  o'er 

Dropp'd  in  their  laps,  scarce  pluck'd,  their  mellow  store. 

A  band  of  children,  round  a  snow-white  ram. 
There  wreathe  his  venerable  horns  with  flowers  ; 

While  peaceful,  as  if  still  an  unwean'd  lamb. 
The  patriarch  of  the  flock  all  gently  cowers 

His  sober  head,  majestically  tame, 
Or  eats  from  out  the  palm,  or  playful  lowers 

His  brow,  as  if  in  act  to  butt,  and  then 

Yielding  to  their  small  hands,  draws  back  again. 

Their  classical  profiles,  and  glittering  dresses, 
Their  large  black  eyes,  and  soft  sei-aphic  cheeks, 

Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long  tresses, 
The  gesture  which  enchants,  the  eye  that  speaks. 

The  innocence  which  happy  childhood  blesses. 
Made  quite  a  picture  of  these  little  Greeks ; 

So  that  the  philosophical  beholder 

Sigh'd  for  their  sakes—  that  they  should  e*er  grow  older. 

Afar,  a  dwarf  buffoon  stood  telling  tales 
To  a  sedate  grey  circle  of  old  smokers. 

Of  secret  treasures  found  in  hidden,  vales. 
Of  wonderful  replies  from  Arab  jokers. 

Of  charms  to  make  good  gold  and  cure  bad  ails, 
Of  rocks  be  witch 'd  that  open  to  the  knockers. 

Of  magic  ladies,  who  by  one  sole  act, 

Transformed  their  lords  to  beasts  (but  that's  a  fact). 


TWILIGHT. 

Bwee\.\iowT  ol  W\Vv^\.\— -\^\Jcv^ek«ilifcude 

Rooted  N»\\©T©  oIvc»^iX^»  K^^r^ss.^w^'^o^^^'S^x 
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To  where  the  last  Cajsarean  fortress  stood, 
Everirreen  forest !  which  Boccaccio's  lore 
And  Dryden*8  lay  made  haunted  ground  to  mo. 
How  have  I  loved  the  twilight  hour  and  thee  1 

a 

The  shrill  cicalas,  people  of  the  pine, 

Making  their  summer  lives  one  ceaseless  song, 

Were  the  solo  echoes,  save  my  steed's  and  mine, 
And  vesper  bells  that  rose  the  boughs  along ; 

The  spectre  huntsman  of  Onesti's  line, 

IHs  hell-dogs,  and  their  chase,  and  the  fair  throng 

Which  leam'd  from  this  example  not  to  fly 

From  a  true  lover — shadow'd  mj-  mind's  eye. 

O  Hesperus  !  thou  bringest  all  good  things — 

Home  to  the  weary,  to  the  hungry  cheer, 
To  the  young  bird  the  parent's  brooding  wings,     . 

The  welcome  stall  to  the  o'erlabour'd  steer  ; 
Wliate'er  of  peace  about  our  hearth-stone  clings, 

Whate'er  our  household  gods  protect  of  dear. 
Are  gather'd  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest ; 
Thou  bring'st  the  child,  too,  to  the  mother's  breast. 

Soft  hour !  which  wakos  the  wish  and  melts  the  heart 
Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day 

When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart ; 
Or  fills  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way 

As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start. 
Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay ; 

Is  this  a  fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  ? 

Ah  !  surely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns  ! 

When  Nero  perish'd  by  the  justest  doom 

Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  destroy'd. 
Amidst  the  roar  of  liberated  Rome, 

Of  nations  freed,  and  the  world  overjoy'd. 
Some  hands  unseen  strew'd  flowers  upon  his  tomb  : 

Perhaps  the  weakness  of  a  heart  not  void 
Of  feeling  for  some  kindness  done,  when  power 
Had  left  the  wi^ctch  an  imcomipted  hour. 


A  GROUP  OF  BEAUTIEa 

Of  those  who  had  most  genius  for  this  sort 
Of  sentimental  friendship,  there  were  three, 

Lolah,  Katinka,  and  Dudu ;  in  short, 
(To  save  description)  fair  as  fair  can  be 

Were  they  according  to  the  best  report, 
Though  differing  in  stature  and  degree. 

And  clime  and  time,  and  country  and  comple^ieD  ^ 
Thejr  all  alike  admired  their  new  connexion. 
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Lolab  was  dusk  as  India,  and  as  warm  ; 

Katinka  was  a  Georgian,  white  and  red, 
"With  great  blue  eyes,  a  lovely  hand  and  arm, 

And  feet  so  small  they  scarce  seem'd  made  to  troad . 
But  rather  skim  the  earth  ;  while  Dudu's  form 

Look*d  more  adapted  to  be  put  to  bed. 
Being  somewhat  large,  and  languishing,  and  lazy. 
Yet  of  a  beauty  that  would  drive  you  crazy. 

A  kind  of  sleepy  Venus  seem'd  Dudu, 
Yet  very  fit  to  "murder  sleep"  in  those 

Who  gazed  upon  her  cheek's  transcendent  hue. 
Her  Attic  forehead,  and  her  Phidian  nose : 

Few  angles  were  there  in  her  form,  'tis  true. 
Thinner  she  might  have  been,  and  yet  scarce  lose ; 

Yet,  after  all,  'twould  puzzle  to  say  where 

It  would  not  spoil  some  separate  charm  to  pare. 

She  was  not  violently  lively,  but 

Stole  on  your  spirit  like  a  May-day  breaking ; 
Her  eyes  were  not  too  sparkling,  yet,  half-shut. 

They  put  behoUiers  in  a  tender  taking  ; 
She  look'd  (this  siniile's  quite  new)  just  cut 

From  marble,  like  Pygmalion's  statue  waking. 
The  mortal  and  the  marble  still  at  strife. 
And  timidly  expanding  into  life. 

Lolah  demanded  the  new  damsel's  name — 

"  Juanna." — Well,  a  pretty  name  enough. 
Katinka  ask'd  her  also  whence  she  came — 

"  From  Spain."—"  But  where  is  Spain  ?"—"  Don't 
ask  such  stuff. 
Nor  show  your  Georgian  ignorance — for  shame  ! " 
Said  Lolah,  with  an  accent  rather  rough, 
^     To  poor  Katinka  :  **  Spain's  an  island  near 
Morocco,  betwixt  Egypt  and  Tangier." 


A  PICTURE. 

She  stood  a  moment  as  a  Pythoness 
Stands  on  her  tripod,  agonised,  and  full 

Of  inspiration  gather'd  from  distress. 
When  all  the  heart-strings  like  wild  horses  pull 

The  heart  asunder ; — then,  as  more  or  less 

Their  speed  abated  or  their  strength  grew  dull. 

She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  by  slow  degrees. 

And  bow'dlier  \,\xro\>\i\u^\i^^<io'«^  trembling  knees. 

Her  face  declined  and  vi«.a  >\Ti^eevv  •,  W  V^yc 
Fell  in  long  tresses  We  \Xx^  ^T'T^'Jowr* 
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A  low,  soft  ottoman,)  and  black  despair 

Stirr'd  up  and  down  her  bosom  like  a  billow. 
Which  rushes  to  some  shore  whose  shingles  check 
Its  further  course,  but  must  receive  its  wreck. 

Her  head  hung  down,  and  her  long  hair  in  stooping 

Conceal'd  her  features  better  than  a  veil : 
And  one  hand  o'er  the  ottoman  lay  drooping. 

White,  waxen,  and  as  alabaster  pale : 
Would  that  I  were  a  painter!  to  be  grouping 

All  that  a  poet  drags  into  detail ! 
Oh  that  my  worJs  were  colours  !  but  their  tints 
May  serve  perhaps  as  outlines  or  slight  hints. 


WAR. 

All  was  prepared — the  fire,  the  sword,  the  men 

To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 
The  armv,  like  a  lion  from  bis  den, 

March  d  forth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent  to  slay— 
A  human  Hydra,  issuing  from  its  fen 

To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way, 
Whose  heads  were  heroes,  which  cut  off  in  vain. 
Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 

History  can  only  take  things  in  the  gross ; 

But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance 
In  balancing  the  profit  and  the  loss. 

War's  merit  it  by  no  moans  might  enhance. 
To  waste  so  much  gold  for  a  little  dross. 

As  hath  been  done,  mere  conquest  to  advance. 
The  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 
Of  honest  fame,  than  shedding  seas  of  gore. 

And  why  ?  because  it  brings  self-approbation ; 

Whereas  the  other,  after  all  its  glare, 
Shouts,  bridges,  arches,  pensions  from  a  nation. 

Which  (it  may  be)  has  not  much  left  to  spare, 
A  higher  title,  or  a  loftier  station, 

Thoufifh  they  may  make  Corruption  gape  or  stare. 
Yet  in  the  end,  except  in  Freedom's  battles. 
Are  nothing  but  a  child  of  Murder's  rattles. 

And  such  they  are, — and  such  they  will  be  found 

Not  so  Leonidas  and  Washington, 
Whose  every  battle-field  is  holy  ground. 

Which  breathes  of  nations  saved,  not  worlds  undone 
How  sweetly  on  the  ear  such  echoes  sound  ! 

While  the  mere  victor's  may  appal  or  stun 
The  servile  and  the  vain,  such  names  vriXLba 
A  watchword  till  the  future  shall  be  free. 
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CONTEMPORARY  POETS. 

Sir  Walter  reign'd  before  me ;  Moore  and  Campbcl 
Before  and  after  ;  but  now  grown  more  holy, 

The  Muses  upon  Slon's  bill  must  ramble 
With  poets  almost  Clergymen,  or  wbolly ; 

And  Pegasus  has  a  psalmodic  amble 

Beneath  the  very  Reverend  Rowley  Powley, 

Who  shoes  the  glorious  animal  with  stilts, 

A  modem  Ancient  Pistol — by  the  hilts  1 

Still  he  excels  that  artificial  hard 

Labourer  in  the  same  vineyard,  though  the  vine 
Yields  him  but  vinegar  for  his  reward, — 

That  neutralized  dull  Dorus  of  the  Nine  ; 
That  swarthy  Sporus,  neither  man  or  bard : 

That  ox  of  verse,  who  ploughs  for  every  line : — 
Cambyses'  roaring  Romans  beat  at  least 
The  howling  Hebrews  of  Cybele's  priest. 

Then  there's  my  gentle  Euphues ;  who,  they  say. 
Sets  up  for  being  a  sort  of  moral  me; 

He*ll  find  it  rather  difficult  some  day 
To  turn  out  both,  or  either,  it  may  be. 

Some  persons  think  that  Coleridge  hath  the  sway ; 
And  Wordsworth  has  supporters,  two  or  three ; 

And  that  deep-mouth'd  Boeotian  **  Savage  Landor" 

Has  taken  for  a  swan  rogue  Southoy's  gander. 

John  Keats,  who  was  kill'd  off  by  one  critique. 
Just  as  he  really  promised  something  great. 

If  not  intelligible,  without  Greek 
Contrived  to  talk  about  the  gods  of  late. 

Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed  to  speak. 
Poor  fellow  !  his  was  an  untoward  fate  ; 

'Tis  stmnge  the  mind,  that  very  fiery  particle,* 

Should  let  itself  be  snuff'd  out  by  an  article. 

The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  pretenders 
To  that  which  none  will  gain — or  none  will  know 

The  conqueror  at  least ;  who,  ere  Time  renders 
His  last  award,  will  have  the  long  grass  grow 

Above  his  burnt-out  brain,  and  sapless  cinders. 
If  I  might  augur,  I  should  rate  but  low 

Their  chances ; — they're  too  numerous,  like  the  ihirt) 

Mock  tyrants,  when  Rome's  annals  wax'd  but  dirty. 


•  *•  DiviruB  portioalom  aoiaB.** 


EXTRACTS  FROM  DON  JUAN.  715 


WORLDLY  WEALTH. 

Why  call  the  raiser  miserable  ?  as 

T  said  before  :  the  frugal  life  is  his, 
Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  was 

The  theme  of  praise  :  a  hermit  would  not  miss 
Canonisation  for  the  selfsame  cause,— 

And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealth's  austerities? 
Because,  you'll  say,  nought  calls  for  such  a  trial ; 
Then  there's  more  merit  in  his  self-denial. 

He  is  your  only  poet ;— passion,  pure. 
And  sparkling  on  from  heap  to  heap,  displays 

Possessed,  the  ore,  of  which  mere  hopes  allure 
Nations  athwart  the  deep  :  the  golden  rays 

Flash  up  in  ingots  from  the  mine  obscure : 
On  him  the  diamond  pours  its  brilliant  blaze  ; 

While  the  mild  emerald's  beam  shades  down  the  dyes 

Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  miser's  eyes. 

The  lands  on  either  side  are  his :  the  ship 
From  Ceylon,  Jnde,  or  far  Cathay,  unloads 

For  him  the  fragrant  produce  of  each  trip ; 
Beneath  his  cars  of  Ceres  groan  the  roads. 

And  the  vine  blushes  like  Aurora's  lip  ; 
His  very  cellars  might  be  kings'  abodes ; 

While  he,  despising  every  sensual  call, 

Commands— the  intellectual  lord  of  all. 

Perhaps  he  hath  great  projects  in  his  mind, 

To  build  a  college,  or  to  found  a  race. 
An  hospital;  a  church, — and  leave  behind 

Some  dome  surmoimted  by  his  meagre  face. 
Perhaps  he  fain  would  liberate  mankind 

Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them  base  ; 
Perhaps  he  would  bo  wealthiest  of  his  nation. 
Or  revel  in  the  joys  of  calculation. 

But  whether  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these 
May  be  the  hoardcr^s  principle  of  action. 

The  fool  will  call  such  mania  a  disease  : — 
What  is  his  oicn  t    Go— look  at  each  transaction. 

Wars,  revels,  love — do  these  bring  men  more  ease 
Than  the  mere  plodding  througii  each  "  vulgar 
fraction  ? " 

Or  do  they  benefit  mankind  ?    Lean  miser  ! 

Let  spendthrifts'  heirs  inquire  ot  yours — ^who's  wiser  ? 

How  beauteous  are  rouleaus  !  how  charming  cliQSt& 

Containing  ingots,  bags  of  dollars,  coinB 
{Not  of  old  victors,  all  whose  beads  and  crosto 
Weigh  not  the  thin  ore  where  their  visage  uAiie»« 
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Bat)  of  fine  iinclipt  gold,  where  dully  rests 

Some  likeness,  which  the  glittering  cirque  confines, 
Of  modern,  reigning,  sterling,  stupid  stamp  :— 
Yes !  ready  money  it  Aladdin's  lamp. 

**  Love  rules  the  camp,  the  court,  the  srove, — for  love 
Is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love  :" — so  sings  the  bani ; 

Which  it  were  rather  difficult  to  prove, 
(A  thing  with  poetry  in  general  hard). 

Perhaps  there  may  be  something  in  "  the  grove," 
At  least  it  rhymes  to  "  love  :**  but  Tm  preimred 

To  doubt  (no  less  than  landlords  of  their  rental) 

If  "  courts  "  and  "  camps  '*  be  quite  so  sentimental. 


MATCH-MAKING. 

How  all  the  needy  honourable  misters. 
Each  out-at-elbow  peer,  or  desperate  dandy, 

The  watchful  mothers,  and  the  careful  sisters, 
(Who,  by  the  by,  when  clever,  are  more  handy 

At  making  matches,  where  **  'tis  gold  that  glisters," 
Than  their  he  relatives,)  like  flies  o'er  candy 

Buzz  round  "  the  Fortune  "  with  their  busy  battery, 

To  turn  her  head  with  waltzing  and  with  flattery  1 

Each  aunt,  each  cousin,  hath  her  speculation ; 

Nay,  married  dames  will  now  and  then  discover 
Such  pure  disinterestedness  of  passion, 

I've  known  thom  court  an  heiress  for  their  lover. 
"  Tantsene  ! "     Such  the  virtues  of  high  station. 

Even  in  the  hopeful  Isle,  whose  outlet's  ** Dover!" 
While  the  poor  rich  wretch,  object  of  these  cares. 
Has  cause  to  wish  her  sire  had  had  male  heirs. 

dome  are  soon  bagged,  and  some  reject  three  dozen. 

*Tis  fine  to  see  them  scattering  refusals 
And  wild  dismay  o'er  every  angry  cousin, 

(Friends  of  the  party,)  who  begin  accusals, 
Such  as — "  (Jnless  Miss  (Blank)  meant  to  have  chosen 

Poor  Frederick,  why  did  she  accord  perusals 
To  his  billets  ?     Why  waltz  with  him  ?    Why,  I  pray, 
Look  yes  last  night,  and  yet  say  no  to-day? 

**  Why  ?— Why  ?    Besides,  Fred  really  was  attached  ; 

*Twas  not  her  fortune — he  has  enough  without: 
The  time  will  come  she'll  wish  that  she  had  snatch'd 

So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt : — 
But  the  old  Mar^ihlouoss  some  plan  had  hatch'd, 

As  r\\  ^\\  kvJit^Bii  ?v\.\.o-\svs$rc<a.V^xws*»v 
And  aitor  »W  poox  "STeid«rv^^\£k»:^  ^Q\i^\Ki^x — 
Pray  did  ^ou  a©^\i^^  «qs^««  \ft\!c»\^\KKtV 
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Smart  uniforms  and  sparkling  coronets 

Are  spum'd  in  twm,  until  her  turn  arrives. 
After  male  loss  of  time,  and  hearts,  and  bets 

Upon  the  sweepstakes  for  substantial  wives ; 
And  when  at  last  the  pretty  creature  gets 

Some  gentleman,  who  fights,  or  writes,  or  drives. 
It  soothes  the  awkward  squad  of  the  rejected. 
To  find  how  very  badly  she  selected. 


QUIXOTISM. 

Rough  Johnson,  the  great  moralist,  profess'd^ 
Right  honestly,  **  he  liked  an  honest  hater  1 " 

The  only  truth  that  yot  has  been  confess'd 
Within  these  latest  thousand  years,  or  later. 

Perhaps  the  fine  old  fellow  spoke  in  jest : — 
For  my  part  I  am  but  a  more  spectator. 

And  gaze  where'er  the  palace  or  the  hovel  is, 

Much  in  the  mode  of  Goethe's  Mephistopheles : 

But  neither  love  nor  hate  in  much  excess ; 

Though  'twas  not  once  so.     If  I  sneer  sometimes. 
It  is  because  I  cannot  well  do  less. 

And  now  and  then  it  also  suits  my  rh3rmes. 
I  should  be  very  willing  to  redress 

Men's  wrongs,  and  rather  check  than  pimish  crimes, 
Had  not  Cervantes,  in  that  too  true  tale 
Of  Quixote,  shown  how  all  such  efforts  fail. 

Of  all  tales  'tis  the  saddest — and  more  sad. 
Because  it  makes  us  smile :  his  hero's  right. 

And  still  pursues  the  right ;  to  curb  the  bad 
His  only  object,  and  'gainst  odds  to  fight 

His  guerdon  :  'tis  his  virtue  makes  him  mad  I 
But  his  adventures  form  a  sorry  sight ; — 

A  sorrier  still  is  the  great  moral  taught 

By  that  real  epic  unto  all  who  have  thought. 

Redressing  injury,  revenging  wrong. 
To  aid  the  damsel  and  destroy  the  caitiff ; 

Opposing  singly  the  united  strong. 
From  foreign  yoke  to  free  the  helpless  native : — 

Alas  !  must  noblest  views,  like  an  old  song. 
Be  for  mere  fancy's  sport  a  theme  creative, 

A  jest,  a  riddle,  Fame  tnrough  thick  and  thin  souglit  t 

And  Socrates  himself  but  Wisdom's  Quixote? 

Cervantes  smiled  Spain's  chivalry  away ; 

A  single  laugh  demolisb'd  the  right  arm 
Of  bis  own  country  /—seldom  since  that  day 

Haa  Spaia  bad  heroes.    While  B^mance  co\]\'\  <Stivrca« 
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The  world  gave  ground  before  her  bright  array ; 

And  tlierefore  have  his  volumes  done  such  harm. 
That  all  their  glory,  as  a  composition, 
Was  dearly  purchased  by  his  land's  perditioB. 


HUMAN  MOTIVES. 

I  hate  a  motive,  like  a  lingering  bottle 

Which  with  the  landlord  makes  too  long  a  stand. 
Leaving  all  claretless  the  unmoisten'd  throttle. 

Especially  with  politics  on  hand  ; 
I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  a  drove  of  cattle, 

Who  whirl  the  dust  as  simooms  whirl  the  sand ; 
T  hate  it  as  I  hate  an  argument, 
A  laureate's  ode,  or  servile  peer's  "  content." 

'Tis  sad  to  hack  into  the  roots  of  things. 
They  are  ^  much  intertwisted  with  the  earth  ; 

So  that  the  branch  a  goodly  verdure  tiings, 
I  reck  not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  birth. 

To  trace  all  actions  to  their  secret  springs 
Would  make  indeed  some  melancholy  mirth ; 

But  this  is  not  at  present  ray  concern^ 

And  I  refer  you  to  wise  Oxenstiern. 


TKUTH. 

'Tis  strange,  but  true  ;  for  truth  is  always  straoge ; 

Stanger  that  fiction  :  if  it  could  be  told, 
How  much  would  novels  gain  by  the  exchange ! 

How  differently  the  world  wo'ikl  men  behold  I 
How  oft  would  vice  and  virtue  places  change  ! 

The  new  world  would  be  nothing  to  the  old, 
If  some  Columbus  of  the  moral  seas 
Would  show  mankind  their  souls'  antipodes. 

What  "  antrcs  vast  and  deserts  idle  "  then 
Would  be  discover'd  in  the  human  soul  ! 

What  icebergs  in  the  hearts  of  mighty  men. 
With  self-love  in  the  centre  as  their  pole  ! 

What  Anthropo\)Viay;\  are  \\\\\g  o(  ten 
Of  those  wVio  bo\c\  W\e  Vvw^v^otcv^Sw  ^ow\xci\^ 

Were  things  but  on\Y  caW^bv?  \.W  ^^\.  ^x^'ca.-^ 

Ctfisar  himself  wouUb©  a^\i?.m^^ol  i^:cs:.>i. 
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DEPARTED  PLEASURES. 

Tbe  evaporation  of  a  joyous  day 

Is  like  the  last  glass  of  champagne,  without^ 
The  foam  which  made  its  virgin  bumper  gay ; 

Or  like  a  system  coupled  with  a  doubt ; 
Or  like  a  soda  bottle  when  its  spray 

Has  sparkled  and  let  half  its  spirit  out ; 
Or  like  a  billow  left  by  storms  behind. 
Without  the  animation  of  the  wind ; 

Or  like  an  opiate,  which  brings  troubled  rest, 
Or  none  ;  or  like — like  nothing  that  I  know 

Except  itself ; — such  is  the  human  breast ; 
A  thin^:,  of  which  similitudes  can  show 

No  real  likeness, — like  the  old  Tyrian  vest 
Dyed  purple,  none  at  present  can  tell  how. 

If  from  a  shell-fish  or  from  cochineal. 

So  perish  every  tyrant's  robe  piecemeal  I 

But  next  to  dressing  for  a  rout  or  ball, 

Undressing  is  a  woe ;  our  robe-de-chambre 
May  sit  like  that  of  Nessus,  and  recall 

Thoughts  quite  as  yellow,  but  less  clear  than  amber. 
Titus  exclaim'd,  "  I*ve  lost  a  day  ! "    Of  all 

The  nights  and  days  most  people  can  remember, 
(I  have  had  of  both,  some  not  to  be  disdaiu'd,) 

I  wish  they'd  state  how  many  they  have  gain*d. 


— •■»»»^fJb«•«.♦— 
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